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\\’hat IhingTi have we seen 
Done al the Mermaid I heard words that have been 
So nimble, and so full of subtle flame. 

As if that cvcr>' one from whence they came 
Had meant to pul his whole wit in a jest. 

And had resolved to live a fool tfic rest 
Of his dull life.” 

A fas ter Francis Beaumoni to Ben /cnscu, 

** Souls of Poets dcatl and gone> 

What Iilysium have ye known, 

Happy tiehl or mossy cavern, 

Choicer than (he Mermaid Tavern ? ’* 


















[K subjoined extract from tlie “Address 
to the Reader ” contribiileii by the i>oet 
Shirley to tlte folio edition of Rcaumuiu 
and I'ictcher’s works, published in 1647, 
will appropriately introduce this second 
volume of the best pl :ys of the twin- 
dramatists. 

“ Roetrv is the child of nature, which* 
regulated and made beautiful by art, presonteth the most 
harmonious of all other compositions ; among which (if we 
rightly consider; the dramatical is the most absolute, in 
regard to those transcendent abilities which should wait upon 
the composer ; who must have more than the instruction of 
libraries (which of itself is but a cold contemplatix’e know¬ 
ledge.) there being rcfiuircd in him a soul miraculously 
knowing and conversing uith all mankind, enabling him to 
express not only the phlegm and folly of thick-skinned men, 
but the strength and maturity of the wise, the air and insinua¬ 
tions of the court, the discipline and resolution of the soldier, 
the virtues and passions of every noble condition—nay, the 
counsels and characters of the giealest princes. 

“ 1 his, you will say, is a vast compiehension, and hath not 
happened in many ages. He it then remembered, to the glory 
of our ow'n, that ;ill these arc demonstrative and met in 
Beaumont and Fletcher, whom but to mention is to throw .1 

■r 

cloud upon all former names, and benight posterity ; this 
book being, without flattery, the greatest inommtenl of the 
scene that time and humanity li.'ivc producetl, and must live, 
not only the crown and sole reputation of our own, l>ut llie 
stain of all other nations and Languages : for, it m.iv be 
boldly averred, not one indiscretion hath branded tins p.tper 
in all the lines, this being the authentic wit th.it m.ide Hlark- 
friars an atatleiny, where the three hours' spect.u Kv, \ehile 
Beaumont and I- Icichcr were presented, was usually of more 
advantage to the hopeful young heir tlian a d.ingeroiis. 
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foreign travel, with the assistance of a governing monsieur or 
signor to boot ; and it cannot be denied but that the youn<^ 
spirits of the time, whose birth and quality made them 
impatient of the sourer wa\ s of education, have, from the 
attentive hearing these pieces, got ground in point of wit and 
carriage of the most severely-employed students, while these 
recreations were digested into rules, and the very pleasure 
\ 11 many passable discoursing dining wits stand 

yet in good credit upon tlic bare stock of two or three of 
these single scenes I 

And now, reader, in this tragical age, where the theatre 

hath been so much out-acted, congratulate thy own happiness 

that, in this silence of the stage, thou hast a liberty to read 
these inimitable plays, to dwell and converse in these im¬ 
mortal groves, which were only showed our fathers in a 
conjuring-glass, as suddenly removed as represented ; the 
landscape is now brought home by this optic, and the press, 
thought too pregnant before, shall be now looked upon as 
greatest benefactor to Englishmen, that must acknowledge 
all the felicity of wit and words to this (lerivation. 

“ V'ou may here find passions raised to that excellent pitch, 
and by such insinuating degrees, that you shall not choose 
but consent and go along with them, finding yourself at last 
grown insensibly the very satne person you read ; and then 
stand admiring the subtile tracks of your engagement. Fall 
on a scone of love, and you will never believe the writers 
could have the least room left in their souls for another 
passion ; peruse a scene of manly rage, anti you would swear 
they cannot be exprcssetl by the same hantls ; but both are 
so cvcellcmly wrought, you must confess none but 'the same 
hantls could work them. 

“ Would thy melancholy have a cure ? thou shalt laugh at 
Democritus himself, and but le.tding one piece of this comic 
variety, fintl thy exalted fancy in Elysium ; and, when thou 
art sick of this cute, (for the excess of delight may too much 
dilate thy soul,) ihoii shall meet almost in every leaf a soft 
purling passion or spring of sorrow, so powerfully wrought 
high by the tears of innocence and wrongetl lovers, it shall 
pei su.ulc tliy eyes to weep into the Stream, and yet smile when 
ihev contribute to their own ruins." 




A'/jYCP and no king was licensed 

in 1611, and acted originally at the Globe 
and afterwards at the lilackfriars. It 
was first printed in 1619, and was certainly 
the work of both dramatists. Before and 
after the Restoration it was equally popu> 
lar, and Drydcn rcgardcti it as the best 
work of Beaumont and KletcUcr, “ the most approaching to 
antitpiity and the most conducing to move pity.’* The play 
was not, however, to the taste of later generations. Garrick 
proposed to revive it, but liked it less and less after he began 
studying it, and finally abandoned his tlesign. It was last 
;icted, in art :ida[)ied form, in 1778, and was not well enotigli 
lereivcd to be performed mote than once. 


















TO THE RIGHT Vi’ORSHITFUT AND WORTHY 
KNIGHT SIR HENRY NEVILL} 


WorthV Sir, 

I’KESENT, or ratlicr return unto your 
view, that which formerly hath been re¬ 
ceived from you, hereby elTcclin^ what 
you did des>irc- To commend the work 
in my unlcarnctl method, were rather to 
detract from it than to give it any lustre. 
It sul'ficeth it hath your worship's appro¬ 
bation and patronage, to the coniine ndaiion of the authors, 
and encouragement of their further labours ; and thus wholly 
committing myself and it to your worships dispose, I rest, 
ever ready to do you service, not only in the like, but in what 
I may. 

Tho.mas Walkixy, 



This dedication liy the Stationer was prefiNcd to i!ie lust 4I0, 
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V/iAMA 7 '/S PiLRSON.iL. 





ArRACES King of Iberia. 

I ICR AXES, King of Armenia. 


Gourias, Loid-Protector, Father of Arbaces. 
Hacurius, a Lord, 

M ARDOXIUS, 

Bessus, 

Lvgoxes, Failicr of Spaconia. 

Two Sword-men. 


• « ^ M. B 

^ Captains 


Three Shop-men. 
Philip. 


Genrlcmcn, Attendants, &c. 


Ar.vxe, the Queen-Mother. 
I^AXiHEA, her Daughter. 
‘‘^pacoxia, Daughter of Lvcoxes. 
Citizens^ Wives, <X:c. 


S(. EXK. Puniit^ fhf Pzrst Act the Pr&ttitrts a/ Arme 

ti/tci-viifiis the Aft'tro/'oHs of I per i a. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I.— Th^ Ctttfip oP Arlftu ^Sy on tiu I'rontiers o/ 

rnu'uiit. 

Eufer MARnoNius and IJkssus. 

AR. lJes>us, the King lias inado a fair 
hand on’t ; he has ended the wafs at a 
blow, W’oiild my sword had a close 
basket-hilt, to hold wine, an<i the blade 
would make knives! for we shall have 
nothing but eating and drinking, 

E(s. Wc that are et)rnfnanders shall do well enough. 
Alar. Faith, Bessus, such commanders as thou may : 
I had as Heve set thee perdu for a j>udding i’ the dark as 
•Alexander the Creat. 

Bes. I love these jests exceedingly. 

Alar. I think thou lovest ’em belter than t4uarrelling, 
Be.ssus ; I’ll say so much i' thy behalf : and yet thou art 
valiant enough upon a retreat ; I think thou wouldst kil-* 
any man that stopt thee, an thou couldst. 

lies. But was not this a brave combat, Mardonius ? 
Afar. Why, didst thou see 't ? 

Bes. You stood with me. 
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Alar. I ciid so; but methought thou winkcdst every 
blow they strake. 

£es. Well, I believe there are better soldiers than I, 
that never saw two princes fight in lists. 

Afar, liy my troth, I think so too, Bessus,—many a 
thousan<l : but, certainly, all that are worse than thou 
have seen as much. 

j^es. ’Twas bravely done of our King. 

Afar. Yes, if he had not ended the wars. I’m glad 
thou darest talk of such dangerous businesses. 

Bfs. To take a prince prisoner, in the heart of his own 
country, in single combat ! 

Afar. See Itow thy blood cruddlcs at this ! I think 
thou couldst be contented to be beaten i’ this passion. 

Btfs. Shall I toll you truly? 

Afar. Av. 

Bes. I could willingly venture for't. 

Afar. Hum ; no venture neither, good Bessus. 

Bes. Let me not live, if I do not think ’tis a braver 
piece of service than that I*m so famed for. 

Afar. Why, art thou famed for any valour ? 

Bt's. Famed ! ay, I warrant you. 

Afar. I’m e'en heartily glad on’t : I have been with 
thee over since thou earnest to the wars, and this is the 
first word that ever I heard on’t. Prithee, who fames 
thee ? 

The Christian world. 

Afar. ''I'is heatlienishly done of ’em ; in my conscience, 
Mion deservest it not. 

/>Vy. Ves, I ha' done good service. 

Afar. I do not know how thou may'st wait of a man 
tti’s chamber, or thy agility in shifting a trencher ; but 
otlicrwise no serv'ice. good Bessus. 

lies. V’ou s.aw me do the service yourself. 

Afar. Not so liai>ty, sweet Bessus : where was it ? is 
tVie place vanished ? 


* £.e. On. 
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SCENE I.] fCJiXO yljV/J A/O A/jVff, 

Bes. At Bessus’ Desperate Redemption. 
iMar. Bessus’ Desperate Redemption ! wliere’s that ? 
Bes. 'riicrc, where I redeemed the day ; the place 
bears my name. 

Mar. Prithee, who christened it ? 

Bes. The soldier. 

Mar. If I were not a very merrily disposed man, what 
would become of thee ? One that had but a i^rain of 
choler in the whole composition of his body would send 
thee of an errand to the worms for putting thy name 
upon that field : did not I beat thee there, ’i ih’ head o’ 
the troops, with a truncheon, because thou wouldst needs 
run away with thy company, when we should charge the 
enemy ? 

Bes. 'I'nie ; but I did not run. 

Mar. Right, Bessus : I beat thee out on’t. 

Bes. But came not I up wlien the day was gone, and 
redeemed all ? 

Afar. Thou knowest, and so do I, thou meanedst to 
fly, and thy fear making thee mistake, thou rannest upon 
the enemy; and a hot charge thou gavest; as, I’ll do 
thee right, thou art furious in running away ; and I think 
we owe thy fear for our victory. If I were the Ring, ami 
w'cre sure thou wouldst mistake always, and run away 
upon the enemy, thou shouldst be general, by this light. 
Bes. You’ll never leave this till I fall foul. 

Afar, No more such words, dear Bessus ; for though 
I have ev'Cr known thee a coward, and therefore durst 
never strike thee, yet if thou proceedcst, I will allow thee 
valiant, and beat thee. 

Bes. Come, come, tnir King's a brave fellow. 

Alar. He is so, Bessus ; I wonder how ihcju earnest 
to know it. But, if thou werl a man of understanding, 1 
would tell thee, he is vain glorious and liiimble, ami 
angry and ^>.atient, aiul merry and dull, and joyful ami 
sorrowful, \i\ extremities, in an hour. Do not think me 
thy friend for this ; for if I cared who knew it, lliou 
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shouklst not hear it, Bessus. Here he is, with the prey 
in his foot. 

Epitt'r Akbaces, Tick axes, i7uo Gentlemen and 

Attendants. 

Ap‘b. Thy sadness, brave Tigranes, takes away 
I'roin my full victory : am I become 
Of so small fiimc, that any man should grieve 
When I o’erconic him ? 'rhey that placed me here 
Intended it an honour, large enough 
For the most valiant living, but to dare 
Oppose me single, though he lost the day. 

What should afflict you ? you are as free as I; 

To be my prisoner, is to be more free 
Than you were formerly : and never thmk, 

'I'hc man I held worthy to combat me 
Shall be used servilely. Thy ransom is, 

To take my only sister to thy wife ; 

A heavy one, Tigranes ; for she is 
A latiy that the neighbour-princes send 
Blanks to fetch home. 1 have been too unkind 
To her, Tigranes ; she’s but nine years old, 

I left her, and ne’er saw her since; your wars 
Have held me long, and taught me, though a youth, 

'Flic way to victory; she was a pretty child ; 

'Then I was little better ; but now fame 
C’ries loudly on her, and my messengers 
Make me believe she is a miracle. 

She'll make you shrink, as I did, witli a stroke 
But of her eye, Tigranes. 

Is’t the course ot 

I bei ia to use their prisoners thus ? 

Had fortune thrown my name above .Arbaces’, 

I should not thus h.avc talkc<l ; for in Armenia 

\Ve hold it base. You should have kept your temper 

Till you saw home again, where 'tis the fashion, 

I'crhaps, to brag. 

Arb. Be you my witness, earth, 
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SCENE I.] ^ A'/A'fT ANiy i\'0 A/AYz. 

Need I to brag? Doth not this captive prince 
Speak me sufficiently, and all the acts 
'I'hat I have wrought upon his suffering land ? 

Should I, then, boast ? Where lies that foot of ground 
Within his whole realm, that 1 have not passed, 

Fighting and conquering ? Far, then, from me 
Be ostentation. 1 could tell the world, 

How' I have laid his kingdom desolate 
By this sole arm, propt by divinity ; 

Stript him out of his glories ; and have sent 
The pride of all his youth to people graves ; 

And made his virgins languish for their loves ; 

If I would brag. Should I, that have the power 
To teach the neighbour-world humility, 

^lix with vain*glory? 

Afar, Indeed, this is none ! 

Arb. Tigranes, no ; did I but lake delight 
'J'o stretch my deeds, as others do, on words, 

I could ama7.e my hearers. 

Mar. So you do. [.‘/.Of/c. 

Arh. But he shall wrong his and my modesty, 

That thinks me apt to boast : after an act 
Fit for a god to do upon his foe, 

-'\ little glor}' in a soldier’s mouth 
Is w'ell-becoming ; be it far from vain. 

Afar. ''I'is pity that valour should be thus drunk. 

\Asidt' 

Arb. I offer you my sister ; and you answer, 

I do insult : a lady that no suit. 

Nor treasure, nor thy cro\%m, could purchase thee, 

But that thou fought’st with me. 

7igr. 'I'hough this l>e worse 
Than that you spoke before, It strikes me not ; 

But that you think to overgrace me with 
The marriage of your sister troubles me. 

I would give worlds for ransoms, were they mine. 

Rather than have her. 
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Arb. See, if I insult, 

'rhat am the conqueror, and for a ransom 
Offer rich treasure to the conquered, 

Which he refuses, and I bear his scorn ! 

It cannot be self-flattery to say, 

'I'he daughters of your country, set by her, 

Would see their shame, run home, and blush to death 
At their own foulness.^ Yet she is not fair. 

Nor beautiful ; those words express her not: 

They say, her looks have something excellent, 

'I'hat wants a name. Vet were she odious, 

Her birth deserves the empire of the world ; 

Sister to such a brother, that hath ta’en 
Victory prisoner, and throughout the earth 
Carries her bound, and should he lei lier loose, 

Slie durst not leave him. Nature did her wrong, 

To print continual conquest on her cheeks, 

And make no man worthy for her to take. 

Hut me, that am too near her; and as strangely 
She did for me. But you will think I brag. 

Aftir, 1 do, I’ll be sworn. 'I'hy valour and thy passions 
severed would have made two excellent fellows in their 
kinds. I know not whether I should be sorry thou art 
so valiant, or so passionate: would one of ’em were 
away - A side. 

2 tgr. Do 1 refuse her, that I doubt her worth ? 

Were she as virtuous as she would be thought ; 

So perfect, that no one of her own sex 
Could find a want ; Iiad she so tempting fair, 

'That she could wish it oft', for damning souls ; 

1 woiiUl pay any ransom, twenty lives, 

Rather than meet her married in niy bed. 

Perhaps 1 have a lov'c, where I have ft.xed 
Mine eyes, not to be moved, and she on mo ; 

1 am not tickle. 

Arb. Is that all the cause ? 

Uf;I incss. 
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i'hink yon, yon can so knit vourscif in love 
I'o any other, that her searclting sight 
Cannot dissolve it ? So, before you tried, 

V'oii thought yourself a match for me in fight. 

Trust me, Tigranes, she can do as much 
In peace as I in war ; she'll conquer too : 

You shall see, if you have the power to stand 
The force of her swift looks. If you dislike, 
ril send you home with love, and name your ransom 
Some other way ; but if she be your choice, 

She frees you. 'I'o Iberia you must. 

Tigr. Sir, I have learned a [)risoncr’s sufferance, 

And will obey. But give me leave to talk 
In private with some friends before I go. 

Arh. Some two await him forth, and sec him safe ; 

Hut let him freely send for whom he please. 

And none dare to disturb his conference ; 

I will not have him know what bondage is, 

Till he be free from me. 

\Exit Tigranes, unth two .Attendants 
This prince, Mardonius, 

Is full of wisdom, valour, all the graces 
Man can receive. 

And yet you conquered him, 

Arb. .And yet I conquered him, and could have 
<ione’t 

Mad’st thou joined with him, though thy name in arms 
Be great .Must all men that are virtuous 
Think suddenly to match themselves with me ? 

I conquered him, and bravely ; did I not ? 

.An please your majesty, 1 was afraid at first — 
Mar. When wert thou other ? 

/Irb. Of what ? 

IDft. That you would not have spied your best ad 
vantages ; for your majesty, in my o[union, lay too high 
methinks, under favour, you should have lain tlius. 

Mar. Like a tailor at a wake. 



^2 A A'/A-C A.VI) /VO AT/A^O, [act i. 

T^^s. And then iPt please your majesty to remember 
at one time-by iny troth, I wished myself \vi’ you. 

J//7r. By my troth, thou wouldst ha’ stunk 'em both 
out o’ tlie lists. 

A/If. What to do 

yj<rs. 1 o put your majesty in mind of an occasion : you 
lay thus, and Tigranes falsified a blow at your leg, which 
you. by <loing thus, avoided ; but, if you had whipped 
up y'our leg thus, and reached him on the ear, you had 
made the l>Iood-royal run about his head. 

JA/r. Wliat country fence-school didst thou learn 
that at ? 

^irb. Puff ! did not I take him nobly 

Mar. Why, you ditl, and you have talked enough on’t. 
Ar‘b. Talked enough ! 

Will you confine my words ? By Heaven and earth, 

I were much better be a king of beasts 
1 ban such a people ! If I had not patience 
Above a god, I should be called a t\*rant 
I hrougho’Jt the world : they will offend to death 
Each minute. Let me hear thee speak again. 

Anti iliou art earth again. Why, this is like 
1 igranes’ speech, that needs would say I braggetl. 

Bessus, he sai<l, I bragged. 

/Scs. I la, ha, ha I 

Arb. Why dost thou laugh ? 

By all tlic world. I’m grown ridiculous 
' 1*0 iny own subjects. I'ie me to a chair, 

And jest at me ! but I shall make a start, 

.And punish some, that others may take heed 
How they are haughty. W'ho will answer me? 

Me said, I boasted. Speak, MartJonius, 

Did I ? He will not answer. Oh, iny temper ! 

I give you thanks above, that taught my heart 
Patience ; I can endure his silence. W'hat, will none 
\'oticlisafe to give me answer ? am I grown 
I o such a poor respect ? or do you mean 
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To break my wind? Speak, six?ak, some one oi you. 

Or else by Heaven- 

If/ Gent, So please your- 

Arb. Monstrous I 

1 cannot be heard out; they cut me ofl‘, 

As if I were too saucy. 1 will live 
In woods, and talk to trees ; they will allow me 
To end what 1 begin. The meanest subject 
Can hnd a freedom to discharge his soul, 

And not I. Now it is a time to speak ; 

1 hearken. 

1 st Gent. May it please 
Arb. I mean not you ; 

Did not I stop you once ? but I am grown 
To talk but idly : let another speak. 

2/1(1 Gent. 1 hope your majesty- 

Arb. Thou drawl’st thy words, 

That I must wait an hour, where otlier men 
Can hear in instants : throw your words away 
Quick and to purpose; I have told you this. 

/>Vf. An’t please your majesty- 

Arb, Wilt thou devour me ? This is such a rudeness 
As yet you never showed me : and 1 want 
Power to command too ; else, Mardonius 
Would speak at my re<iuest. Were you my King, 

I would have answered at your word, Mardonius: 

I pray you, speak, and truly ; did I boast? 

Afnr. Truth will offend you. 

Arb. Vou take all great care 
What will offend me, 

When vou dare to utter 
Such things as these. 

Afar, Vou told 'I'igrancs, you had won his land 
With that sole arm, propt by divinity : 

Was not that bragging, and a wrong to us, 

'I'hrtt d.aily ventured lives? 

Arb. O, liiat ihy name 
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Were great as mine ! ’would I had paid my wealth 
It were as great, as I might combat thee ! 

I would through all the regions habitable 
Search thee, and, having found thee, with my sword 
Drive thee about the world, till I had met 
Some place that yet man’s curiosity 
Had missed of; there, there would I strike thee dead : 
Forgotten of mankind, such funeral rites 
As beasts would give thee, thou shouldst have. 
lies. Xhe King 

Rages extremely ; shall we slink away ? 

He’ll strike us. 

2 fid Gent. Content. [arm. 

Arl>. There I would make you know, ’twas this sole 
I grant, you were iny instruments, and did 
As I commanded you ; but 'twas this arm 
Moved you like wheels ; it moved you as it pleased. 
Whither slip you now? what, arc you too good 
'I'o wait on me ? Puff ! I had need have temper, 

'riiat rule such people ; I have nothing left 
At my own choice : I would I might be {irivatc ! 

Mean men enjoy themselves ; but ’tis our curse 
'1 o have a tumult, that, out of their loves. 

Will wait on us, wliether we will or no- 
(Jo, get you gone ! Why, here tliey stand like death ; 

My words move nothing. 
lit Gcttt. Must we go ? 

/>V>. [ know not. 

-'//A I pray you, leave me, sirs, I’m proud of this, 
'I’hat vou will be intrcated from my sight. 

[A. xctifit two CJcntlerncn, lii-;ssus, and Attendants. 
M K DOK1 US is out. 

Why, now they leave me all !—Mardonius ! 

A/ar. Sir ? 

ylrl. Will you leave me quite alone? methinks, 

Civility should teach you more than this. 

If I were but your friend. Slay here, and wait. 
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A/ar. Sir, shall I speak ? 

Arb. Why, you would now think much 
To be denied ; but I can scarce intreat 
What I would have. Do, speak. 

Afar. But will you hear me out ? 

Art. With me you article, to talk thus. Well, 

I will hear you ouL 

Mar. [Xv/f'f/f, 1 Sir, that I have ever loved you, 

My sword hath spoken for me ; that 1 do, 

If it be doubted, I dare call an oath, 

A great one, to my witness ; and were 

You not my King, from amongst men I should 

Have chose you out, to love above the rest : 

Nor can this challenge thanks ; for my own sake 
I should have done it, because I would have loved 
The most deser\dng man, for so you are. 

Arb. [raising ///>//.] Alas, Mardonius, rise ! you shall 
not kneel : 

Wc all are soldiers, and all venture lives ; 

And where there is no difference in men’s worths, 

'I'itles are jests. Who can outvalue thee ? 

Mardonius, thou hast loved me, and hast wrong; 

'Thy love is not rewarded ; but believe 
It shall be better ; more than friend in arms, 

My father and my tutor, good Mardonius ! 

Alar. Sir, you did laomise you would liear me out, 
Arb, And so 1 will: speak freely, for from ihcc 
Nothing can come but worthy things and true. 

Afar. Though you have all this worth, you hold some 
(pialities 

'I'hat do eclipse your virtues. 

Arb. Eclipse my virtues ! 

Afar. Yes, your passions, which arc so manifohl, that 
they appear even in this : when I commend you, you hug 
me for that truth ; when I .speak your faults, you make a 

start, and fly the hearing. But- 

Arb. When you conintend me ' Oh, that I should live 
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To need such commendations ! If my deeds 
Blew not my praise themselves about the earth, 

I were most wretched. Spare your idle praise. 

If iliou didst mean to flatter, and shouldst utter 
Words in my praise that thou thought's! impudence 
Aly deeds should make 'era modest. \Vhen you praise, 
I hug you ! 'tis so false, that, wert thou worthy. 

Thou shouldst receive a death, a glorious death, 

From me. But thou shall understand thy lies; 

For, shouldst thou praise me into Heaven, and there 
Ix;ave me inthroned, I would despise thee though 
As much as now, which is as much as dust, 

Because I see thy envy. 

Alar. However you will use me after, yet. 

For your o^\^l promise-sake, hear me the rest 

Arb. I will; and after call unto the winds, 

For they shall lend as large an ear as I 
'I'o what you utter. Speak. 

Mitr. W'ould you but leave 
These nasty tempers, which I do not say 
Take from you all your w’orth, but darken *em, 

'Then you would shine indeed. 

Arb. Well. 

Mar. Vet I would have you keep some passions, 
lest men should take you for a god, your virtues are 
such. 

Arb. Why, now you flatter. 

Mar I never understood the word. Were you no 
king, aiul free from these wild moods, should I choose a 
companion for wit and pleasure, it should be you or for 
honesty to interchange iny bosom with, it should be you: 
or wistloin to give me counsel, I would pick out you , or 
valour to defend my reputation, still I would find out you, 
for you are fit to fight for all the world, if it could come 
in question. Now I have spoke . consider to yourself, 
(iiul out a use ; if so, then whni shall fall to me is not 
material. 
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Arb. Is not material! more than ten such lives 
As mine, Martlonius. It was nobly said ; 

Thou hast spoke truth, and boldly such a tnith 
As might oHend another. I have been 
'Foo passionate and idle ; thou shall sec 
.\ swift amendment. Ihil I want those parts 
Vou i)raise me for : 1 fight for all the world ! 

Give thee a sword, and tliou wilt go as far 
beyond me as thou art beyond in years ; 

I know thou dar^st and wilt. It troubles me 
I hat I should use so rough a phrase to thee : 

Impute it to my folly, what thou wilt, 

So thou wilt pardon me. 'I'hat thou and I 
Should differ thus! 

Afar. Why ’tis no matter, sir. 

Arb. Faith, but it is : but thou dost ever take 
.Vll things I do thus patiently ; for which 
I never can requite thee but with love, 

.And that thou shall be sure of. Thou and I 
Have not been merry lately : pray thee, tell me. 

Where hadst thou that same jewel in thine ear.' 

^[ar, Why, at the taking of a town. 

Arb. \ wench, 

Upon my life, a wench, Mardonius, 

Gave thee that jewel. 

Mar. Wench! they respect not me ; I’m old and 
rough, and every limb about me, but that which shouUl, 
"rows stifier. 1’ those businesses I mav swear 1 am 
truly honest ; for I pay justly for what 1 take, anti would 

be glad to be at a certainty. 

Arb. Why, do llic wenches encroach upon thee? 

Mar. Ay, by this light, do they. 

Arb. Didst thou sit at an old rent with ’em ? 

Afar. Yes, faith. 

Arb. .And do ihc-y improve themselves? 

' Karrihjjs were worn Ky men at the time tln> w*:ts wntteii, 
even for a ccrilury afterward:i. 
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Ay, ten sliillings to nie, every new young fellow 
they come ac<iuainted witli. 

Ard. How canst live on’t ? 

Afar. Wlty, 1 think I must petition to you. 

Arb. 'I'hou slialt take ’em up at my price. 

Jlnt€r into Gentlemen and Bessus. 

Afar. Vour price ! 

Arb. Ay, at the King’s price. 

Alar. That may be more than I’m worth, 

\st Grn/. Is he not merry now? 

2 .nd Ornt. I think not. 

Bt's. He is, he is : we’ll show ourselves. 

Arb. Bessus! I thought you had been in Iberia by 
this ; I bade you haste ; Gobrias will want entertainment 
for me. 

Bt's. ,\n't please your majesty, I have a suit. 

Arb. Is’t not lousy, Bessus ? what is’t ? 

/it's. I am to carry a lady with me— 

rlrb. 'I'hcn thou hast two suits. 

/><-*.<■. And if 1 can prefer her to the lady Panthea, your 
majesty's sister, to learn fashions, as her friends term it, 
it will be worth something to me. 

rirb. So many nights’ lodgings as ’tis thither ; willV 
not ? 

A’cr. I know not that, sir ; but gold I shall be sure of. 

Arb. Why, thou shall bid her entertain her from me, 
so thou wilt resolve me one thing. 

Bt's. If I can 

Arb. h'aith, ’tis a very <lisputablc tpiestioti ; anti yet I 
think thou c;insi decide it. 

/>cjr. Vour inajc.sty has a good opinion of niy under* 
st.'inding. 

Arb. I have SO good an opinion of it; 'tis whether 
thou be v.aliant, 

/>V.c Somebody has traduced me to you. Do you sec 
tins s,vord. sir ? [IJrau-s. 
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Ari*. Ycs. 

If I do not make my back biters eat it to a knife 
vvithin this week, say I am not valiant. 


Enter Messenger. 


Mes, Mealth to your majesty ! \lJcltv<rs u hi Ur. 

Arb. From Ciobrias ? 

^fei. Yes, sir. 

Arb. Mow does he ? is he well ? 


Mes. In perfect health. 

Arb. Take that for thy good news.— ( Gives money 

\ trustier servant to his prince there lives m>l 


Than is good Gobrias. yEnitis. 

lit Gent. The King starts back. 

Mar. His blood goes back as fast. 

2 nd Gent. And now it comes again. 

Mar. He alters strangely. 

Arb. The hand of Heaven is on me : be it far 
From me to struggle If my secret sins 
Have pulled this curse upon me, lend me tears 
Enow to wa.sh me white ; that 1 may teel 
A child-like innocence within my breast: 

Which once performed, oh, gives me leave to sian.d 
As fixed as Constancy herself; my eyes 
Set here unmoved, regardless of the world, 

'Though thousand miseries encompass me ! 

Mar, 'This is strange !—Sir, how do you ? 

Arb. Mardonius, my mother- 


Afar. Is she dead ? 


Arb. Alas, she's not so ha[)py ! ‘I'hou dost know 
How she hath laboured, since my fatlicr died, 

'I‘o lake by treason hence this loathed life, 

That would but be to serve her. 1 have pardoned, 
And pardoned, and by that have made her tit 
To jiractisc new’ sins, not repent the old. 

She now had hired a slave to come from thence, 

.And strike me here j w^hom Ciobrias, sifting oi‘% 


c 2 
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Took, and condemned, and executed there, 

'I he carefull’st servant • Heaven, let me but live 
'I'o pay that man ! Nature is poor to me. 

That will not let me have as many deaths 
As are the times that he hath saved my life, 

'That I might die 'em over all for him. 

j\Iar. Sir, let her bear her sins on her own head 
Vex not yourself. 

Arb. What will the w'orld 
Conceive of me? with what unnatural sins 
Will they suppose me laden, when my life 
Is sought by her that gave it to the world ? 

But yet he writes me comfort here: my sister, 

He says, is grown in beauty and in grace. 

In all the innocent virtues that become 
A lender spotless matd : she stains her cheeks 
With mourning tears, to purge her mothers ill ; 

And ’mongst that sacred dew slie mingles prayers, 

Her pure oblations, for my safe return.— 

If I have lost the duty of a son. 

If any pomp or v'anily of state 
Made me forget iiiy natural ortices. 

Nay, farther, if I have not every night 
I'NiJostuIatcd wiili my wandering thoughts, 

If aught unto my parent they have erred, 

.And called 'em back ; do you direct her ann 
V.’nto this foul dissembliTig heart of mine : 

Hut if I have been just to licr, send out 
S'our power to compass me, and Iiold me safe 
k'roin searching treason ! I will use no means 
But prayer : for. rather suffer me to see 
From mine own veins issue a deadly Mood, 

Than wash my danger ofl with mother's blood. 

Mar. 1 ne’er saw such sudden extremities. yiixrufit. 
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SCENE II .—Another Part of the Camp. 
Enter I'lCikANES and SkACONLV. 

Tigr. \Vhy, wilt thou have me lly, Spaconia ? 
What should I do ? 

Spa. Nay, let me stay alone ; 

And when you sec Armenia again, 

V'ou shall hchold a tomb more worth than 1 : 

Some friend, that cither loves me or my cause. 

Will build me something to distinguish me 
From other women ; many a weeping verse 
He will lay on, and much lament those maids 
That place their loves unfortunately high, 

As I have done, where thev can never reach. 

But why should you go to Iberia ? 

Tigr. Alas, that thou wilt ask me ! Ask the man 
That rages in a fever, why he lies 
Distempered thcie, when all the other youths 
Are coursing o’er the meadows with their loves; 

Can 1 resist it ? am I not a slave 
To him that contjucred me ? 

Spa. That conquered thee 

d'igranes, he has won but half of thee- 

Thy body ; but thy mind may be as tree 
As his ; his will did never combat thine, 

And take it prisoner. 

Tigr. But if he hy force 
Convey my body hence, what helps it me. 

Or thee, to be unwilling? 

Spa. Oh, Tigranes ! 

I know' you are to see a lady there ; 

To see, and like, I fear : perhaps the hope 
Of her makes you forget me ere we part. 

Be happier than you know to wish ' farewell, 

Tigr, Spaconia, stay, and hear me wh.u 1 say. 

In short, destruction meet me, that I may 





A A'jxa AND NO KING. 


[ACI* I. 


See it, and not avoid it, when I leave 
To be thy faithful lover ! l^art with me 
Thou shalt not * there are none that know our love ; 
And I have given gold unto a captain, 

That goes unto Iberia from the King, 

That he would place a lady of our land 
With the King's sister that is offered me ; 

Thither shall you, and, being once got in, 

Persuade her, by what subtle means you can, 

I'o be as backward in her love as b 

Spii. Can you imagine that a longing maid. 

When she lieholds you, can be pulled aw'ay 
With words from loving you ? 

Tii^r. Dis praise my health, 

M.y honesty, and tell her I am jealous. 

Spa. Why, I Iiad rather loose you. Can my heart 
Consent to let my longue throw out such words ? 

And 1, that ev'er yet spoke what I thought, 

Shall find it such a thing at first to lie ! 

Vet, do thy best. 

Kntcr BesSI-S. 

What, is your majesty ready ? 

Phere is the lady, captain. 

/U'S. .Sweet lady, by your leave. I coiihl wish myself 
more full of courtship ’ for your fair sake. 

Spa. Sir, I shall feel no want of that, 

/it's. I.ady, you must haste ; I have received new 
letters from the King, that require more speed than 1 
expcf ted : he will follow mo suddenly himself; nn<l 
begins to rail for your majesty already. 

He shall not do so long. 

/>€s. Sweet latly, shall I call you my cliargc hereafter ? 

Spa. 1 will not lake upon me to govern your longue, 
sir ; you shall c«all me what you please. \^K.\'€unt. 


* i.€. Courtly htccnling 



ACT THK SliCOND. 


SCKNK \.— Tht Capital of Iberia, .la .■iparlmeui in 

the }*alace. 


Enter OoimiAS, Hacurius, Ar.vNE, Pan i hea, 

women, and AUendunts. 


Waiting- 


OB. My Lord lUcurius, you must have 
reganl 

Unlo tlie (luccn ; she is your prisoner ; 

’ I'is at your peril, if she make escape. 

Bac. My lord, I know’t ; she is my 
prisoner, 

I'roin you committed ; yet she is a woman , 

And, so I keep her safe, you will not urge me 
'lo keep her close. I shall not shame to say, 

I sorrow for her. 

Goh, So do T, my lord : 

I sorrow lor her, that so little grace 

iJolh govern her, that slio should stretch lici .inn 

Against her King j so little womanhood 

.‘\nd natural goodness, as to think ' the death 

Of her own son. 

Ara. 'I’hou know'st the reason why, 

Dissembling as thou art, and wilt not speak. 

Gob. 'I'liere is a lady lake.s not after you ; 

Her father is within her ; that good man, 

Whose tears paid down his sins. M.ark ln)w she weeps ; 



' i.e. 
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How well it does become her ? and if you 
Can find no disposition in yourself 
'I'o sorrow, yet by gracefulness in her 
Find out the way, and by your reason weep: 

All this she does for you, and more she needs. 

When for yourself you will not lose a tear 
Think how this want of grief discredits you ; 

And you will weep, because you cannot weep. 

Ara. You talk to me, as having got a time 
Fit for your purpose ; but you know, I know 
You speak not what you think. 

Pan. I would my heart 

Were stone, befor my softness should be urged 
Against my mother ! A more troubled thought 
Xo virgin bears about her : should I excuse 
My mother's fault, I should set light a life. 

In losing which a brother and a King 
\VV*rc taken from me ; if I seek to save 
'I'hat life so loved, I lose another life, 

'I'hat gave me l)eing,—I shall lose a mother, 

A word of svich a sound in a child's ear, 

'I'hat it strikes reverence through it. May the will 
f)f Heaven be done, and if one needs must fall, 

'I'ake a i)oor virgin’s life to answer all! 

Ara. Hut Gobrias, let us talk. You know, this fault 
Is not in me as in another woman. \They walk apart. 

iloh. 1 know it is not. 

Ara. Yet you jnake il so. 

Goh. Why, is not all that’s past beyond your helj)? 

Ara. I know it is. 

Golf. Nay. sliould you publish it 
Hefore the world, think you ’i won Id be believed ? 

Ara. I know, it wouhl not. 

Gob. Nay, should I join with you, 

Should wc not both be tom,' and yet both die 
Uncredited ! 


' i.f. Torn to death,— Dyte. 
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Ara, I tliink \vc should. 

Gob. Why, then. 

Take you such violent courses ? As for me. 

I do but right In saving of the King 
From all your plots. 

Ara. rhe King ! 

Gob. I bade you rest 

With patience, and a lime would come for me 
To reconcile all to your own content ; 

But by this way you take away my power ; 

And what was done, unknown, was not by me, 

But you, your urging being done, 

1 must preserve mine own ; ' but time may bring 
All this to light, and happily for all. 

Ara, Accursed be this over-curious braitv, 

That gave that plot a birth I accursed this womb, 

'fhat after did conceive to my disgrace ! 

Bac. My Lord-protector, they say there arc divers 
letters come from Armenia, that Bessus has done good 
service, and brought again a day by his particular valour : 
received you any to that effect ? 

Gob. Yes ; 'tis most certain. 

Bac. Tin sorr>' fort; not that the day was won, 

But that ’twas won by him. W’e held him here 
A coward : he did me wrong once, at which I laughed. 
Ami so did all the world ; for nor I, 

Nor any other, held him worth my sword. 

Euler linssus and Si'.ACONiA. 

Bes. Health to my Lord-protector! from the King 
these letters,-—and to your grace, madam, these. 

[^Gives Ellers to GoBkiAS and Pan i in-. a. 
Gob. How docs his majesty ? 

Bes. .As well as concpicsi, by his own means and lii.s 
valiant commanders, can make him : your letters will tell 
you all. 

i.e. Him who is m>* owd.— lJy«. 


1 
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Pan. I will not open mine, till I do know 
My brother's health ; good captain, is he well? 

Bcs. As the rest of us that fought are. 

Pan. But how’s that ? is he hurt ? 

Bfs. He’s a strange soldier that gets not a knock. 

Pan. I do not ask how strange that soldier is 
'I'hat gets no hurt, but whether he have one. 

He had divers. 

Pan. And is he well again ? 

Bes. Well again, an’t jdcase your grace ! Why, I was 
run twice through the body, and shot i‘ the head with a 
cross arrow, and yet am well again. 

Pan. 1 do not care how thou dost : is he well ? 

B^s. Not care how I do ! Let a man, out of the 
mightiness of his spirit, fructify foreign countries with his 
blood, for the good of his own, and thus he shall be 
answered. Why, I may live to relieve, with spear an<l 
shieltl, such a lady as you distressed. 

Pan, Why, I will care : I’m glad that thou art well; 

I prithee, is he so ? 

Goh. The King is well, and will be here to morrow. 

Pan. My prayers arc heard. Now will I oj)cn mine. 

[A'c uh. 

Cob. Bacurius, I must ease you of your charge.— 
Madam, the wonted mercy of the King, 

'I'hat overtakes your faults, has met with this, 

Ami struck it out ; he has forgiven you freely : 

N'oiir own will is your law ; be where you please. 

Ara. 1 thank him. 

Coif. You will be reatly 
I'o wail upon his majesty to-morrow? 

Ara. I will, 

Dae. Madam, be wise hereafter. I .am gla<l 
I have lost this office. \lL.xit Akank. 

Cob. Ciood Captain Uessus, tell us the discourse 
betwixt 'I'igraues and our King, and how 
Wc got llie victory 
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Pan. I prithee, do ; 

And if my brother were in any danger, 

Let not thy tale make him abi<le there long 
Bclorc thou bring him off, for all that while 
My heart will beat. 

/>Vr. Madam, let what will beat, 1 must tell truth ; and 
thus it was. They fought single in lists, but one to one. 
As for my own part, I was dangerously hurt but three 
days before ; else j)erhaps we had been two to two,—I 
cannot tell, some thoiiglit, we had ;—and the occasion of 

my hurt was this ; the enemy had made trenches- 

Captain, without the manner of your hurt 
lie much material to this business, 

^Ve’ll hear't some other time. 

Pan. I prithee, leave it, 

And go Qn with my brother. 

Pt's. I will : but ’twould be worth your hearing. To 
the lists they came, and single-sword and gauntlet was 
their fight. 


Pan. .Mas ! 

y>Vs. Without the lists there stood some dozen captains 
of either side mingled, all which were sworn, and emc of 
those was 1 ; and hwas my chance to stand next a captain 
of the enemies’ side, called Tiribasus; valiant, they said, 
he was. Whilst these two kings were stretching them¬ 
selves, this 'riribasus rast something a scornful look on 
me, and asked me, who 1 tViougiu would overcome. I 
smiled, and told him, if he would figltl with me, lie should 
perceive by tlie event of that, whose king would wni. 
Something lie answered ; and a scufile was like to grow, 
when one Zipetus offered to help him : I — 

Pan. All this is of thyself : I jirithce, Jiessus, 

Tell something of my brother ; ditl he nothing? 

AVj. Why, yes ; I’ll tell your gra( e. 'i'liey were not to 
fight till the word given ; which for my own part, l>y my 
troth, I confess, I was not to give. 

Pan. Sec, for his own part ! 



28 A KING ANJy NO KING. [act ii. 

Biu. I fear, yet, this fellow's abused with a good 
report. 

/>Vj. Ay, but I— 

Pan. Still of himself! 

Bfs. Cried, “ Give the word ! ” when, as some of them 
say, 'I'igranes was stooping; but the word was not given 
then ; yet one Cosroes, of the enemies' part, held up his 
linger to me, which is as much with us martialists, as, I 
will fight with you : I said not a word, nor made sign 
during the combat; but that once done- 

Pan. He slips o’er all the fight ! 

B^s. I called him to me ; ** Cosroes,’’ said I- 

Pan. I will hear no more. 

Bcs. Xo, no, 1 lie. 

Bat. I dare be sworn thou dost. 

Bfs. “ Captain,” said I ; so ’twas. • 

Pan. I tell thee, I will hear no further. 

Bts. No I Vour grace will wish you had. 

Pan. I will not vvish it. What, is this the lady 
.Mv brother writes to me to t.ake ? 

r 

Bts, A n’t please your grace, this is she.—Charge, will 
you come nearer the princess ? 

Pan. You’re welcome from vour country : and this 
land 

Shall show unto you all the kindnesses 
'That I can make it. Wliat’s your name ? 

Spa. 'riialestris. 

J*an. V'ou’re very welcome : yon have got a letter 
'To j>ut you to me, that lias power enough 
'To jilace mine enemy here ; then much more you, 
riiat are so far from being so to me, 

That you ne'er saw me. 

Bts. Madam, 1 dare pass my word for her truth. 

Spa. .My truth ! 

Pan. Why, captain, tio you think I am vifraid she’ll 
steal ? 

Bes. I cannot tell ; servants arc slippery ; but I dare 
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give my word for her and for her honesty : site came 
along with me, and many favours slie did me by the 
way ; but, by this light, none but what she might do with 
modestx' to a man of my rank. 

I\tn. Why, captain, here’s nobody thinks otherwise. 

Da. Nay, if you sliould, your grace may think your 
pleasure; but I am sure I brought her from Armenia, 
and in all that way, if ever 1 touched any bare of her 
above her knee, I pray God I may sink where 1 stand. 

Spa. Above my knee 

lUs. No, you know 1 did not : and if any man will .say 
I did, this sword shall answer. Nay, I’ll defend the 
reputation of my charge, whilst I live. Vour grace shall 
understand 1 am secret in these businesses, and know¬ 
how to defend a lady’s honour. 

Spa. I hope your grace knows him so well already, 

I shall not nee<l to tell you he’s vain and foolish. 

Des, Ay, you may call me w-hat you please, but I’ll 
defend your good name against the world.— And so I 
take my leave of your grace,—and of you, my I.ord- 
protector. — I am likewise glad to see your lordship well. 

Bac. Oh, Captain Bessus, I thank you. I would 
speak w-ith you anon. 

lies. When you please, I will attend your lordship. 

[ Kxii, 

Due. Madam, I’ll take my leave too. 

Pail, (iood Bacurius ! [/T.viV Baci'hius, 

Gob. Madam, what writes his majesty to you ? 

Pan. Oh, my lord, 

I’he kindest w'ords I I’ll keep ’em, while 1 live, 

Here in my bosom ; there's no art in ’em ; 

'They lie disordered in this paper, just 
.As hearty nature speaks 'em. 

Gob. .Ancl to me 

Hu writes, what tears of joy he shed, to hear 
How you were grown in every virtuous way : 

*\nd yields all thanks to rne for that dear care 
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Which 1 was bound to have in training you. 

'rhere is no princess living that enjoys 
A brother of that worth. 

Fan. My lord, no maid 
I,ongs more for anything, or feels more lieat 
And cold within her breast, than I do now 
In hope to see him. 

Gob. Yet I wontler much 
At this : he writes, he brings along with him 
A husband for you, that same captive prince ; 

And, if he love you, as he makes a show, 

He will allow you freedom in your choice. 

Pan. And so he will, my lord, I warrant you; 

He will but offer, and give me the power 

To take or leave. 

Gob. Trust me, were I a lady, 

I could not like that tnan were bargained with 

Before I choose him. 

Pan. But I am not built 
On such wild humours ; if I find him worthy, 

1 le is not less because he’s offertjd. 

Spa. "Tis true, he is not : would he would seem less ! 

\^Asui€, 

Gob. I think there is no lady can affect 
Another prince, your brother standing by \ 

He doth eclipse men’s virtues so with his. 

S/>a. I know a lady may, and more, I fear, 

.\nothor lady will. [ylMffo. 

Pan. Would 1 might see him ! 

Gob. Why, so you shall. My businesses are great : 

I will altetid vou wlicn it is his pleasure 

*l'o hec ytju, madam. 

J\in, 1 llunk you, good my lord. 

Gob. Vou will be ready, madam? 

Pan. N'es. [7i.v;V GoimiAS u»ith .Atiendants. 

Spa. I do beseech you. madam, send away 
Your other women, and receive from me 
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A few sad words, which, set against your joys^ 

May make ’em shine llie more. 

Sirs, leave me all. [^ayu/// Waiting-women. 
Sjxi. I kneel, a stranger here, to beg a thing [A'mWs. 
Unfit for me to ask, and you to grant : 

’ I'is such another strange ill-laid re<}uest, 

As if a beggar should intreat a king 
To leave his sccjitre and his throne to him, 

And take his rags to wander o’er the world. 

Hungry and cold. 

That were a strange request 
^^<7. As ill is mine. 

Then do not utter it 


S/>ii. Alas 1 'tis of that nature, that it must 
Be uttered, ay, and granted, or I die ! 

I am ashamed to speak it; but where life 
Lies at the stake, 1 cannot think her woman. 

That will not talk something unreasonably 
To hazard saving of it 1 shall seem 
A strange petitioner, that wish all ill 
'I'o them I beg of, ere they give me aught; 

Vet so I must. I would you were not fair 
Nor wise, for in vour ill consists mv good : 

If you were foolish, you would hear my [)rayer ; 

If foul*, you had not power to hinder me,— 

He would not love you. 

What’s the meaning of it? 

S/>a, Nay, my request is more without the bounds 
Of rea.son yet : for ’li.s not in the power 
Ol you to do what I would have you grant. 

/*{!//. U by, then, ’tis idle. Prithee, speak it out. 

S/>a. \ our brother brings a prince into this land 
Of such a noble shape, so sweet a grace, 

So full of worth withal, that every maid 
1 iiat looks upon him gives away herself 
lo him for ever ; and for you to have. 


‘ i.e. Ugly. 
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He brings him : and so mad is my demand, 

That I desire you not to have this man, 

riiis excellent man ; for whom you needs must die, 

If you should miss him. I do now expect 
\"ou should laugh at me. 

Pan. 'I'rust me, I could weep 
Rather ; for I have found in all thy words 
.*\ strange disjointed sorrow. 

Spa, ’ ris by me 

His own tlesirc too, that you would not love him. 

Pan. His own desire ! Why, credit me- Thalcstris, 
I am no common wooer : it he shall woo me, 

His worth may be such, that 1 dare not swear 
I will not love him : but, if he will stay 
I'o have me woo him, I will promise thee 
He may keep all his graces to himsclt, 

.‘\nd fear no ravishing from me. 

Spa. ’'I'is yet 

His own tlesirc but when he sees y'our face, 

I fear it will not be. I herefore I charge you. 

As you have pity, stop those lender ears 
From his enchanting voice ; close up those eyes, 
rhat you may neither catch a dart from' him, 

Nor he from you : I charge you, as you hope 
'fo live in (piiet ; for when I am dead, 

I'or certain 1 shall walk to visit him, 

If he break promise with me ; for as fast 
As oaths, without a fonnal ceremony, 

Can make me, I am to lum. 

Pan. 'I'hen be fearlsss ; 

if he were a thing hwixt god and man, 

I couUi gaze on him,—if I knew it sin 

To love him,—without passion. Dry your eyes * 

1 swear you shall enjoy him still for me ; 

1 will not hinder you. Hut I perceive 

You arc not what you seem : rise, rise, d halestris. 

If your right name be sCw 
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Spa. Indeed, it is not: 

Spaconia is my name; but 1 desire 
Not to be known to others. 

Pan. Why, by me 

You shall not ; 1 will never do you wrong ; 
What good I can, I will: think not my birth 
Or education such, that 1 should injure 
A stranger-virgin. You are welcome hither. 
In company you wish to be commanded ; 
But when we are alone, 1 shall be ready 
To be your servant. 



SCKNE 11.— Fii-ids in the Nci}!^hboiiyhood of the City, 

j-l ^f'eat Cn>iVtt, 

■ J 

Enter three ShojvMon and a Woman. 

15/ Shop-.M. Come, come, run, run, run. 

2 nd Shop-.^f. Wc shall outgo her. 

Shop-.^f. One were better be hanged than carry 
women out fiddling to these shows. 

IVom. Is the Iving hard by? 

15 / Shop J/. You heard, he with the bottles said he 
thought we should come too late. What aVnindance of 
people here is ! 

I Corn. But what had he in those bottles ? 

^rd Shop-A/, 1 know not 

2 nd Shop-Af. Why, ink, goodinan fool. 

2 ,rd .Sitop-AP. Ink ! what to do? 

15 / Shop-Af. Why the King, look you, will many 
times call for those bottles, and break his mind to liis 
friends. 

IVorn. Let’s take our places quickly ; we shall have no 
room else. 

2 nd ShoP’Af. 'I'he man told us, he would walk o’fool 
through the people. 


u 
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ShoP‘Af. Ay, marry, did he. 

\st SfioP‘Af, Our shops are well looked to now. 

2 .nd Shop-Af. ^Slife, yonder^s my master, I think. 

\st S/iop-Af. No, ’tis not he. 

linier tioo Citizens' Wives, and Ptfii^r. 

1 ^/ C/V. ly. Lord, how fine the fields be I what sweet 
living 'tis in the country ! 

2 nd Cit. IV. Ay, poor souls, God help 'em, they live 
as contentedly as one of us. 

'N Cif. IV. My husband's cousin would have had 
me gone into the country last year. Wert thou ever 
there ? 

2 nd Cit. IV. Ay, })oor souls, I was amongst 'em once. 

is/ Ci/. IV. .Xnd what kind of creatures arc they, for 
lov'c of Ciod ? 

2 nd Cit. IV. Vcr>* good people, God help 'cm. 

IS/ Ci/. IV. Wilt thou go down with me this summer, 
when I am brought to bed ? 

2 nd Ci/. IV. Alas, 'tis no place for us ! 

is/ Ci/. IV. Why, prithee ? 

2 nd Cit. IV. Why, you can have nothing there ; there's 
nobody cries brooms. 
is/'cVt. IV. No! 

2 nd Cit. iV. No, truly, nor milk. 

IS/ Ci/. IV. Nor milk ! how do they? 

2 nd Ci/. IV. 'I'hcy are fain to milk themselves i' the 
country. 

is/ Cit. IV. fjood lord ! Hut the {>eopIe lliere, 
think, will be very dutiful to one of us. 

2 nd Cit. IV. Ay, God knows, will they ; and yet ihe^f 
do not greatly care for our husbands. 

is/ Ci/. If~. Do they not ? alas ! in good faith, I can¬ 
not blame them, for we <lo not greatly care for them 
our.sclves.—rhili|>, I pray, choose us a place. 

/Vii/. '['here’s the best, forsooth. 

15/ Ci/. IV. Hy your leave, good jieople, a little. 
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\st Shop-M^ What’s the matter? 

PhiL I pray you, my friend, do not thrust my mistress 
so ; she’s with child. 

Shop-M, Let her look to herself, then. Has she 
not had thrusting enough yet? if she stay shouldering 
here, she may hap to go home with a cake in her belly. 
ird Shop^M, How now, goodman squitter-brcech ! 

why do you lean so on me. 

Phii. Because I will. 

3 ry Shop-.\f. Will you. Sir Sauce-box ? [.S'/rMvi htm. 
\st Cit. ir Look, if one ha’ not struck Vhihp 1— 
Come hither, Philip; why did he strike thee? 

P/a7. For leaning on him. 

1 ^/ C/V. JK Why didst thou lean on him? 

P/j{7. I did not think he would have struck me. 
ist Cit, JV As God save me, l.a, thou’rt as wild as a 
buck ; there’s no quarrel, but ihou’rl at one end or other 


on’t. 


^rd Shop'M. It’s at the first end, then, for he’ll ne’er 


stay the last. 

\st at. IK Well, slip-string,‘ I shall meet with you. 

3 r</ S/i^p-Af. When you will. 

I St at. IK. ril give a crown to meet with you. 
y d S/wp-M. At a bawdy-house. 

15 / at. IK. Ay, you’re full of your roguery ; but if I do 
meet you, it shall cost me a fall, [idourtsA. 


Kntir a Man runnin<^. 

Man. 'I'he King, the King, the King, the King ! 
Now, now, now, now ! 

I’lntet- AkiiACES, I'lOk.xNKS, MaKDONIUS, and 

Soldiers, 


AIL God ]jreserv'C* your majesty 1 
Arb. I thank you all. Now arc my joys at full. 
When I behold you safe, my loving subjects. 


^ fellow* 


ij 2 
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Hy you I grow; ’tis your united love 
That lifts me to this height : 

Ail the account that I can render you 
Kor all the love you have bestowed on me, 

All your expenses to maintain my war, 

Is but a little word : you will imagine 
’Tis slender payment; yet ’tis such a word 
As is not to be bought without our bloods : 

’Tis peace ! 

All. God preserve your majesty ! 

Arb. Now you may live securely in your to^vns, 
Your children round about you ; you may sit 
Under your vines, and make the miseries 
Of other kingdoms a discourse for you. 

And lend them sorrows j for yourselves, you may 
Safely forget there are such things as tears: 

And may you all, whose good thoxights 1 have gained, 
Mold me unworthy, when I think my life 
A sacrifice too great to keep you thus 
In such a calm estate ! 

Aii. God bless your majesty £ 

Arb. Sec, all good people, 1 have brought the man. 
Whose very name you feared, a captive home : 

Hehold him ; ’tis 'I'igranes. In your licarts 
Sing songs of gladness and deliverance. 

\si Cii. ir. Out upon him ! 

Cit. If '. Mow he looks ! 

Horn. Mang him. hang him ! 

Afar. 'These are sweet people. 

Tij^r. Sir, you do me wrong. 

To render me a scorned spectacle 
'To common people. 

,'irb. It was far from me 
To mean it so.—If I have aught deserved, 

My lo\ ing subjects, let me beg of you 

Not to revile this prince, in whom there dwells 

All worth, of which the nature of a man 
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Is capable ; valour beyond comjiarc ; 

The terror of his name has stretched itself 
Wherever there is sun : and yet for you 
I fought with him single, and won him too; 

I made his valour stoop, and brought that name, 

Soared to so unbelievcd a height, to fall 
Beneath mine: this, inspired with all your loves, 

I did perform ; and will, for your content, 

Be ever ready for a greater work. 

A//. The I^ord bless your majesty ! 

7%r. So, he has made me 
Amends now with a speech in commendation 
Of himself; 1 would not be so vain-glorious. 

Ard. If there be any thing in which 1 may 
Do good to any creature here, speak out; 

For I roust leave you : and it troubles me, 

That my occasions, for the good of you, 

Are such as call me from you ; else my joy 
Would be to spend my days amongst you all. 

You show your loves in these large multitudes 
'I'hai come to meet me. 1 will pray for you : 

Heaven prosper you, that you may know oUl years. 

And live to see your children’s children 
Sit at your boards with plenty ! When there is 
A want of any thing, let it be known 
To me, and 1 will be a father to you : 

(iod keei) you all ! 

A//. God bless your majesty, Ciod bless your majesty ! 
\^HoHrish. Nxeunt Aruachs, 'J'igranks, Marho- 
NILS, atui Soldiers. 

\st Shop-M. Come, shall we go? all’s done. 

IVofn. Ay, for God’s sake; I liavc not luaiie a fire 
yet. 

2 nd Shop M. .Away, away I all’s done. 

Shop-Af, Content. — l■'.lrewelI, Pliilip. 

lit at. IV. A way, you halter-sack,' you ! 

* lv|uivalciil lo gaUowb.)iirt.i. 
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\st Shop-Af. Philip will not fight; he’s afraid on’s face. 
Phil. Ay, marry, am I afraid of my face ? ^ 

2 ^rd Shop-M. Thou wouldst be, Philip, if thou sawest 

it in a glass ; it looks so like a visor. i 

\st at. W, You’ll be hanged, sirrah. [Exeurit three 
Shoi>-Men and Woman.] Come, Philip, walk afore us 
homewards,—Did not his majesty say he had brought us 

home peas for all our money ?. 

2 nd at. IV. Yes, marry, did he. 

\st at. IV. They’re the first I heard on this year, by 
my troth : I longed for some of ’em. Did he not say we 
should have some ? 

2 nd at. IV. Yes, and so we shall anon, I warrant you, 

have ever>' one a peck brought home to our houses. 

\_Exennt. 



\ 









ACT THR THIRD. 

SCENE I .—An Apartment in the Painee, 

Enter Ar n AC K s a mi (I o it k i as. 

KT5. My sister take it ill ! 

Goh. Not very ill ; 

Something unkimlly she does take it, 
sir, 

'I'o have her husband chosen to her liands. 
Arh. Why, Gobrias, let licr : 1 must 

have her know, 

My will, and not her own, must govern her. 

What, will she marry with some slave at home? 

Goh. Oh, she is far from any stubbornness! 

You much mistake her ; and no doubt will like 
Where you w ill h ave her : but, when you beholtl her, 

You will be loth to part with such a jewel. 

ArP To part with her ! why, Gobrias, art thou 
mad ? 

She is my sister. 

Ct/P Sir, I know she is ; 
liut it were pity to make poor onr land, 

With such a beauty to enrich another. 

Ar/i. Pish; will she have liim? 

O'o/k I do hope she will not."-— [AsiJe 

I think she will, sir. 

Arh. W'ere she my father and my mother too, 

And all the names for which we think folks friends. 
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She should be forced to have him, when I know 
*Tis fit ; I wll not hear her say slie’s loth. 

Gob. Heaven, bring my purpose luckily to pass ! 

You know ^tis just. she’ll not need con¬ 

straint, 

She loves you so. 

Atb. How does she love me? sp^nk. 

Gob. She loves vou more than people love their 
health. 

That live by labour; more than I could love 
A man that died for me, if he could live 
Again. 

Arb. She is not like her mother, then. 

Gob, Oh, no ! When you were in Armenia, 

I durst not let her know when you were hurt; 

For at the first, on every little scratch, 

She kept her chamber, wept, and could not eat 
rill you were well ; and many times the news 
Was so long coming, that, before wc heard. 

She was as near her death as you your health. 

Arb. Alas, poor soul ! but yet she must be ruled: 

I know not how I shall requite her well. 

I long to see her : have you sent for her, 

To tell her I am ready ? 

Gob. Sir, I h.^v'e. 

KnUr a tienileman and Tigraxes. 

Gent. .Sir, here is the Armenian King. 

Arb. J le*s welcome. 

Gent. Aiul the qiiccti-mother and the princess wait 
Without. 

Arlt. C^ood (lobrias, bring ’em in. - [K.xrt CloBRl.vs 

'figrancs. you will tliink \'ou are arrived 

In a strange lantl, where mothers cast ' to poison 

'I'heir only sons : think you, you shall be .safe ? 

'Foo safe I am, sir. 


t.<, Conuis'c. 
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ReenUr Gourias, with Arane, Tanthea, Spaconia, 
Bacurius, Mardonics, Bessus, <7//^/ Gentlemen. 

Ara, [A'fii'As,] As low as tins I bow to you ; and 
would 

As low as to my grav’O, to show a mind 
Thankful for all your mercies. 

Arh. Oh, stand up, 

And let me kneel I the light will be ashamed 
I'o see observance done to me by you. 

Ara. You are my King. 

Arh. You are my mother : rise. /ur. 

As far be all your faults from your own soul 
As from my memor)' ! then you shall be 
As white as Innocence herself. 

Ara. I came 

Only to show my duty, and acknowledge 
My sorrow for my sins ; longer to slay, 

Were but to draw eyes more attentively 

Upon my shame. That power, that kept you safe 

From me. preserve you still ! 

Arh. Your own desires 

Shall be your guide. [^Exit Arane. 

J*an. Now let me die ! 

Since I have seen my lord the King return 
In safely, I have seen all good that life 
Can show me : I have ne’er another wish 
For Heaven to grant; nor were it fu 1 sliould; 

For I am bound to spend my age to come 
In giving thanks that this w'as granted me. 

Coh. \Vhy does not your majesty speak ? 

Arh. To whom? 

Goh, 'I'o the princess. 

J\in. Alas, sir, I am fearful you do look 
(^n me as if I were some loathed thing, 

'That you were finding out a way to shun ! 

(JoO. Sir, you should speak to her. 
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Arb. Ha ! 

Part, I know I am unworthy, yet not ill 
Armed with which innocence, here I will knee2 [Kneels. 
Till I am one with earth, but I will gain 
Some Avords and kindness from you, 

Pigr. Will you speak, sir ? 

Arb, Speak ! am I what I was? 

What art thou, that dost creep into my breast. 

And dar'st not see my face? show forth thyself. 

I feel a pair of fiery wings displayed 

Hither, from thence. You shall not tarry there; 

Up, and begone; if you be’si love, begone I 
Or I will tear thee from my wounded flesh, 

Pull thy loved down away, and with a quill, 

Hy this right arm drawn from thy wanton wing, 

Write to thy laughing mother in thy blood, 

'I'hat you ;ire powers belied, and all your darts 
Are to be blowm away by njen resolved, 

Like dust. I know thou fear'st my words : away ! [Afufe. 

Tigr, Oh, misery ! why sliould he be so slow ? 

'I'hcre can no falsehood come of loving her : 

'I hough I have given iny faith, she is a thing 
both to be loved and served beyond my faith. 

I would he would present me to her quickly. \Asiiit\ 

Pan, Will you not speak at all ? arc you so far 
From kind words ? Yet, to s.avc my modesty, 

'I'hat must talk till you answer, do not stand 
.\s you were dumb ; say something, though it be 
Poisoned with anger, that may strike me tlead. 

Mar, Have you no life at all ? for manhood sake, 

Let her not kneel, and talk neglected thus : 

.V tree would find a tongue to answer her, 

Did she but give it such a loved respect. 

Arb. You mean this lady : lift her from the earth ; 

Why do you let her kneel so long ?—Alas, 

[They raise Pantfiea. 
Madam, your beauty uses to command, 
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And not lo beg I what is your suit to me? 

It shall be granted ; yet the time is short, 

And my affairs are great.—Uut where s my sister? 

I bade she should be brought. 

Miir, What, is he mad ? U' 

Arb. Gobrias, where is she ? 

Gob. Sir? 

Arb. Where is she, man ? 

Gob. Who, sir ? 

Arb. Who 1 liast thou forgot ? my sistcr. 

Gob. Your sister, sir ! 

Arb. Your sister, sir ! Some one that hath a wit. 

Answer where is she. 

Gob. Do you not see her there ? 

Arb. Where ? 

Gob. 'I'here. 

Arb. 'I hcre ! where ? 

Mar. ’Slight, there : are you blind ? 

Arb. Which do you mean ? that little one ? 

Gob. No, sir. 

Arb. No, sir ! wliy, do you mock me ? 1 can see 
No other here but that petitioning lady. 

Gob. 'I'hat’s she. 

A rb. Away ! 

Gob. Sir, it is she. 

Arb. ’Tis false. 

Gob. Is it ? 

Arb. As hell ! by Heaven, as false as hell! 

My sister !—is she dead ? if it be so, 

Speak boldly to me, for I am a man, 

And dare not quarrel with divinity ; 

And do not think to cozen me w'itli this. 

1 see you all are mule, and stand amazed. 

Fearful to answer me : it is too true ; 

A decreed instant cuts off every life, 

For which to mourn is to reijine : she died 
A virgin tliough, more innocent than sleep. 
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As clear as her own eyes ; and blessedness 
Eternal waits upon her where she is : 

I know slie could not make a wish to change 
Her state for new; and you shall see me bear 
My crosses like a man. We all must die ; 

And she hath taught us how. 

Goh. Do not mistake, 

And vex yourself for nothing ; for her death 
Is a long life off yet, I hope, ’ I'is she ; 

And if my speech deserve not faith, lay death 
Upon me, and my latest words shall force 
A credit from you. 

Arb. Which, good Oobrias ? 

That lady dost thou mean ? 

Gob, I'hat lady, sir : 

She is your sister ; and .she is your sister 
'rhat loves you so ; ’tis she for whom I weep. 

To see you use her thus. 

Arb, It cannot be. 

Pish ! this is tedious : 

I cannot hold ; I must present myself; 

And yet the sight of my Spaconia 
Touches me as a sudden tliundcr-clap 
Docs one- that is about to sin. 

A rb. A w'ay ! 

N'o more of this. Here I pronounce him traitor, 
'i'he direct plotter of my death, that names 
(.Jr thinks her for my sister : *tis a lie, 

'The most malicious of the world, invented 
To itiad your King, He that will say so next, 
l.et him draw out his swoid, and sheathe it here ; 
It is a sin fully as pardonable. 

She is no kin to me, nor shall she be ; 

If she were ever, I create her none : 

And which of you can (pitstion this ? My power 
Is like the sea, that is to be obcyctl. 

And not disputed with : 1 have decreed her 


[^Asidf 
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As far from having part of blood with me 
As the naked Indians, Come and answer me, 

He that is boldest now ; is that my sister ? 

Afiir. Oh, this is fine ! [Asti/r. 

B(s, No, marry, she is not, an’t please your majesty ; 
I never thought she was ; she's nothing like you. 

Arb. No ; 'lis true, she is not. 

Mar, I'hou shoe Id St be hanged. [To BessVjS. 

Bofi. i^ir, I will speak but once. By the same power 
You make my blood a stranger unto yours, 

You may command me dead ; and so much love 
A stranger may importune ; pray you, do. 

If this request appear too much to grant, 

Adopt me of some other himily 
By your unquestioned word ; else I shall live 
Like sinful issues, that are left in streets 
By their regardless mothers, and no name 

Will be found for me. 

Arb. I will hear no more.- 

Why should there be such music in a voice. 

And sin for me to hear it ? all the world 
May take delight in this; iuid 'lis damnation 
Kor me to do so.—You are fair and wise, 

And virtuous, I think ; and he is blest 
That is so near you as your brother is ; 

But you are nought to me but a disease, 

Continual torment without liope of ease. 

Such an ungodly sickness I have got, 

That he that undertakes my cure must first 
O’erthrow divinity, all moral laws, 

And leave mankind as unconfmed as beasts 
Allowing them to do all actions 
As freely as they drink when they desire. 

Let me not hear you speak again ; yet so 
I shall but languish for the want of that, 

The having which would kill me,—No man her 
Oflfer to speak for her; for I consitler 
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As much as you can say. I will not toil 
My body and my mind too ; rest tliou there ; 

Here’s one within will labour for you both. 

1 would I were past speaking ! ' 

Gob. Fear not, madam ; 

The King will alter : ’tis some sudden rage, ' 

And you will sec it end some otlier way. 

Kati, Pray Heaven it do 1 

Tigr, M'hough she to whom I swore be here, I cannot 
Stifle my passion longer ; if my father 
Should rise again, disquieted with this, 

And charge me to forbear, yet it would out.— 

Madam, a stranger and a prisoner begs 
To be bid welcome. 

Pan, You are welcome, sir, 

I think ; but if you be not, 'tis past me 

To make vou so ; for I am here a stranger 

Greater than ) ou ; we know from whence you come ; 

But I appear .a lost thing, and by whom 
Is yet uncertain ; found here in the court, 

Anti only suffered to walk \ip and down, 

As one not worth the owning, 

S/*a. Oh, 1 fear 

Tigranes will be caught ! he looks, mclhinks, 

As he would change his eyes \rith her. Some help 
There is above for me, I hope ! fAsn/er. 

Tigr, Why do you turn away, and weep so fast. 

And utter things ih.at misbecome your looks ? 

Can you Avanl owning ? 

Spa. Oh, ’tis certain so ! [.i-ls/clr. 

'J'igr. Acknowletlge yourself mine. 

Arb. How now ? 

Pii^r. And then 
See if you want an owner. 

Arb. 'They are talking 1 

Tigr, Xations shall own \‘ou for their queen. 

Arb. 'Tigranes, art not thou iny jwisoncr ? 
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Tigr. I am. 

Arh, Aivd who Is this? 

Tigr. She is your sister. 

Arb. She is so. 

Afar. Is she so again? that’s well. \Asitff. 

Ark And ho\\% then, dare you ofTer to change words 

with Iier ? 

Ttgr. Dare do it ! why, you brought me hither, sir. 

To that intent. 

Ark Perhaps I told you so : 

If 1 had sworn it, had you so much folly 
To credit it ? The least word that she speaks 
Is worth a life. Rule your disordered tongue, 

Or I will temper it. 

Sfa. Blest be that breaih I [AsiiU, 

T/gr. Temper my tongue ! Such incivilities 
.^s these no barbarous people ever knew : 

You break the law of nature, and of nations ; 

You talk to me as if I were a prisoner 

For theft My tongue be tempered ! 1 must speak, 

If thunder check me, and I will, 

Arb You will ! 

Sfa. Alas, my fortune * \^AsiiIe\ 

Tigr. Do not fear his fro\vn. 

Dear madam, hear me. 

Ark Fear not my frowm ! b\it that ’twere base in me 
To fight with one I know I can o’ercome, 

Again thou shouldst be conquered by rac. 

Afar. He has one ransom with him already ; methinks, 
’twere good to fight double or (juit. [.'D/i/c. 

Arb. Away' with him to prison !—Now, sir, sec 
If niy frown be regardless.—Why delay you ? 

Seize him, Bacurius.—You shall know' nu' word 
Sw'eeps like a wind, and all it grapples with 
Are as the chaff before it. 

Tigr. Touch me not. 

Arb. Help there 1 
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T'lgr, Au'ay ! 

15/ Gffif. It is in vain to straggle. 

2 nd G£nt, You must be forced. 

Iia£. Sir, you must pardon us ; 

We must obey. 

Arb. Why do you dally there ? 

Drag him away by any thing. 

Iia£. Come, sir, 

d'igr. Justice, thou ought’st to give me strength enough 
To shake all these off.—This is tyranny, 

Arbaces, subtler than the burning bull’s. 

Or that famed tyrant's bed-* Thou mighf'st as well 
Search i’ the deej) of winter through the snow 
For half-starv'cd people, to bring home with thee 
'Fo show ’em fire, and send ’em back again, 

As use me thus. 

AHk Let him be close, Bacurius. 

\^Exit TigranE s, 'luiih Bacurius and Hvc 
Gentlemen. 

S/>a. I ne'er rejoiced at any ill to him 
But this imprisonment. What shall become 
Of me forsaken ? [As/dc: 

Gob. You will not let your sister 
Depart thus discontented from you, sir? 

Arb. By no means, Gobrias : I have done her wrong. 
And made myself believe much of mysclt 
That is not in me,—You did kneel to me, 

Whilst I stood stubborn and regardless by 
And, like a god incensed, gave no car 

To all your prayers. Behold, I kneel to you : IKftuN 

Show a contempt as large as was my own, 

And I will suffer it ; yet, at the last. 

Forgive me. 

pan. Oh, you wrong me more in this 
Than in your rage you di<l ! yon mock me now. [AVevr/r. 

* 'rho brazen Inill of I’linK'nis, .and the bed of rrocnistc^, .arc here 
rcfcrtc«.l lo. 
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Ari*, Never forgive me, then ; which is tlic worst 

Can happen to me. 

Pau, If you be in earnest. 

Stand up, and give me but a gentle look 
And two kind words, and I shall be in Heaven. 

4rb, Rise you, then, too. Here I acknowledge thee, 

[AVj/«^,% raisifi^ Pan i hea. 

My hope, the only jewel of my life. 

The best of sisters, dearer than my breath, 

A happiness as high as I could think ; 

And when my actions call thee otherwise. 

Perdition light upon me ! 

Pan. This is better 

Than if you had not frowned ; it comes to me 
Like mercy at the block ; and when I leave 
To serve you with my life, your curse l)e with me ! 

Then, thus I do salute tliee ; and again, 

[A7y^^-,f /r^r. 

To make this knot the stronger.—Paradise 
Is there ! — It may be you are yet in doubt ; 

This third kiss blots it ouL—I wade in sin, 

And foolishly entice myself along !— 

Take her away ; see her a prisoner 
In her ow‘n chamber, closely, (*obrias. 

Pan. Alas, sir, w’hy ? 

AAf. I must not stay the answer. - 
Do it. 

Go/^. Good sir 1 

Ar/>. No more : do it, I say. 

A/ar. 'I'his is better and better f.'/r/.A’. 

Pan. Yet hear me speak. 

Ar/^ I will not hear you speak.— 

Away with her ! Let no man think to speak 
For such a creature ; for she is a wilcVi 
A poisoner, and a traitor ! 

God. Madam, this olhce grieves me. 


beau, tk F.—a- 
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Pan. Nay, ’tis well ; 

'I'he King is pleased with it. 

Arb. Bessus, go you too with her. I will prove 
.\11 this that I have said, if I may live 
So long : but I am desperately sick ; 

For she has given me poison in a kiss,— 

She had it 'iwixt her lips,—and with her eyes 
She witches people. Go, without a word, 

^Exeunt Gobrias, Banthea, Bessus, and Spaconia. 
Why should you, that have made me stand in war 
Like Fate itself, cutting what threads I pleased, 

Decree sucli an unworthy end of me 
And all my glories ? What am I, alas, 

That you oppose me? If my secret thoughts 
Have ever harboured swellings against you. 

They could not hurt you ; and it is in you 
To give me sorrow, that will render me 
.A.pt to receive your mercy ; rather so 
Let it be rather so, than punish me 
With such unmanly sins. Incest is in me 
Dwelling already ; .and it * must be holy, 

'I'hat pulls it thence.—Where art, Mardonius? 

Mar. Here, sir. 

Arb. I prithee, bear me, if thou canst. 

Am 1 not grown a strange weight ? 

Afar. .'Xs you were. 
ylrb. Nol^c.avier? 

Afar. No, sir. 

Arb. Wh\\ my legs 

Refuse to l)e.ar nu' body. Oh, Mardonius, 

I’hou hast in field beheld me, when thou know’st 
I couI<l have gone, though I could never run ! 

Afar. And so I sh.all again. 

Arb. Oil, no, his p.ast 1 

Afar. Pray you, go rest yourself- 

Arb. Will thou herc.aficr, 'vhen they talk of me-r 
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As thou shall hear, nothing but infamy. 
Remember some of those things? 

Afar. Yes, I will. 

Arif, I prithee, do ; 

For thou shall never see me so again. 
Mar. 1 warrant yc. 



SCENE II.— i^oom in the House of HESSCS. 

/Inter llEssUS. 

Bes. They talk of fame ; 1 have gotten it in the wars, 
and will afford any man a re.xsonable pennyworth. Some 
will say, they could be content to have it, but that it is to 
be achieved with danger : but my opinion is otherwise : 
for if I might stand still in cannon-proof, and have fame 
fall upon me, I would refuse it. My reputation came 
principally by thinking to run away; which nobody 
knows but M.ardonius, and 1 think he conceals it to 
anger me. Before I went to the w'ars, I came to the 
town a young fellow, without means or parts to deserve 
friends ; and my empty guts |)ersuaded me to lie, and 
abuse people, for my meat ; which I did, and they beat 
me ; then would I fast two days, till my hunger cried out 
on me, “ Rail still 1 ’* then, methought, I had a monstrous 
stomach to abuse ’em again ; and did it. In this state I 
continued, till they bung me up by the heels, ami beat 
me with hazel-sticks, ‘as if they would have baketl me, 
and have cozened somebody with me for venison. After 
this I railed, and ate quietly; for the whole kingdom took 
notice of me for a baffled * whipped fellow, and what I 
said waj 5 remembered in mirth, but never in anger ; of 
which 1 was glad,— I would it were at that pass .again ! 
After this, Heaven called an aunt of mine, that left two 

* The puni^hmcnl inflictc<l on recreant kiu^ Ins. 

* Ignomiuiously troatci.1. 


K Z 
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hundred pounds in a cousin’s hand for me ; who, taking 
me to be a gallant young spirit, raised a comixiny for me 
with the money, and sent me into Armenia with *eni. 
Away I would have run from them, but that I could get 
no company ; and alone I durst not run. I was never 
at battle but once, and there I was running, but 
Mardonius cudgelled me : yet I got loose at last, but was 
so afraid that I saw no more than my shoulders do, but 
fled with my whole company amongst my enemies, and 
overthrew ’em. Now the report of my valour is come 
over before me, and they say I was a raw young fellow, 
but now I am improved,—a plague on their e'oqucnce! 
’twill cost me many a beating; and Mardonius might 
help this too, if he would ; for now they think to get 
honour on me, and all tho men I have abused call me 
freshly to account, (worthily, as they call it,) by the way 
of challenge. 

<i Gentleman. 

Gfnt. Good morrow, Captain Bessus. 

Jles. Good morrow, sir. 

I come to speak with you—- 

lies. You’re very welcome. 

Gcni. I rom one that holds himself wronged by you 
some three years since. Your worth, he says, is Gmecl, 
and he tloth nothing douV>t but you will do him right, as 

beseems a soldier. 

Bes. A pox on ’em, so they cr>' all. 

6V///. And a sliglu note I have about me for you, for 
the delivery' of which you must excuse me : it is an offlcc 
that friendship calls upon me to do, and no way oflensivc 

to you, since I desire but right on both sides. 

[G /7-v.r /t7/rr. 

/>V>'. ’Tis a challenge, sir, is it not ? 

Gt'tii, ’Tis an inviting to the field. 

An inviting ! Oh, cry you mercy !—What a 
compliment he delivers it with ! he might as agreeably to 
my nature present me poison with such a speech, 
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ami tiun rfxiJsA Uin, uin, imi—rcpuUition—uni, um, 
um—call you to account—um, um, uin—forced to this 
—um, uin, um—with my sword—um, um, um—like a 
gentleman—um, um, um—dear to me—um, um, um— 
satisfaction.—'Tis very well, sir; I do accept it ; but he 
must await an answer this thirteen weeks. 

Oint. Why, sir, he would be glad to wipe oft' his stain 
as soon as he could. 

Sir, upon my credit, 1 am already engaged to two 
hundred and twelve ; all which must have their stains 
wiped off. if that be the word, before him. 

G€nt, Sir, if you be truly engaged but to one, he shall 
stay a competent time. 

Bes. Upon my faith, sir, to two hundred and twelve : 
and I have a spent body too, much bruised in battle ; so 
that I cannot fight, I must be plain with you, above three 
combats a-day. All the kindness I can show him, is to 
set him resolvedly in my roll the two hundredth and 
thirteenth man, which is something ; for, I tell you, 1 
think there will be more after him than before him ; 1 
think so. l*ray you, commend me to him, and tell him 
this. 

Gent. I will, sir. Good morrow to you. 

Bes. (iood morrow, good sn, \^lLxit Gentleman.] — 
Certainly my safest way were to print myself a coward, 
with a discovery how X came by my credit, and clap it 
uj)on every post. I have received above thirty challenges 
within this two hours. Marry, all but the first I put off 
with engagement ; and, by good fortune, the first is no 
madder of tigliting than I ; so that that's referred : the 
place where it must be ended is four days’ journey oil, 
and our arbitrators are these ; he has chosen a genileinan 
in travel, and I have a special friend with a (luari.an 
ague, like to hold him this five years, for mine ; and 
when his man comes home, we are to c.xpeci my iriend's 
health. If iliey would send me Lhallenges thus thick, 
long as I lived, I would have no other living : I can 
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make seven shillings a-day o* the paper to the grocers. 
Yet I learn nothing by all these, but a little skill in com¬ 
paring of styles : I do find evidently that there is some 
one scrivener in this town, that has a great hand in 
writing of challenges, for they are all of a cut, and six of 
’em in a hand ; and they all end, My reputation is dear 
to me, and I must recpiire satisfaction.”—Who's there? 
more paper, I hope. No ; 'tis my Lord Bacurius: I fear 
all is not well betwixt us. 

Enier Bacurius. 

JIac. Now, Captain Bessus ; I come about a frivolous 
matter, caused by as idle a report. You know you were 
a coward. 

Jy£S. Very right. 

JIac. And wronged me. 

lies. True, my lord. 

But now people will call you valiant,—desertlessly, 
I think ; yet, for their satisfaction, I will have you fight 
with me. 

JSi^s. Oh, iny good lord, my deep engagements— 

Jiac. 'J'ell not me of your engagements, Captain 
Bessus : it is not to be put off with an excuse. For my 
own part, I am none of the multitude that believe your 
conversion from coward. 

Bes. My lord, I seek not quarrels, and this belongs 
not to me ; I am not to maintain it. 

Bac. Who, then, pray ? 

Bes. Bessus tlie coward nTonge<l you. 

Right. 

Bfs. Aiifl shall Bessus the valiant m.iintain what 
Bessus the coward did ? 

Bac. I prithee, leave these cheating tricks. 1 swear 
thou shah fight with me, or thou shall be beaten 
extremely and kicked. 

B€s. Since you jjrovokc me thus far, my lord, 1 will 
fight with you ; and, by my sword, it shall cost me 
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twenty pounds but I will have my leg well a week sooner 
purposely. 

Biic, Vour leg! why, what ails your leg ? I'll do a 
cure on you. Stand up ! [A'/V>i’jr //////. 

Bes. My lord, this is not noble in you. 

BiJC. What dost thou with such a phrase in ihy mouth ? 
I will kick thee out of all good words before I leave thee. 

[AlcA^s him. 

Bfs. My lord, I take this as a punishment for the 
offence I did when I was a coward. 

Biic. When thou wert 1 confess thyself .a coward still, 
or, by this light, Til beat thee into sponge, 

Btrs, Why, I am one. 

Ba<r. Are you so, sir? and why do you wear a sword, 
then ? Come, unbuckle ; quick ■ 

Btrs. My lortl ! 

B^r, Unbuckle, I say, and give it me ; or, as I live, 
thy head will ache extremely. 

/»Vi. It is a pretty hilt ; and if your lordship take an 
affection to it, w'ith all my heart 1 present it to you, for a 
new-year’s gift. 

[<7/’rw his U’ith a kui/c in the seahhafit.' 

Btic, I thank you very heartily. Sweet captain, farewell. 

Be5. (Jne word more : I beseech your lordship to 
render me my knife again. 

Bac. Marry, by all means, captain. S^Gives back the 
knije.~\ Cherish yourself with it, and eat hard, good 
captain ; we cannot tell whether wc shall have any more 
such. Adieu, dear captain. avV. 

JUs. I will make belter use of this than of rnv sword. 
A base spirit has this vantage of a brave one ; it keeps 
always at a stay, nothing brings it down, not beating. 1 
remember 1 ^jromised the King, in a great audience, that 
I would make my backbiters eat my sword to a knife : 
how to get another sword I know not ; nor know any 

• A cu>t»ii« was nicvaicnl of wcaiin^^ a or knife in vUealh 

attached to the scabbard of the bwuid. — iVet^r. 
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means left for me to maintain my credit but impudence : 
therefore I will oulswear him and all his followers, that 
this is all that’s left uneaten of my sword. [Kxi/. 



SCENE III.— Aft Aptirimefti />/ ///<• Ptiiacc, 

EnUr Makdonius. 

Afar, ril move the King ; he is most strangely altered : 
I guess the cause, I fear, too right ; Heaven has some 
secret end in’t, and ’tis a scourge, no question, justly laid 
upon him. He has followed me through twenty rooms ; 
and ever, when I stay to await his command, he blushes 
like a girl, and looks upon me as if modesty kept in his 
Uusiness ; so turns away from me ; but, if I go on, he 
follows me again. 

Efiler Arhaces. 

Sec, here he is. I do not use this, yet, I know not how, 
1 cannot choose but weep to see him : his very enemies. 
I think, whose wounds have bred his fame, if they should 
see him now, wotild find tears in their eyes, [A.f^^/e. 

Arl >. I cannot utter it. Why should I keep 
A breast to liarbour thoughts I dare not sjieak ? 

Darkness is in my bosom ; and there lie 
A thousand thoughts that cannot brook the light. 

How wilt thou vex me, when this deed is done 
Conscience, that art afraid to let me name it ’ 

Mar. How do you, sir ? 

Arb . Why, very well, Mardonius ; 

How dost thou do ? 

Mar . Heller than you, 1 fear. 

Arb . I hope thou art; for, to be plain with thee, 

'I'hou art in hell else. Secret scorcliing flames, 

I'hat far transcend earthly material tires. 

Are cr<.i>t into me. and there is no cure : 

Is it not strange, Mardonius, there’s no cure? 
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Mar. Sir, either 1 mistake, or there is somethin^t hid, 

that you would utter to me. 

..-/rA So tlicre is ; but yet I cannot do ir. 

Mar. t)ut with it, sir. If it be dangerous, 1 will not 
shrink to do you service. I shall not esteem my life a 
weightier matter than indeed it is : 1 know tis subject 
to more chances than it has hours ; ami 1 were better 
lose it in my king*s cause than with an ague or a fall, or, 
sleeping, to a thief; as all these are probable enough, 
l^et me but know what 1 shall do lor you. 

Ar/>. It will not out. Were you witli Gobrias, 

And bade him give my sister all content 
'I'he place alTords, and give her leave to send 
And speak to whom she please ? 

Mar, Yes, sir, I was. 

Ari^. And did you to Hacurius say us much 

About 'rigranes ? 

Afar. Ves, 

Arif, d'hat’s all my business. 

Afar. Oh, say not so 1 
You had an answer of all this before : 

Besides, I think this business might be uttered 
More carelessly. 

Arif. Come, thou shall have it out, I do beseech thee, 
By all the love ihon hast jirofcssed to me, 

'I'o see my sister from me. 

Afar. Well ; and what ? 

Arif. 'I'hat’s all. 

Afar. That's strange: shall I say nothing to her? 

Arif. Not a word : 

But, if thou lov’st me, find some subtle way 
To make her understand by signs. 

Afar. But what shall I make her undersland? 

Arb. (..)h, Mardonius, for that 1 must be jjartloned. 
Alar, You may ; but 1 can only see her then. 

Arb. ’Tis true. \C/i'’(S tt f 

Bear her this ring, then ; and, on more advice, 
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Thou shau speak to her : tell her I do love 
My kindred all ; wilt thou ? 

A/ctr, Is there no more ? 

AHf. Oh, yes ! And her the best ; 

Better than any brother lov'^es his sister: 

I'hads all. 

JA//-. Methinks, this need not have been delivered 
with such caution. I’ll do it. 

Ar/f. There is more yet: wilt thou be faithful to me? 
A/ar, Sir, if I take upon me to deliv'cr it. 

After I hear it. I'll pass through fire to do it. 

Afb. I love her better than a brother ought. 

Dost thou conceive me ? 

Afar. I hope I do not, sir. 

Ari*. Xo ! thou art tlull. Kneel down before her, 
Anil never rise again, till she will love me. 

Afar. Why, I think she docs. 

Ar/^. But better than she does ; another way ; 

As wives love husbatids. 

Afar. Why, I think there are few wives that love their 
husbands better than she does you. 

AA>. 'I'hou wilt not understand me. Is it fit 
'This should be uttered plainly? Take it, then, 

Naked as it is : I would desire her love 
Lasciviously, lewdly, incestuously, 

'I'o a sin that needs must damn us both, 

And thee loo. l.)ost thou understand me now ? 

Afar. Yes ; there’s your ring again. What have I done 
I >ishoneslly in my whole life, name it, [(J/tys fiaA’ r/u riag. 
'I'hat you should put so base a business to me ? 

Arb. Diilst thou not tell me thou wouldst do it ? 

Afar. Yes. if I undertook it : but if all 
?/Iy hairs were lives, I would not be engaged 
In such a cause to save my last life. 

Arb. t) guilt, how poor and weak a thing art thou! 

This man that is my servant, whom my breath 
.Might blow about the world, might beat me here. 
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Having his cause ; whilst I, pressed down with sin. 

Could not resist him.— Hear Marcionius, 

It was a motion niisVjcsceming man, 

Anti I am sorry for it. 

JA/r. Heaven grant you may be so ! \ ou must under* 

stand, nothing that you a\n utter can remove my love 
and service from my prince ; but otherwise, I tliink 1 
shall not love you more, for you are sinful ; and, if you 
tlo this crime, you ought to have no laws, lor, after this, 
it will be great injustice in you to punish any offender 
for any crime. I'or myself, I luid my heart too big , I 
feel 1 have not patience to look on, whilst you run tliesc 
forbidden courses. Means I have none but your favour , 
and I am rather glad that I shall lose *cm both togetlier 
than keep ’em with such conditions. I shall hnd a 
dwelling amongst some people, where, though our gar¬ 
ments perhaps be coarser, wc shall be richer far within, 
and harbour no such vices in ’em. 'I’he gods preserve 
you, and mend you 1 

ytr/f. Mardonius ! stay, Mardonius ! for, though 
My present state requires nothing but knaves 
To be about me, such as are prepared 
For every wicked act, yet who does know 
But that my loathe<l fate may turn about, 

.And I have use for honest men again ? 

I hope 1 may : I prithee, leav'e me not. 

/tri/trr HeSSL'S. 

//cr. Where is the King? 

Afar. There. 

Bes. .An’i please your majesty, there’s the knife. 

Arb. Wliat knife ? 

Jh‘s. The sword is eaten. 

Mar. Away you fool I the King is serious. 

And cannot now admit your vanities. 

fUs. V'anities ! I’m no honest man, il my cnemie 
have not brought it to this. What, do you think 1 lie t 
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Arh. No, no ; 'tis well, ISessus ; 'tis very well : 

!*ni glad oa'U 

Mar. If your enemies brought it to that, your enemies 
are cutlers. Come, leave the King. 

Bes. Why, may not valour approach him ? 

Alar. V'es ; but he has affairs. Depart, or 1 shall be 
something unmannerly with you. 

Arb. No ; let him stay, Alardonius, let him stay ; 

I have occasions with him very weighty. 

And 1 can spare you now. 

Afar. Sir ? 

Arb. Why, I can spare you now. 

Bt's. Mardonius, give way to the state-affairs. 

Afar. Indeed, you are fitter for his present purpose. 

[Exit. 

Arb. Hessiis, 1 should employ thee : wilt thou do’t ? 

Bts. Do’t for you ! by this air, I will do anything, 
without exception, be it a good, bad, or indifferent thing. 

Do not swear. 

Bes. By this light, but I will; any' thing what.soever. 

Arb. But I shall name a thing 
I'hy conscience will not suffer thee to do. 

/>Vj. I would fain hear that thing. 

Arb. Why, I would hav'c thee get my sister for me,— 
'Thou understand’st me, -in a wicked manner. 

B^s. Oh, you woultl have a bout with her ? ni do't, ri! 
do‘l, i’faith. 

Arb. Will thou ? dost thou make no more on't ? 

Bes. More I no. Why, is there any thing else ? li 
there be, tell me ; it shall be done too. 

Arb. Hast thou no greater sense of such a sin? 

ThOii art loo wicked lor my company, 

'Phough I have hell within me, and inaysi yet 
Corrupt me further. Bray thee, answer me. 

How do 1 show to thee alter this motion ? 

Why, your majesty looks as well, in my opinion, 
as ever you <li*l since you were born. 

Arb. !iut thou appear’st to me, after thy grant. 
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The ugliest, loathed, dt?tcstaV)le thing. 

That I have ever met wiili. I hou hast eyes 
Like tlaincs of sulphur, which, methinks, do dai*. 

Infection on me ; and tliou hast a mouth 
Enough to take me in, where there do stand 
Four rows ot iron tectli. 

1 feel no such thing. Eut ’tis no matter how 1 
look; ril do your business as well as they that look 
better : and when this is dispatched, if you have a mind 
to your mother, tell me, and you shall see I'll set \t har<l. 

AHk My mother !—Heaven forgive me, to hear this ! 

1 am inspired with horror.—Now 1 bate thee 
Worse than my sin ; which, if I could come by, 

Should suffer death eternal, ne’er to nsc 
In any breast again. Lnow, 1 will die 
languishing mad, as I resolve I shall, 

Ere 1 will deal by such an Instrument 
Thou art too sinful to employ in thi.s : 

Out of the world, away ! 

Bcs. What do you mean, sir ? 

Arb. Hung round with curses, take thy fearful tlight 
Into the deserts ; where, ’mongst all the monsters. 

If thou find’St one so beastly as thyself, 

I hou shall be held as innocent. 

/i€S. Good sir- 

Arl). If there were no such instruments as thou, 

We kings could never act such wicked deeds. 

Seek out a man that mocks divinity, 
d hat breaks each precept both of God and man. 

And nature's too, and does it without Uisl, 

Merely because it is a law and good. 

And live w'itii him ; for him thou cai^st not spoil ; 

Away, I say !— [A.v// Bessi-s 

1 will not do this sin : 
ril press it here till it do break my breast. 

It heaves to get out ; but thou art a sin. 

And, spite of torture, I will keep thee in. 


[A/viA him. 


[ExiL 




ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I .—A Roopn in ihc Ifonsc of Goijkias. 

K ft ter OonuiAS, Panthea, and Spaconia. 

QIJ. Have you written, madam? 

Pan. Yes, good Gobrias. 

Gob. And with a kindness and such 
winning words 

.As tnay provoke him, at one instant, feel 
Ills tloublc fault; your wrong, and his 
owj) rashness ? 

Pan. I have sent words enough, if wortls may win him 
From his displeasure ; and such wortls, I hope. 

As shall gain much upon his goodness, Gobrias. 

V'ct fearing, since they are many, and a woman’s, 

A poor belieJ may follow, I have woven 
As many iruihs within ’em to speak for me, 

'I'hat, if he be but gracious and receive ’em- 

Gob. Good lady, be itot fearful : though he shtjvild 
next 

( Jive you your present end in this, believe it, 

V'ou shall feel, if your virtue can induce you 
To labour out this tempest (which, 1 know. 

Is but a poor proof ’gainst your paliencc). 

All tliese contents your s|>irit will arrive at, 

Newer .and sweeter to >on. Your royal brother 
When he shall once rollcrt himself, anti see 
ilow tar tie lias been asunder Irom himselfj 
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Wliat a mere stranger to his golden temper, 

Must, from those roots of virtue, never dying, 

Though somewhat stopt with humour, shoot again 
Into a thousand glories, bearing his fair branches 
High as our hopes can look at, straight as justice, 

Loaden with ripe contents. He loves you dearly ; 

I know it, and I hope I need not further 
Win you to understand it. 

I believe it : 

Howsoever, I am sure I love him dearly; 

So dearly, that if any thing I write 
For my enlarging should beget his anger. 

Heaven be a witness with me, and my faith. 

I had rather live entombed hero. 

Gob. You sliall not feel a worse stroke than your 
grief; 

lam sorry ’tis so shaq>. I kiss your hand. 

.Vnd this night will deliver this true story 
With this liand to your brother. 

Ptifi. Peace go with you ! 

You are a good man.— (iOFiklAS. 

My Spaconia, 

Why are you ever sad thus ? 

S/>a. Oh, dear lady ! 

Pan. Prithee, discover not a way to sadness. 

Nearer than 1 have in me. Our two .sorrows 
Work, like two eager hawks, who shall get highest. 

How shall 1 lessen thine? for mine, I fear, 

Is easier known than cured. 

Spa. Heaven comfort both, 

And give yours happy ends, however I 
Fall in my stubborn fortunes. 

Pan. 'I bis but teache.s 
How to be more familiar with our sorrovvs, 

'Phat arc too mucli our masters, flood Spaconia 
Plow shall I do you service ? 

Spit. Noblest lady 
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fAcr IV 


You make me more a slave still to your goodness, 

And only live to purchase tiianks to pay you ; 

For that is all the business of my life now. 

I will be bold, since you will have it so, 

To ask a noble favour of you. 

Speak it ; ^tis yours ; for from so sweet a virtue 
No ill demmid has issue. 

S/f<i, 'I'hen, ever-virtuous, let me beg your will 
In helping me to see the Prince Tigranes, 

With >vhom I am equal prisoner, if not more. 

/-V///. Reserve me to a greater end, Spaconia ; 
Hacurivis cannot want so much good manners 
As to tleny your gentle visitation, 

'I'hough you came only with your own command. 

S/>a. I know they will deny me, gracious madam, 
Being a stranger, and so little famed, 

So utter empty of those excellences 

That tame authority ; but in you, sweet lady. 

All these are natural ; beside, a power 
Derived immediate from your royal brother, 

Whose least word in you may command the kingdom. 
Aiz/i. More than my word, Spaconia, you shall carry, 

For fear it fail you. 

.S/>a. Dare you trust a'token ? 

Madam. I fear 1 am grown too bold a beggar. 

You are a pretty one ; and, trust me, lad^, 

It joys me I shall do a good to you, 

'I hough to myself I never shall be happy. 

Here, take this ring, and from me as a token \Giv^s n'n^. 
Deliver it : I think they will not stay you. 

So. all your own desires go with you, lady ! 

Spa. And sweet y)cace to your grace ! 

Pau, Bray I leaven, I find it ! 






\^KxCHnt 



SCENE ii.J A K/NG AND NO h’/NG. 


SC L N E II.—/ *risofi. 

'FiG KA N ES (Gicm'cred. 

Tii^r. Fool that I am ! I have undone myself, 
And with my own hand turned iny fortune round, 
riiat was a fair one : F ha\*v cliildishly 
Played with my hope so long, till I have broke it, 
And now too late I mourn for’t. Oh, Spaconia, 
d'hou hast found an even way to thy revenge now ! 
Why didst thou follow me, like a faint shadow. 

To wither my desires ? But, wretched fool, 

Wliy di<l I plant thee 'twixt the sun and me, 

Fo make me freeze thus ? why did I prefer her 
Fo the fair princess ? Oh, thou fool, thou fool, 

'Fhou family of fools, live like a slave still, 

And in thee bear thine own hell and thy torment! 
'Fhou hast deserved it. Could'st thou find no lady, 
But she that has thy hopes, to put her to, 

And hazaril all thy peace none to abuse. 

But she that loved thee ever, poor Spaconia ? 

And so much loved thee, that in honesty 
And honour thou art bound to meet her virtues ■ 
She, that forgot the greatness of her gnefs, 

And miseries that must follow such mad passions, 
Endless and wild as woman’s ! she, that for thee, 
And with thee, left her liberty, her name, 

And country* 1 You have paid me, etpial ‘ Heavens 
.'\nd Sent iny own rod to correct me with, 
woman ! For inconstancy Fll suffer ; 

Lay it on, justice, till n^y soul melt in me, 

I'or rny unmanly, beastly, sudden doting 
Upon a new face, after all my oaths, 

Many and strange ones. 

I feel my old fire flame again, and burn 
So strong and violent, that, should I see her 
-Again, llie grief and that would kill me. 


V 


& F. 


‘ Ju.st. 
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[ACT IV. 


Enter Bacurius and Spaconia- 

Bae. I .ady, 

Voiir token I acknowledge ; you may pass : 

I'here is the king. 

Spa, 1 thank your lordship for it- \^E.xif Bacurius. 
Ei^r. She comes, she comes ! Shame hide me evei 
from her ! 

Would I were t)uried, or so far removed, 

Bight might not find me out ’ I dare not sec her. 

.^< 7 . Nay, never hide yourself; for, were you hid 
Where earth hides all her riclies, near her centre, 

My wrongs, without more day, would light me to you. 

I must speak ere I die. Were all your greatness 
i:)oul)led upon you, you're a perjured man. 

And only mighty' in the wickedness 

Of wronging women. Thou art false, false prince ! 

I live to see him ; poor Sp.aconia lives 

'I'o tell thee thou art ftlsc, and then no more : 

She lives to tell thee thou art more unconstant 
'Than all ill women ever were together ; 

'liiy faith as firm as raging overllows. 

That no hank can coiiimaiid ; and as lasting 
As l)oys' gay Inibhles, blown i' the air and broken : 

'Idle wind is fi.xcd to tlice * j and sooner shall 
'I'lie beaten mariner with his shrill whistle 
Calm the loud murmurs of the troubled main, 

.-Vnd strike it smooth again, than thy soul fall 
To haw peace in love with any : thou art all 
That all good men must hate; and if thy story 
Sh.dl tell succeeding ages what thou wert, 

(.)h, let it sj»arc me in it, lest true lovers. 

In pity of iny wrongs, burn thy black legend, 

And with their curses shake thy sleeping .ashes ! 

Oh ! oh ! 

'1‘he Destinies, I hope, have pointed out 
* i,€. lii fixcU coni.|).\rcJ to tlicc.— L>yc£, 
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Our ends .ilike, that thou mayst <lie for love, 

'Fhough not for me ; for, this assure thyself, 

'I'hc princess hates thee deadly, and will sooner 
He won to marry with a bull, and safer. 

Than such a beast as thou art.—I have struck. 

I fear, too deep ; beshrew me for it! —Sir, 

This sorrow works me, like a cunning friendship, 

Into the saline piece with it.—He’s ashamed : 

Alas, 1 have been too rugged !—Dear my lord, 

1 am sorry I have spoken any thing, 

Indeed I am, that may add more restraint 

To that too much you have. Goo(.i sir, l)c pleased 

To think it was a fault of love, not malice, 

.And do as I will do,—-forgive it, prince : 

I do, and can, forgive the greatest sins 

I'o me you can repent of. Pray, believe me. 

Oh, my Spacenia ! oh, thou virtuous woman ! 

No more, the K.ing, sir. 

EtiUr Aruaces, Pacukiu.s aud M.\kl>oNii;s- 

Arlt. Have you been careful of our nol)le prisoner, 
That he want nothing fitting for his greatness.^ 

Bai\ I hope his grace will quit me for my care, sir. 
Arb. ’ ris well,—Royal rigraties, Iiealth ! 

Ti};r. More than the strictness of this place can give, 
sir, 

I offer back again to great Arl)aces. 

Arb. We thank you, worthy prince ; and [iray, excuse 
us ; 

We have not seen you since your being here. 

I hope your noble usage has l>een equall 
With your own person : your imprisonment, 

If it be any, I dare say, is easy ; 

.\nd shall not outlast two days, 

Ttgr. I thank you : 

My usage here has been the same it was, 

Worthy a royal conqueioi. For my rcstr.iiiu. 


F 2 
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It came unkindly, because much unlooked-for; 

But I must bear it. 

Arb. What lady’s that, Bacurius ? 

Jiac. One of the princess’ women, sir. 

Arb. I feared it. 

Why conics she hither ? 

Bac. To speak with the Prince Tigranes. 

Arb. From whom, Bacurius ? 

Bac. From the princess, sir. 

Arb. I knew I had seen her. 

Mar. His fu begins to take him now again : 

’ I'is a strange fever, and *t\vill shake us all 
-\non, 1 fear. Would he were well cured of 
This raging folly 1 Give me the wars, where men 
Are mad. and may talk what they list, and held 
The bravest fellows ; this pelting,^ prattling peace 
Is good for nothing ; drinkings a virtue to’t. [As/Jc. 

Arb. I see there’s truth in no man, nor obedience. 

But for his own ends. Why did you let her in ? 


Bac. It was your own 


command to bar none from 


him: 


Bcsl<lcs, the princess sent her ring, sir, for my warrant 
Arb. A token to 'I'igrancs, did she not ? 


Sirrah, tell truth. 

B/ic. I do not use to lie, sir ; 



i him : if he had been 


I shall never sec 


have ail horseman’s stall 
or an arm broke with a 


bullet. 

Arb. I am trifled with, 

Bai% Sir ? 

Arb. I know it, as 1 know thee to be false. 


\^A$ide 


Afar. Now the clap comes. 


\^Asidc. 
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Bac. You never knew me so, sir, I dare speak it ; 

And durst a worse man tell me, though my better— 

Mar. *Tis well said, by my soul, \^AsuU. 

Arb. Sirrah, you answer as you had no life, 

Bac. That I fear, sir, to lose nobly. 

Arb. I say, sir, once again- 

Bac. You may say what you please, sir. 

Mar. Would I might do so ! [As/ite 

Arb. 1 will, sir ; and say openly, 

'I'his woman carries letters : by my life, 

I know she carries letters; this woman does it. 

A/ar. Would Hessus were here, to take her aside and 
search her I he would quickly tell you what she carried, 
sir. 

Arb. I have found it out, tliis woman carries letters. 

A/ar. If this hold, ’twnll be an ill world for bawds, 
chambermaids, and post-boys. I thank Heaven, I have 
none but his letters-patents, things of his own inditing. 

[Asu/t\ 

Arb. Prince, this cunning cannot do’t. 

Ti^r. Do what, sir ; I reach you not. 

Arb. It shall not serve your turn, prince. 

Tt'j^r. Serve my turn, sir ! 

Arb. Ay, sir, it .shall not serve your turn. 

T/jp'. Be plainer, good sir. 

Arb. 'I'his woman shall carry no more letters back to 
your love, Panthea ; by Heaven she shall not ; I say she 
shall not. 


Afar. This would make a .saint swear like 
and a soldier like Termagant.* 

Ti^r. 'Phis beats me more, King, than the 


a soldier, 
[As/tlc. 
blows you 


gave me. 

Arb. 'I'ake 'em away both, and together let 'em be 
prisoners, strictly and closely kept ; or, sirrali, your I lie 
shall answer it ; and let nobody speak with ’em hercalior. 

* -A corruption of 'retva"aut, a S.ir.acoti flcity 
old moralities as very violent. 
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[act IV. 


Ti^r, Well, I am subject to you, 

And must endure these passions. 

Spa. This is tli^ imprisonment 1 have looked fci 
always, 

And the dear place I would choose. \Aside. 

\ILxciint Bacurius, Tioranks, and Spacoxia. 
Afar. Sir, have you done well now ? 

Ari/. Dare you reprove it? 

Alar. No. 

Arb. You must be crossing me. 

Afar. I have no letters, sir, to anger you. 

But a dry sonnet of my corporal’s 

To an old sutlcr^s wife ; and that I’ll bum sir. 

'Tis like to pro\’'e a fine age for tlie ignorant. 

Arb. How darest thou so often forfeit thy life? 

Thou k nowest it is in my power to take it. 

Afar. V'^es, and 1 know you wo’not; or if you do, you‘11 
miss it <iuickly. 

Arb. ^\'hy ? 

Afar. Who shall then tell you of these childish 
follies, 

When T am dead? who shall put-to his power 
'I'o draw those v'irtucs out of a flood of humours, 

W here ihev are drowned, and make cm shine again ? 

No, cut my head off: 

I'hcn you may talk, and be believed, anti grow worse, 
.\nd have your too scit-glorious temper rocked 
Into a <lead sleep, and the kingilom with you, 
rill foreign swords be in your throats, and slaughter 
Be every where about you, like your llatierers. 

I >o, kill me. 

Arb. Prithee, be tamer, good Mardtinius. 

I'hou know’st I love the.c ; nay, I honour thee; 

Believe it, good oltl soldier, I am all thine ; 

But 1 am racked clean from myself ; bear with me ; 

W'o't thou bear wiUi me, gtjod Murdunius ? 


SCENE II.] A A'/jVG and no N/NG. 
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JAir. There comes a good man ; love him loo ; he*s 
temperate; 

You may live to have need of surli a virtue ; 

Knae is not still in fashion. 

Arb. Welcome, good Ciobrias. 

Gob. My serv ice and this letter to your grace. 

Ic'/Ur. 

Arb. From whom ? 

Cob. From the rich mine of virtue and all beaut}% 

\'our mournful sister. 

Arb. She is in prison, Gobrias, is she not ? 

Gob. [kru-€is.^ She is» sir, till your pleasure do enlarge her, 
Which on my knees I beg. Oh, 'tis not fit 
'I'hat all the sweetness of the world in one, 
rhe youth anti virtue that would tame wild tigers, 

-\nd wilder j)coplc that have known no manners, 

Should live thus cloistered up! For your love’s sake, 

If there be any in that noble heart 
'To her, a wretched lady and forlorn, 

< )r for her love to vou, which is as much 
As nature and obedience ever gave, 

Have pity on her beauties ! 

.irb. Prithee, stand uj). ’'I'is true, she is too fair, 

It.ioiiKiAS rhos. 

And all these commendations l>ut licr own : 

Would thou hadst never so commended her, 

Or I ne'er lived to have heard it, Gobrias ! 

If thou but knew’st the wrong her beauty does her, 

'fhou would’st, in pity of her, be a liar. 

Tliy ignorance has drawn me, wrctclie<l man, 

\Vhither myself nor thou canst well tell, i >h my fate ! 

I think she loves me, but I fear another 

Is deeper in her heart : bow ihink’st thou, (lobrias? 

Gob. 1 do bc-seech your grac’e, believe it not ; 

For, let me perish, if it be nfU false. 

Good sir, read her letter. 


AkuacLS 
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[act IV. 


Afar. This love, or what a devil it is, I know not, 
begets more mischief than a wake. I had rather be well 
beaten, starved, or lousy, than live within the air on’t. 
He that had seen this brave fellow charge through a 
grove of pikes but t'other day, and look upon him now, 
will ne’er believe his eyes again. If he continue tlius 
but two days more, a tailor may beat him with one hand 
lied behind him. [As/ftr. 

ArA Alas, she would be at liberty ! 

And there be thousand reasons, Gobrias, 

Thousands, that will deny it ; 

Which if she knew, she would contentedly 
Be where she is, and bless her virtue for it, 

And me, though she were closer : she would, Gobrias ; 
Good man, indeed she would. 

GtfA Then, good sir, for her satisfaction, 

Send for her, and with reason let her know 
Why she must live thus from you. 

Arfi. I will. Go, bring her to me. \_I£x€unl. 



SCHNK III .—A I\oom ift //it? Iltu/sc I>r,ssi s. 


EuUr Br.ssus, iiuo Sword Men,' and Boy. 

/>V.c. N'ou’re very welcome, both !—Some stools there, 
boy ; 

.'\nd reach a table.—Gentlemen o* the sword, 

Pr.iy sli, without more compliment. — Begone, child. 

[A'.v// Boy. 

I have been curious in the searching of you, 
llccau.se I understand you wise and valiant persons. 

\st S7V, AI. Wc understand ourselves, sir. 


• ProfcNscjrs of tlic science of arms, mostly nctr<ly bullies, who 
iiinlctliHik to assist the timorous, ont.1 settle a quarrel accorcliii}; to 
tVic laws of duelling.— Oyte. 
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B€$. Nays gentlemen, and iny dear friends o* the 
sword, 

No compliment, I pray ; but to the case 
I hang upon, which, in few,* is iny honour. 

2nd Sw. AT. You cannot hang too mucli, sw, for your 

honour. 

Hut to your case : be wise, and speak tlie truth. 

}U$, My firet doubt = is, my beating by iny prince. 
isr STi>. Stay there a little, sir : do you doubt a 

beating ? 

Or have you had a beating by your prince ? 

/Jes. Gentlemen o’ the sword, my prince has beaten 

me. 

2nd Stc. M, Brother, what think you of this case? 

\st Sw. M. If he have beaten him, the case is clear. 
2 nd Sw. M. It he have beaten him, I grant the 


case.— 

But how ?—wc cannot be too subtle in this business.— 

I say. but how ? 

}h-s. Even with his royal hand. 

\st Sio. dA Was it a blow of love or indignation ? 

JUs. ’ I'was twenty blows of indignation, gentlemen. 

Besides two blows o’ the face. 

2 JtJ Sw. M. '1 hose two blows o’ the face have made a 

new case on't ; 

'I'he rest were but an honourable rudeness. 

\st Sw. M. 'Two Idows o’ the face, and given by a 


worse man, 

1 must confess, as we sword-men say\ had turned 
rhe business : mark me, brother, by a worse man ; 
But being by liis prince, hatl they been ten, 


And those ten drawn ten teeth, besidc.s the ha^.ard 
tjf his nose for ever, all the-'^e had been but lavours. 

'I’his is my fiat opinion, which i’ll die in. 

2 nd Sw. M. The King may do much, t aptain, believe 


it 




In few \\or<is. 


- I 
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[act IV. 


For had lie cracked your skull through, like a bottle, 

Or broke a rib or two with tossing of you, 

^ ct you liad lost no Iionour. *^I'his is strange, 

Vou may imagine, but this is truth now, captain. 

s* I wiH be glad to embrace it, gentlemen. 

IJut how far may he strike me ? 

\si Su*. Af. There's another, 

A new case rising from the time and distance, 

In which I will deliver my ojiinion. 

Ho may strike, beat, or cause to be beaten ; 

For these are natural to man : 

Vour prince, I say, may beat you so far forth 
As his dominion roacheth j that's for the distance ^ 

'I'he time, ten miles a-day, I take it. 

2 //// -SVc'. A/. Brother, you err, 'tis fifteen miles a-day ; 
His stage is ten, his beatings are fifteen. 

/>Vj. ’ Tis the longest, lint wc subjects must— 

is/. A/. Be subject to it : you are wise and vir¬ 
tuous. 


/>V\c. Obedience ever makes that noble use on’t, 

To which I dedicate my beaten body. 

I must trouble you a little further, gentlemen o' the 
sword. 

S7i\ Af. N o trouble at all to us, sir, if we may 
I'rofil j'Qur understanding : wc are bound. 

By virtue of our calling, to utter our opinions 
.Shortly’ and discree tl>'. 

/ft’s. .My sorest business is, I have been kicked. 

2//«/ a/. I Ion* far, sir 

/f^s. Not to llattcr myself in it, all over : 

My sword lost, but not forc'od ; for disc!rcctlv 
I rcn<lcred it, to save that inipulation. 

IV/ A/. It showed discretion, the best part ol 

valou r. 

2 fi</ Aut. A/. Brother, this is a pretty'case ; l>ray’, ponder 
on’t : 


Our friend here has been kicked. 
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\st SuK M. lie 1ms so, brother. 

2 fui Siv. -1/. Sorely, he s.'iys. Now, had he sit down 

here 

Upon the mere kick, ’t had been cowardly. 

\st Sio. Af. I think it hatl l>een cowardly indeed. 

2 fiii S:i'. M. But our friend has redeemed it, in de¬ 
li vc ring 

His sword without conipulsion j anil that man 
'I'hat took it of him, I pronounce a weak one, 

And his kicks nullities : 

He should have kicked him after the delivery, 

Which is the confirmation of a coward. 

Sw. A/. Brother, 1 take it you mistake the 

ijuestion ; 

For say, that I were kicked. 

2 »d .Sn\ Af. I must not say so ; 

Xor I must not hear it spoke by the tongue of man : 

You kickcil, dear brother ! you are merry. 

1 . 1 / Su*. Af. But i>ut the case, I were kicked. 

2nd Su\ Af. Let the in put it, 

'riiat are tilings weary of their lives, and know not 
Honour 1 ])m the case, you were kicked ! 

15 / S'o. M. I do not say I was kicked. 

2nd .Vre. Af, Xor no silly creature that wears his head 
Without a case, his soul in a skin coat ; 

You kicked, dear brother ! 

Bcs. Nay, gentlemen, let us do what we shall do, 
fnily and honestly 3 good sirs, to the question. 

15 / Su\ Af. Why, then, I say, sujipose your boy kicked, 
captain. 

2nd .S 7 i\ Af 'I'he boy may he supposed, he’s liable : 
But, kick my brother ! 

15 / X/f. Af. \ foolish, forward zeal, sir, in my friend. 
But to the boy : sujiposc the boy were kicked. 

I do suppose it. 

15/Are. Af Has your boy a sword ? 

y>zii. Surely, no ; I pray, suppose a sword too. 
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isf Sio, M, I do suppose iL You grant, your boy was 
kicked, then. 

2 fni SiiK M. By no means, captain ; let it be supposed 
still ; 

The word “ grant makes not for us. 

\st Sw. A/. I say, this must be granted. 

2 /iiI Szi'. Af. 'I'his must be granted, brother ! 
jsf Sti*. Af, Ay, this must be granted. 

2 rfi/ Szi*, Af. Still, the must ! 

zsf ,S7iK Af. I say, this must be granted. 

Af. Give me the must again ! brother, you 
palter. 

isf Sfo. Af. I will not hear you, wasp. 

2 /id Szo, Af, Brother, 

I say, yon palter ; the must three times together ! 

I wear as sliarp steel as another man, 

.\nd my fo.\ * bites as deep : musted, my clear brother ! 
But to the case airain. 

O 

AV.c Nay, look you, gentlemen—• 

2 ftd Sio. Af In a word, I ha' done. 

\sf Szo. Af. A tall' man, but intemperate; 'tis great 
pity. 

Gnce more, siiiipose the boy kicked. 

27/i/ S7(». Af. Forward. 

IS/ Szi'. Af .'\nd, being thoroughly kicked, laughs at 
the kicker. 

2 7/d .S'fV". Af. So much for us. Proceed. 

IS/ Szi'. Af And in this beaten scorn, as I may call it, 

I telivcrs up his weapon ; where lies the error ? 

Dt's. It lies i’ the beating, sir ; I found it four days 
since. 

2 fid .St/*. Af The error, and a sore one, as 1 take it. 

Lies iti the thing kicking. 

Jit'S, I understand that well ; 'tis sore indeed, sir. 

IS/ Szi*. Af. That is, according to the man that did it. 


' A f.-imiliar Jcrin for llic old Ln^ltsh broadsword. 
* Brave. 
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2//^/ S7(K Af. 'ri lerc springs a new branch : whose was 
the foot ? 

A lorcrs. 

1 sf Sw. Af, 'Phe case is mighty ; but, had it been two 
lords, 

And both had kicked you, if you laughed, 'tis clear. 

I did laugh ; but how will that hclj) me, gentle¬ 
men ? 

2 W Sto. A/. Ves, it shall help you, if you laughed 
aloud. 

B<'s. As loud as a kicked man could laugh, I laughed, 
sir. 

isf Sw. Af. My reason now; the valiant man is 
known 

I»y suffering and contemning; you have 
Enough of both, anti you are valiant. 

2 fid Sto. Af. If he be sure he has been kicked enough; 
For tliat brave sufferance you speak of, brother, 

Consists not in a beating and away, 

liut in a cudgelled body, from eighteen 

1*0 eight and thirty ; in a head rebuked 

With pots of all size, tlaggers, stools, and bed-staves ; 

1 his shows a valiant man. 

Si'S. Then I ara valiant, as valiant as the proudest ; 
For these are all familiar tilings to me ; 

Familiar as my sleep or want of money ; 

All my whole body’s but one bruise with beating : 

I think I have been cudgelled with all nations, 

And almost all reliiiions. 

2 fid Sw. Af. Fhnbntce him, brother : this man is 
valiant; 

I know it by myself, he's valiant. 

\st Sw. Af. Captain, thou art a valiant gentleman ; 
.‘\bide ' upon't, a very valiant man. 

Iks. My ecpial friends o’ the sword, I must request 
Your hands to this. 

' i.c. Depend upon it.— 
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It fid Siv. M. ’ Tis fit it should be. 
lirs. Boy, 

Oct me some wine, n.nd pen and ink, within. 

[To Boy udthin. 

Am I clear, gentlemen ? 

\st SuK Af. Sir, when the world has taken notice what 
we have done, 

NIake much of your body j for 111 pawn my steel. 

Men will be coyer of their legs hereafter. 

B€$. I must reejnest you go along, and testify 
To the Lord Hacurius, whose foot has struck me, 

How vou find my case, 

2 ml SiV. M, We will ; and tell that lord he must be 
ruled, 

Or there be those abroad will rule his lordship. 

\_I£x€U7d. 



IL ntcr 


SCMNil. IV'^.— Aparimeut in the Paiacc. 

on o/w side Aru.vces, on fhe other OoHRi.xs 

Panthe.\. 


a7id 


GoIk Sir, here's the princess. 

Arh. l.eave us, then, alone ; 

Ki>r tlie main cause of her imprisonment 
Must not be heard by any but herself.— 

[Exit Go 11RI AS. 


\'ou're welcome, sister j arid 


wouUl to 1 leaven 


I Could so bid you by another name ! 

I f you above love not such sins as these. 

Chicle my heart with thoughts as cold as snow. 
To ciucnch these rising Hamcs that harbour here. 
PtiTi. Sir, docs it please you I should speak? 
Arb. Please me ! 

Av, more than all the art of music can. 

Speech doth please me for it e\er sounds 
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As thou brought’st joyful, unexpected news: 

And yet it is not fit thou shouldst be heard ; 

I prithee, think so. 

Pan. Be it so; I will. 

I am the first tliat ever had a wrong 
So far from being fit to have redress. 

That Hwas unfit to hear it: I will back 
To prison, rather than distjuiet you, 

And wait till it be fit, 

Arb. No, do not go ; 

For I will hear you with a seriotis thought ; 

I have collected all that's man about me 
I’ogether strongly, and I am resolved 
l o hear thee largely : but I do beseech thee, 

Do not come nearer to me, for tliere is 
Something in that, that will undo us both. 

Pan. Alas, sir, am 1 venom ? 

Arb. Yes, to me ; 

Though, of thyself, I think thee to be in 
As equal a tlegree of heat or cold 
.Vs nature can make; yet, as unsound men 
Convert the sweetest and the nourishing’si meats 
Into diseases, so shall I, distempered, 

Do thee: I prithee, dmw no nearer to me. 

J\jn. Sir, this is that I would : 1 am of late 
Shut from the world ; and why it should be thus 
Is all I wish to know. 

Arb. U liy, credit me, 

Vanthea, credit me, that am thy brother, 

1 hy loving brother, that there is a cause 
Sutficient, yet unfit for ihee to know. 

That might undo thee everlastingly, 

Only to hear. Wilt thou but credit this? 

Hy Heaven, 'tis true ; believe it, if thou canst. 

Pan. Children and fools are ever crotiuloiis. 
And 1 am both I think, for 1 believe. 

If you dissemble, be it on your head 1 
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I’ll back utilo my prison. Yet, mcthinks, 

I might be kept in some place where you are ; 

For in myself I find, I know not what 
'I'o call it, but it is a great desire 
Xo see you often. 

Arb. Fie, you come in a step; what do you mean ? 
Dear sister, do not do so ! Alas, Panthea j 
Where I am would you be? why, that’s the cause 
You are imprisoned, that you may not be 
Where I am. 

/<?//. 'Phen I must endure it, sir. 

Heaven keep you ! 

Arb. Nay, you shall hear the cause in short, 
Panthea ; 

And, when thou hear'st it, thou wilt blush for me, 

And hang thy liead down, like a \ iolet 
Full of the morning's dew. 'Phere is a way 
To gain thy freedom ; but 'tis such a one 
.\s puts thee in worse bondage, and I know 
'^phovi wouUlst encounter hre, and make a proof 
Wiiethcr the gods have care of innocence. 

Rather than follow it. Know, I have lost, 

“^1 he only* <liflcrencc betwixt man and beast. 

My reason. 

I\tn. Heaven forbid ! 

Arb. Nay, it is gone ; 

And I am left as far without a l)Oiind 
As the wild ocean, that obeys the win<is ; 
l-'.ach sudden passion throws me where it list.s, 

And overwhelms all that oppose my will. 

I have beheld thee with a histfnl eye ; 

My lieart is sc4. on wicketlness, to act 
Such sins with tlree as I have been afraid 
'I'o think of. If thou clar’st consent to this, 

(Which, I beseech thee, do not,) thou mayst gain 
'Phy liberty, and yield me a content : 

If not, thy dwelling must be dark and close, 
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Where I may never see thee : for Heaven knows, 
That laid this punishment upon my pride, 

Thy si.i^hl at some time will enforce my madness 
To make a start c’cn to thy ravishing. 

Now sj>it upon me, and call all reproaches 
'rhou const devise together, and at once 
Hurl ’em against me ; for I am a sickness, 

.\s killing as the plague, ready to seize thee. 

Pan Far be it from me to revile the King ! 

But it is true that I shall rather choose 

To search out death, that else would search out me, 

And in a grave sleep with my innocence, 

I'han welcome such a sin. It is my fate ; 

'I'o these cross accidents I was ordained, 

And must have patience ; and, but that my eyes 
Ha\’e more of woman in ’em than my heart, 

I would not weep. Peace enter you again ' 

ArK Farewell : and, good Panthea, pray for me, 
(Thy jjrayers are pure,) that I may find a deaths 
However soon, before my passions grow, 

I'hat they forget what I desire is sin ; 

For thither they are tending. If that happen, 

'I'hen I shall force thee, though thou wort a virgin 
By vow to Heaven, and shall pull a heap 
Of strange yel-uninvented sin upon me. 

Pafi. Sir, I wtH pray for you ; yet you shall know 
It is a sullen fate that governs us i 
For I could wish, as heartily as you, 

1 were no si.ster to you ; I should then 
Kmbrace your lawful lov^e, sooner than health. 

ArK Couldst thou affect me, then ? 

Pa/t. So perfectly, 

'i'hat, as it is, I ne’er shall sway my ncart 
'I'o like another. 

Arif, Then, I curse my birth. 

Must this be added to my miseries, 

That thou art willing too? is there no stop 

Ec^u & K,— 


G 
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To our full happiness but these mere sounds, 

Brother and sister ? 

Pan. There is nothing else : 

But these, alas ! will separate us more 
Than twenty worlds betwixt us 
Arb. 1 have lived 

To conquer men, and now am overthrown 
Only by words, brother and sister. Where 
Have those words dwelling? I will find em out. 
And utterly destroy ’em ; but they are 
Not to be grasped : let ’em be men or beasts, 
And I will cut ’em from the earth ; or towns, 
And I will raze ’em, and then blow ’em up : 
l.et ’em be seas, and I will drink ’em ofT, 

And yet have unquenched fire left in my breast 
Tet ’em be anything but merely voice. 

Pan. But ’tis not in the power of any force 
Or policy to conquer them. 

Arb. Banthea, 

What shall we do ? shall we stand firmly here. 

And gaze our eyes out? 

Pan. Would 1 could do so 1 
But I shall weep out mine. 

Arb. Accursed man ! 

Thou bought'st thy reason at too dear a rate ; 
I'or thou hast all thy' actions bounded in 
With curious ' rules, when every' beast is free : 
What is there tliat acknowledges a kindred 
Bui wrcirhed man ? Who ever saw the bull 
Fearfully leave the heifer that he liked, 
liccausc they' ha<! one dam ? 

Pan. Sir, I disturb you 
Ami mysclt too; ’iwere better I were gone. 

^Irb. 1 will not lie so foolish as 1 was ; 

Stay, vve will love just as becomes our births, 

; brothers and sisters may 


[act IV. 


J 


• Careful. 
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^V^llk hand 111 Jiand together ; so will we. 

Come nearer : is there any hurt in tins ? 

Pan, I hope not. 

Arb, Faith^ there is none at all; 

.\nd tell me truly now, is there not one 
You love above me ? 

Pan, No, by Heaven. 

Arb. Why, yet 

V'ou sent unto Tigrancs, sister. 

Pan. True, 

Ilut for another : for the truth- 

Arb. No more : 

t’ll credit thee ; I know thou canst not lie, 

Thou art all truth. 

Pan. Uut is there nothing else 
That wc may do, but only walk ? Methinks 
Hiochers and sisters lawfully may kiss. 

Arb. And so they may, Panthea ; so will we ; 

.\nd kiss again too : we were scrupulous 
And foolish, but we will be so no more. 

F'an. If you have any mercy, let me go 
To prison, to my death, to any thing : 

I feel a sin growing upon my blood. 

Worse than all these, hotter, I fear, than yours. 

Arb. That is impossible : what should we do? 

Pan. Fly, sir, for Heaven’s sake. 

Arb. 60 we must : away ! 

Sin grows upon us more by this delay. 

[ un t set 'ey ally. 



2 




ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCFNE 1.— Bt'/ore the J\ihice. 

Knter Mardonius and LygoNES. 

AR. Sir» the King has seen your eom- 
inission, and bcHeves it; ancl freelj» 
by this warrant, gives you power to visit 
Prince 'rigraiies, your noble master, 

Ly\^. I thank his grace, and kiss his 

hand. 

lifar. But is the main of all your business ended in 

this ? 1 j % 

ZviT. 1 have another, but a worse : 1 am ashamed : it 

ii a business- 

Mar. You seem a worthy person, and a stranger I am 
sure you arc : vou may employ me, if you please, without 
your purse; such offices should ever be ihcir own 

rewards. 

1 am bound to your nobleness. 

Mar. I may have need of you, and then this courtesy, 

If it be any, is not ill bcsto'ved. 

But may 1 civilly desire the rest? 

I shall not be a hurtcr. if no helper. 

Lvc. Sir, you shall know 1 have lost a 

’w' 

tiauglucr. 

And with her all my patience ; pilfered away 
By a mean captain of your King’s. 

Mar. Slay there, sir : 

If he have reached the noble worth of captain, 


foolish 
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He may well claim a worthy gentlewoman, 

'I'liough she were yours and noble. 

Ly^. 1 grant all that too. But this wretched fellow 
Reaches no further than the empty name 
'I'hat serves to feed him : were he valiant, 

Or had luU in him any noble nature, 

’Thai might hereafter promise him a good man. 

My cares were so much lighter, and my grave 
A s}»an yet from me. 

Mar. 1 confess, such fellows 
Be in ail royal camps, and have and must be, 
d'o make the sin of coward more detestetl 
In the mean soldier, that with such a foil 
Sets off much valour. By description, 

1 should now guess him to you ; it was Hessus, 

I dare almost with confidence pronounce it. 

Z.yg. * ris such a scurvy name as Bessus ; and now 
I think, "tis he. 

Afar. Captain do you call him ? 

Believe me, sir, you have a misery 

Too mighty for your age : a pox upon him ! 

For that must be the end of all his servic;e. 

Your daughter was not mad, sir ? 

No ; would she had been ! 

'I’he fault had had more credit. I won hi do something. 

Afar. I would lain counsel you, but to what I know 
not. 

He’s so below a beating, that the women 
Find him not worthy of their distaves ; and 
'Fo hang liim were to cast away a roiie. 

He’s such an airy, thin, unbodied coward, 

'I'hat no revenge can catch him. 
ril tell you, sir, and tell you truth ; this rascal 
Fears neither God nor man ; has been so beaten, 
Sufferance has made him wainscot; he has had, 

Since he was first a slave, 

At least three hundred daggers set in’s head. 
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As little boys do new knives in hot meat ; 

Theres not a rib in’s body, o' my conscience, 

That has not been thrice broken with dr>- beating ; 

And now his sides look like two wicker targets, 

Kverj'' way bended : 

Children will shortly take him for a wall. 

And set their stone-bows ’ in his forehead. He 
Is of so base a sense, I cannot in 
A week imagine what should be done to him. 

Ayg. Sure, I have committed some great sin, 

'I'hat this strange follow should be made my rcnl : 

I would see him ; but I shall have no patience. 

Mar. ’Tis no great matter, if you have not. If a lam¬ 
ing of him, or such a toy, may do you pleasure, sir, he 
has it for you ; and I’ll help you to him : ’tis no news to 
him to have a leg broken or a slioulder out, with being 
turned o’ the stones like a tansy. Draw not your sword, 
if you love it ; for, on my conscience, his head will break 
it : we use him i’ the wars like a ram, to shake .a wall 

withal. 

Here comes the very person of him ; do 

As you shall find your temper ; I must leave you 

But if you do not break him like a biscuit, 

You are much to blame, sir. yEstt. 

J^tjtrr Brisst^s nffd tn^o Swordsmen. 

I,yg. Is your name Bessus? 

Ii€s. ^len call me Captain Bessus. 
lyg. Then, Captain Bessus, 

You are a rank rasr.al, witliout more exordiums, 

:\ dirty, frozen slave ! and with the favour 
< )f your friends here, I will beat you. 

2fid Sw, M- I*my, use your pleasure, sir ; you seem 

to be 

A gentleman. 

Lyg Thus, Ca])tain Bessus, thus ! 

^ Ctoss-l>o\YS which jiropcIK-d stones* 
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Thus twinge your nose, thus kick, S^Kicks him^ and 

thus tread you. 

Bes. 1 do beseech you, yield your cause, sir, quickly 
Lyg. Indeed, 1 should have told you that first. 

Bes. I take it so. 

\st S'tK J/. Captain, he should, indeed; he is mistaken. 
Lyg. Sir, you shall have it rpiickly, ami more beating : 
You have stolen away a lady. Captain Coward, 

And such a one- 

Bfs. Hold, 1 beseech you, hoKl, sir ! 

I never yet stole any living thing 
That had a tooth about it. 

Lyg. Sir, I know you dare lie. 

Bfi. \N'ilh none but summer-whores, upon my life 
sir ; 

My means and manners never could attempt 
.Above a hedge or haycock, 

Lyg. Sirrah, that tjuits not me. Where is this lady? 
Do that you do not use to do, tell truth, 

Or, by my band, 1^11 beat your captain’s brains out. 

Wash ’em and put 'em in again, that will, 

B<rs. There wa.s a ladv, sir. I must confess. 

Once in my charge ; the I^rince Tigrancs gave her 
'I'o my guartl, for her safely. How I used her 
She may herself report ; she’s with the prince now : 

I did but wait upon her like a groom, 

Which she will testify, I am sure ; if not. 

My brains are at your ser\'ice, when you please, sir, 

And glad I have ’em for you. 

Lyg, This is most likely. Sir, I ask your pardoi>, 

And am sorry I was so intemperate. 

Bci. Well, I can ask no more. You would think it 
strange now to have me beat you at first sight. 

Lyg. Indeed I would ; Vjui I know your goodness c an 
forget twenty beatings ; you must forgive me. 

Bes. Yes; there’s my hand. ('lO where you will, 1 
shall think you a valiant fellow, for all this. 
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J^yg, My daughter is a whore; 

1 feel it now too sensible; yet I will see her; 

Discharge myself of being father to her. 

And then back to my country, and there <Ue.— \AsuU. 
h'arewell, captain. 

Bes. Farewell, sir, farewell ; 

Commend me to the gentlewoman, I pray. 

I.YOONF^. 

15 / .5*7^^ I^f. How now, captain ? bear up, man. 

Bes. Gentlemen o’ the sword, your hands once more : 
I have 

Been kicked again ; but the foolish fellow is penitent. 
Has asked me mercy, and my honour’s safe- 

znd Sto. Af. We knew that, or the foolish fellow had 
better 

Have kicked his grandsire. 

B€s. Confirm, confirm, I pray. 

15 / Stv. Af. There be our hands again. 

■znd Stv. Af. Now let him come, 

And say he was not sorry, and he sleeps for it. 

Bes. -Mas, good, ignorant old man ! let him go, 

Let him go ; these courses will undo him. 



SCKN !•: 11. ~~A Prison. 

Enfrr I.vr.oN KS ami B AC UR I US. 

Ba^. My lord, your authority is good, and I am glad 
it is so ; for my consent would never hinder you from 
seeing your own King : I am a minister, but not a 
governor of this state. Vender is your King ; I’ll leave 
you. [Ext/. 

Enter 'F i o ran F-s a mi Sr ACON i a . 
fyg. There he is, 

Indeed, and with him my disloyal child. 
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Ti^, I do perceive my fault so much, that yet, 

Methinks, ihoii shouklst not have forgiven me. 

Lyg. Health to your majesty ! 

Ti)^. What, good Lygones ! 

Welcome : what business brought thee hither? 

Several 

businesses : my public business will appear 

l>y this ; I have a message to deliver, [OiZ'es a paper. 

Which, if it please you so to authorize, 

Is an embassage from the Armenian state 
Unto Arbaces for your liberty : 

The offer’s there set down ; please you to read it. 

Tigr. There is no alteration happened since 
I came thence ? 

Lyg. None, sir ; all is as it was. 

Tigr. And all our friends are well? [riCRANES reads. 
Lyg. All very well. 

Spa. Though I have done nothing but what was good, 

I dare not see my fatlier; it was fault 
Enough not to acquaint him with that good. [AsAfe. 
Lyg. Madam, I should have seen you. 

Spa. Oh, good sir, forgive me ! 

Lyg. Eorgive you ! vvhy, I am no kin to you, am I ? 
.Spa. Should it be measured by my mean deserts. 
Indeed you are not. 

Lyg. 'Fhou couldst prate unhappily * 

Ere thou couldst go ; would thou couldst do as well ! 

And how does vour custom hoUl out here ? 

* 

Spa. Sir ? 

Lyg. Are you in private still, or how ? 

Spa. What do you mean ? 

Lyg. Do y'ou take money ? are you come to sell sin 
yet ? perhaps I can help you to liberal clients; or has 
not the King cast you off yet? Oh, thou vile creature, 
whose best commendation is, that thou art a young 
whore ! I would thy mother had lived to see this ; or, 

' t,€. Mischicvoiisly. 



90 


A KING AND NO KING. 


[act V. 


rather, that I had died ere I had seen it ! Why didst 
not make me acquainted when thou wert first resolved to 
be a whore ? 

I would have seen thy hot lust satisfied 
More privately : I would have kept a dancer. 

And a whole consort ‘ of musicians. 

In my own house, only to fiddle thee. 

Sir, I was nev'er whore. 

AkC- thou couldst not 
Say so much for thyself, thou shouldst be carted. 

T'igr. Lygoncs, I have read it, and I like it; 

You shall deliver it. 

Well, sir, I will : 

Hut I have private business with you, 

'J'igt'. Speak, what is’t ? 

How has my age deser\’ed so ill of you, 

'I'hat you can pick no strumpets i’ the land, 

Hut out of my breed ? 

Tigr. Strumpets, good Hygones ! 

Lyg. Ves ; and I wish to have you know, I scorn 
To get a whore for any prince alive ; 

Anti yet scorn will not hel[> : methinks, my daughter 
Might have been spared ; there were enow besides. 

'J'fgr. May I not prosper but she's innocent 
As morning light, for me ! and, I dare swear. 

For all the world. 

'\^hy is she with you, then ? 

('an she wait on you better than your man ? 
n.TS she a gift in plucking oft your stockings? 

('an she make caudles well, or cut your corns ? 

Why <lo you keep her with you ? For a queen, 

I know, you do contemn her ; so should I ; 

And every subject else think much at it. 

Tiyr. I.el ’em think much ; but 'tis more firm than 
earth, 

'Fhou scest thy queen there. 

* Company, b.'\nd. 










sCENr; II.] 


./ A'/xa Axn xo k/xg. 


91 


Lyg, 'I'lien have I made a fair hand: I called licr 
whore. If I sluill %\\c:\k now as her father, I cannot 
choose but greatly rejoice that she shall be a queen ; but 
if I shall speak to you as a statesman, she were more ht 
to be your whore. 

7 /<»r. Gel vou about your business to Arbaces ; 

Now you talk idly. 

/-yV- Ves, sir, I will go. 

And shall she be a (jueen ? she had more wit 
Than her oUl father, when she ran away : 

Shall she be a queen ? now, by my trotli. 'tis fine, 
ril dance out of all measure at her wedding ; 

Shall I not, sir ? 

Yes, marr^', shall thou. 

AxC- I’il make these witherj.tl ke\es ' bear my body 
I'wo hours together above grotiml. 

Tigr. Nay, go ; 

My business rerjuircs baste. 

Avg. Good ni'aVen preserve yon 1 
\*ou arc an excellent King. 

S/>i7. Farewell, good fatiicr. 

/.viT. Farewell, sweet, virtuous daughter. 

1 never was so joyful in my life, 

That I remember : shall she be a queen ? 

Now I perceive a man may weep for joy ; 

I had thought tlK*y had lied th.it said so. [/T.r/V. 

'/Vgr. Come, my dear love. 

S/>a. But you m.iy see another, 

May alter that again. 

7 »r. Urcte it no more : 

I have made up a new strong constancy. 

Not to be shook with eyes, I know 1 inve 
'I he j assions of a man ; Init if 1 meet 
With any subject that sliould hold my eyes 
More firmly than is fit. I'll think of thee, 

.•\nd run a%vay from it ; let that suffice. 

* Ory ^:alks. 


[ /' aw//// 
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SCENE III. — A Room in the House of Bacurius. 

Unter Bacurius and Servant. 

Bac, Three gentlemen without, to speak with me ? 
Rtrv, Yes, sir. 

Bae. Let them come in. 

SenK I'hey are entered, sir, already. 

Enter Bessus and tivo Sword-men. 

Bac, Now, fellows, your business ?—Are these the 
gentlemen ? 

Bcs. My lord, I have made bold to bring these 
gentlemen. 

My friends o’ the sword, along with me. 

Bac, I am 

Afraid you’ll fight, then. 

Bcs, My good lord, I will not; 

Your lordship is mistaken ; fear not, lord. 

Bac. Sir, I am sorry for’t. 

Bcs. I ask no more in honour.—Gentlemen, 

Von hear my lord is sorr)\ 

Bac. Not that I have 

Beaten you, but beaten one that will be beaten ; 

One whose dull body will require a lamming,* 

As surfeits do the diet, spring and fall. 

Now, to your sword-mcn : 

What come they for, good Captain Stockfish ? 

Bcs. It seems your lordship has forgot my nam.if. 

Bac, No, nor your nature neither ; ihovjgh they are 
riiings filter, I must confess, for any thing 
'I'han my remembrance, or any honest man's : 

What shall these billets do ? be piled up in my wood- 
yard ? 

Bcs. Your lordship holds your mirth still ; Heaven con¬ 
tinue it ! 

But, for these gentlemen, they come— 

^ Ifcnting. 
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Biic. To swear 

Vou are a coward : spare your book ; I do believe it. 

Bcs. Your lordship still draws wide ; they come to 
vouch, 

Under their valiant hands, 1 am no coward. 

Bijc. rhat would be a show, indeed, worth seeing. 
Sirrali, be wise, and take money for this motion ‘ ; travel 
with it; and where the name of liessus has lieen known, 
or a good coward stirring, ’twill yield more than a tilling ; 
this will prove more beneficial to you, if you be thrifty, 
than your captainship, and more natural.—Men of most 

valiant hands, is this true ? 

2Tid Su’. M. It is so, most renowned. 

I>ac. ’Tis somewliat strange. 

\Si Sw, J/. Lord, it is strange, yet true. 

We have examined, from your lordship’s foot there 
To this man’s head, the nature of the beatings ; 

And we do fnul his honour is come off 

Clean and sufficient; this, as our swords shall help us ! 

Juic. You are much bound to your bilbo-men 
I am glad you are straight again, capuin. ’'rwere good 
You would think on way to gratify them : 

'They have undergone a labour for you, Lessus, 

W ould have puzzled Hercules with all his valour. 

2ud Your lordship must understand we are no 

men 

O’ the law, that take pay for our opinions ; 

It is sufficient wc have clearefl our friend. 

Bac. Yet there is something due, which I, as touched 
In conscience, will discliarge.—Captain, I’ll pay 
i'his rent for you. 

Bcs. Spare yourself, my good lord ; 

My brave friends aim at nothing but the virtue. 

Bac. That’s but a cold discharge, sir, for their pains. 


* riJ|>l>€l-ShoU. 

3 S•men* A S[)^riish sword was called n 
bilboa, its place of manufacture. 


** bilbo,” from 
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2tid S<i'. C), lord ! iny good lord E 

Dac. 13ti not so modest ; 1 will give you something. 
Bes. They shall dine with your lordship; that’s sufti- 
cient. 

Btic. Something in hand the while. You rogues, you 
apple -squires,' 

Do you come hither, with your bottled valour, 

Your windy froth, to limit out my beatings. \^Kicks thetn. 
\st Stv. Af. I <lo beseech your lordship ! 

2 ml Su>. Af. Oh, good lord ! 

Bac. ’Sfooi, what a bevy of beaten slaves are here !— 
Get me a ciulgel, sirrah, and a lough one. \IZxit Servant. 
2nd .S'?*'. Af. More of )'our foot, I do beseech your 
lordship ! 

Btic. You shall, you shall, dog, .and your fellow beagle. 
\st Stv. fif. O’ this side, good my lord. 

Bac. Olf with your swords ; for if you hurt my foot, 
ril hav'c you (lead, you rascals. 

\st S7{.*. Jif. Mine's off, iny lord. 

2 ntl .S~v. Af. 1 beseech your lordship, stay a little ; my 
strap’s 

Tied to my coti-piecc point ; now, when you please. 

[ Bluy off t/icir stvords. 
Btic. Captain, these are your valiant friends 1 you 
Long for a little too ? 

Bes. I am vcr>- well, I humbly thank your lordship. 
Bac. What’s that in your pocket hurts iny toe, you 
mongrel ? 

I’hy buttocks cannot be so hard ; out with 't quickly 
2 nd AVe. Af. [out a pistol.^ Here ’tis, sir; 

.V small piece of artiller>', that a gentleman, 

.\ dear friend of your lordship’s, sent me with 
To get it mended, sir ; for, if you mark, 

'I'he nose is somewhat loose. 

Bac. A friend of mine, you rascal !— 


' Kept gnll.-\nLs, [>]iup>. 
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I was never wearier of doing nothing 
Than kicking these two foot-balls. 

Re'^tticr Servant, a 
Sfri'. Here’s a good cudgel, sir. 

Bac. It comes too late ; I am weary ; pfirhee, do thou 
beat them. 

2 fid Stv, J/. My lord, this is foul i>lay, i’faith, to put 
A fresh man upon us: men are but men, sir. 

B(U. 'I’hat jest shall save your bones.—Captain, rally 
up your rotten regiment, and begone.—I had rather 
thrash than be bound to kick these rascals till they cried 
ho !—Bessiis, you may put your hand to them now, and 
then you are quit.—Farewell : as you like this, pray visit 
me again ; 'twill keep me in good breath. [^.r/V. 

2/id Sn*. Af. I Fas a devilish hard foot; I never felt 
the like. 

ir/ Sii'. A/. Xor I ; and yet, I’m sure, I lia' felt a 
hundred. 

StV. A/. If he kick thus i* the dog-days, he will be 
dry-foundered.— 

What cure now, captain, besides oil of bays ? 

Bcs. \Vhy, well enough, 1 warrant )'ou ; you can go ? 
2 /nI .SVr. Af. Yes, Heaven be thanked ! but I feel a 
shrewd ache ; 

Sure, li’as sprung my huckle-bone, 
ir/ .Suf. Af. I ha' lost a haunch. 

B€s. .'\ little butter, friend, a little butter ; 

Butter and parsley is a sovereign matter: 

Prohatum cst. 

2 nd SuK Af. Captain, we must request 
Your hand now to our honours. 

lies. Yes, marry', shall ye ; 

And then let all the world come ; we are valiant 
1 o ourselves, and there's an end. 

^st Sw. Af. Nay', then, we must 
Be valiant Oh my ribs ! 
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2 nd Sii\ M. Oh, my small guts ! 

A plague upon these sharp-toed shoes ! they are mur¬ 
derers. [JLxeunt. 



SCENE IV'. —An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Aruaces, “vith his sword drawn. 

Arb. It is resolved : I bore it whilst I could ; 

I can no more. Hell, open all thy gates, 

And I will thorough them : if they be shut, 

ril batter ’em, but I will find the place 

W'here the most damned have dwelling. Ere I end, 

Amongst them all they shall not have a sin, 

But I may call it mine: I must begin 
With murder of my friend, and so go on 
'I'o that incestuous ravishing, and end 
My life and sins with a forbidden blow 
Upon myself \ 

Enter MaKDOXIUS. 

Mar, What tragedy is near? 

'That hand was never wont to draw a sword. 

Hut it cried “ dead to something. 

Arb. Mardonius, 

I lave you bi<l Clobrias conic ? 

Mar. How do you, sir ? 

Arb. Well. Is he coming? 

Mar. Why, sir, arc you thus? 

Why docs your hand proclaim a lawless war 

Aga inst yourself ? 

Arb, ^rhou answcr’si me one ([ueslion with another : 

Is (lobrias coming ? 

Afar. Sir, he is. 

Arb. ' ris well : 

I can forbear your questions, then ; begone. 
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Aftir. Sir, I have marked- 

Afb. Mark less; it troubles you and me. 

Mar, You are 

More variable than you were. 

ArK It may be so. 

Mar. ro-<lay no hermit could be humlder 
I'han you were to us all. 

Arif. And what of this ? 

Mar. And now you take new rage into your eyes. 
As you would look us all out of the land, 

Arl*. I do confess it; will that satisfy ? 

I i)rithee, get thee gone. 

Afar. Sir» 1 will speak. 

Arb. Will ye ? 

Afar. It is my duty. 

I fear you will kill yourself; I am a subject, 

And y'ou shall do me wrong in’t; *tis my cause, 

.•\nd I may speak. 

Arb. 'I liou art not trained in sin, 

It seems, Mardonius: kill myselt ! by Heaven, 

I will not do it yet ; and when 1 will, 

I’ll tell thee ; then 1 shall be such a creature, 

*^1 hat thou wilt give me leave without a word. 

'Fhcrc is a method in man’s wickedness ; 

It grows ui> by degrees : I am not come 
So high as killing of myself ; ihere are 
.\ hundred thousand sins ’twixt me atid it, 

Which I must do ; 1 shall come to't at last, 

But, take my oath, not now. Be satisfied, 

.Anti get thee hence. 

Afar. I am sorry ’tis so ill. 

Arb. Be sorry, then : 

True sorrow is alone ; grieve by thyself. 

Afar. I pray you, let me se‘e your sword i>ul up 
Before I go; TU leave you then. 

Arb. \SfuaIfling his sword.\ ^^'hy, so. 

What folly is this in thee ? is it not 

licitu. & t . — 2 - 


H 
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As apt to mischief as it was before ? 

Can I not reach it, think'st thou ? These are toys 
For children to be pleased with, and not men. 

Now I am safe, you think : I would the book 
Of Fate were here : my sword is not so sure 
But I would get it out, and mangle that. 

That all the Destinies should quite forget 
Their fixed decrees, and haste to make us new 
For other fortunes : mine could not be worse. 

Wilt thou now leave me ? 

Afar. Heaven put into your bosom temperate thoughts! 
ril leave you, though I fear. 

Arb. Go; thou art honest. Makdoxius, 

Why should the hasty errors of my youth 
Be so unpardonable to draw a sin,. 

Helpless, upon me ? 

Etiftr Gobrias. 

GoIk There is the King ; 

Now it is ripe. \_Asi(ii 

Arb, Draw near, thou guilty man. 

That art the author of the loathed'st crime 
Five ages have brought forth, and hear me speak : 

Curses incurable, and all the evils 
Ivlan^s body or his spirit can receive. 

Be with thee I 

Gob. \\’hy, sir, do you curse me thus ? 

Arb. Why do I curse thee ! If there be a man 
Subtle in curses, that exceetls the rest, 

His worst wish on thee ! thou hast broke my heart. 

< 7 ob. How, sir ! have I preserved you, from a child, 
From all the arrows malice or ambition 
Could shoot at you, and have I this for pay ? 

Arb. 'I'is true, thou didst preserve me, and in that, 
Wert crueller than hardened murderers 
Of infants and their mothers ; thou di<lst save me, 

Only till thou hadst studied out a way 
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How to destroy me cunningly thyself ; 

*This was a curious way of torturing. 

Gob. What do you mean ? 

Arb. Thou know’st the evils thou hast done to me : 
Dost thou remember all those witching letters 
Thou sent’st unto me to Armenia, 

Killed with the praise of my beloved sister, 

Where thou extobdst her beauty ?—what had 1 
To do with that ? what could her beauty be 
To me ?—and thou didst write how well she loved me, ^ 
Dost thou remember this ?—so that I doted 
Something before I saw her. 

Gob. This is true. 

Arb. Is it ? and, when 1 was returned, thou know'st 
Thou didst pursue it, till thou wound’st me in 
'I'o such a strange and unbelieved affection 
As good men cannot think on. 

Gob. 'I'his I grant : 

I think 1 was the cause. 

Arb. Wert thou ? nay, more, 

I think thou mean'st it. 

Gob. Sir, 1 hate a lie: 

As I love Heaven and honesty, I did; 

It was my meaning. 

Arb. Be thine oum sad judge ; 

A further condemnation will not need : 

Prepare thyself to die. 

Gob. Why, sir, to die ? 

Arb. Why should'st thou live? was ev'er yet offender 
So impudent, that had a thought of mercy 
After confession of a crime like this? 

Get out I cannot where thou hurl’st me in ; 

But I can take revenge ; that’s all the sweetness 
I-eft for me. 

Gob. Now is the time \^AsbIr .'\—Hear me but speak, 
Arb. No. V'et I will be far more merciful 
Than thou wert to me : thou didst steal into me 


il z 
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And never gav*st me warning ; so much time 
As 1 give thee now, had prevented me 
For ever. Notwithstanding all thy sins, 

If thou hast hope that there is yet a prayer 
To save thee, turn and speak it to thyself. 

Co/*. Sir, you shall know your sins, before you do’em: 

If you kill me-- 

Ar/^. I will not stay, tlren. 

Co/f. Know, 

You kill your father. 

A rb. H ow ! 

Gob. You kill your father. 

Arb. My father ! Though I know it for a lie. 

Made out of fear, to save thy stained life. 

The verj' reverence of the word comes ’cross me, 

And ties mine arm down. 

Gob. I will tell you that 
Shall heighten you again : I am thy father ; 

I charge thee hear me. 

Arb. If it should be so. 

As *iis most false, and that I should be found 
A bastard issue, the despised fruit 
Of lawless lust, I should no more admire ' 

All my wild passions. But another truth 
Shall be wrung from ihce : if I could come by 
The spirit of pain, it should be poured on thee, 

Till thou allow’st thyself more full of lies 
Than he that teaches thee. 

linUr Arane. 

Ara. 'Turn thee about: 

I come to speak to thee, thou wicked man , 

Hear me, thou tyrant! 

Arb. I will turn to thee . 

Hear luc, thou strumpet ! I have blotted out 
'I'lic name of mother, as thou hast thy shame. 

' Wonflcr at. 


t 
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Ara. My shame ! 'Fhou hast less shame than any thing : 
Why dost thou keep my daughter in a prison ? 

Why dost thou call her sister, and do this ? 

Arb. Cease, thou strange impudence, and answer 
quickly ! [^Hraws his sivord. 

If thou contemn'st me, this will ask an answer, 

And have it. 

Ara. Help me, gentle Gobrias ! 

Arb. Guilt dare not help guilt: though they grow 
together 

In doing ill, yet at the punishment 

rhey sever, and each tlies the noise of other, 

'I'hink not of help ; answer ! 

Ara. I will ; to what ? 

Arb. To such a thing, as, if it be a truth, 

Think what a creature thou hast made thyself, 

That didst not shame to do what I must blush 
Only to ask thee. Tell me who I am. 

Whose son I am, without all circumslance ; 

He thou as hasty as my sword will be, 

If thou refusest. 

Ara. Why you are his son, 

Arb. His son ! swear, swear, thou worse than woman 
damned ' 

Ara. By all that’s good, you are I 
Arb. Then art thou all 

That ever was known bad. Now is the cause 
Of all my strange misfortunes come to lighu 
What reverence expect’st thou from a child, 

To bring forth which thou hast offended He.aven, 

Thy husband, and the land ? Adulterous witch. 

I know now why thou wouldst have poisoned me ; 

I was thy lust, which thou wouldst have forgot : 

Then, wicked mother of my sins and me, 

.Show me the w'ay to the inheritance 
I have by thee, which is a spacious world 
Of impious acts, that 1 may soon possess it. 
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Plagues rot thee as thou liv’st, and such diseases 
As use to pay lust recompense thy deed ! 

Vou do not know why you curse thus. 

Ar^. Too well. 

You are a pair of vipers ; and, behold, 

'Phe ser]>ent you have got ! There is no beast. 

But, if he knew it, has a pedigree 

As brave as mine, for they liave more descents ; 

And 1 am every way as beastly got. 

As far without the compass of a law. 

As they. 

Ara. You spend your rage and words in vain. 

And rail upon a guess : hear us a little. 

Arfi. No, I will never hear, but talk away 
My breath, and die. 

Why, but you arc no bastard. 

Arif, How's that ? 

Aru. Nor child of mine. 

Arif. Still you go on 
In wonders to me. 

Gofi. Pray you, be more patient ; 

I may bring comfort to you. 

Ard. I will kneel, \^K/U£is 

.\nd hear with the obedience of a child. 

Good father, speak : I do acknowledge you. 

So you bring comfort. 

Goh. I'irst know, our last King, your supposed father, 
Was old and feeble when he married her, 

.And almost all the land as she, past hope 
Of issue from him. 

Arff, 'J‘herefore she took K*ave 
'I'o play the whore, because the King was old ; 

Is this the comfort ? 

Ara. What will you find out 
'I'o give me satisfaction, when you find 
How you have injured me ? l.ct fire consume me, 

If ever 1 were whore ! 
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Gob. Forbear these starts. 

Or I will leave you wedded to despair, 

As you arc now. If you can find a temper, 

My breath shall be a pleasant western wind. 

That cools and lilasts not. 

Arb. Uring it out, good father, 
ril lie, and listen here as reverently [Z/cr down 

As to an angel : if I breathe too loud, 

I'cll me; for I would be as still as night. 

Gob. Our King, I say, was old ; and this our queen 

Desired to bring an heir, but yet her husband 
She thought was past it ; and to be dishonest, 

1 think she would not : if she woukl have been, 

The truth is, she was watched so narrowly, 

Aiui had so slender opportunities, 

She hardly could have been. But yet her cunning 
Found out this way ; she feigned herself with child 
And posts were sent in haste throughout the land. 

And God was humbly thanked in every churcli. 

That so had blessed the queen, and prayers were made 

For her safe going and delivery. 

She feigned now to grow bigger ; and percciveil 
This hope of issue made her feared, ai^d brought 
A far more large respect from every man, 

.And saw her power increase, and was resolved. 

Since she believed she could not haveY indeed, 

At least she would l>e thought to have a child. 

Arb. Do I not hear it well ? nay, 1 will make 
No noise at all ; but, pray you, to the point, 

Quick as you can. 

Gob. Now when the lime was full 
She should be brought to bed, I had a son 
Born, which was you. I hi.s the queen hearing of, 
Moved me to let lier have you ; and such reasons 
She showed me, as she knew would tie 
My secrecy ; she swore you should be King ; 

.And, to be short, L did deliver you 
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Unto her, and pretended you were dead. 

And in mine own house kept a funeral, 

And had an empty coftin put in earth. 

'I'hat night the queen feigned hastily to labour. 

And by a i>air of women of her own, 

wnioin she had charmed, she made the world believe 

She was delivered of you. You grew up 

As the icing's son, till you were six years old : 

'rhen did the King die, and did leave to me 
Protection of the realm ; and, contrary* 

To his own expectation, left this queen 
'Fruly with child, indeed, of the fair princess 
Panthea. Then she could have tom her hair, 

.And did alone to me, yet durst not speak 
In public, for slie knew she should be found 
A traitor, and her tale would have been thought 
Madness, or any thing rather than truth. 

This was the only cause why she did seek 
'Po poison you, and I to keep you safe; 

.And this the reason why 1 sought to kindle 
Some sparks of love in you to fair Panthea, 

That she might get part of her right again. 

Arb, And have you made an end now ? is this all ? 
If not, I will be still till I be aged. 

Till all my hairs be silver. 

Gob. 'Phis is all. 

Arb. And is it true, say you too, madam? 

Ara. Yes ; 

Heaven knows, it is most true. 

Arb. Panthea, then, is not my sister ? 

(job. No. 

Arb. Hut can you prove this ? 

Gob, If you will give consent, 

I*'lse who dares go about it? 

Arb. Give consent 1 

W'hy, I will have 'em all that know it rackc<l 
'Po get tnis from ’em.—All that wait without, 


V 
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Come in ; whate’er you be, come in, and be 
Partakers of my joy !— 

Ki-enUr Mardon'ius, 7vith Bessus, iivo Gentlemen, 

and Attendants. 

Oh, you are welcome ! 

Mardonius, the best news !—nay, draw no nearer * 

They all shall hear it,—I am found no King. 

Mar. Is that so good news ? 

«■ 

Aro. Yes, the happiest news 
'I'hat e’er was heard. 

Mar. Indeed, 'iwere well for you 
If you might be a little less obeyed. 

Arb. One call the queen. 

Mar. Why, she is there. 

Arb. 'I'he queen, 

Mardonius ! Panthea is the queen. 

And I am plain Arbaces.—Go, some one ; 

She is ill (iobrias* house, ist Gentleman 

Since I saw you, 

There are a thousand things delivered to me 
You little dream of 

Afar. So it should seem.—My lor<I, 

What fury’s this ? 

Gob. Believe me, ’tis no fury' ; 

-'Ml that he says is truth. 

Mar. ’I'is very strange. 

Arb. Why do you keep your hats off, gentlemen 
Is it to me? I swear, it must not be ; 

Nay, trust me, in good faith, it must not be : 

3 cannot now command you ; but I pray you, 

For the respect you bare me when you took 
Me for your King, each man claj) on his hat 
At my desire. 

Afar. We will : but you are not found 
So mean a man but that you may be covered 
.\s well as we ; may you not ? 
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Arb. Oil, not here ! 

You may, but not I, for here is rny father 
In presence, 
jMar. Where ? 

Arb, Why, there. Oh, the whole story 
Would be a wilderness, to lose thyself 
For ever !—Oh, pardon me, dear father. 

For all the idle and unreverent words 
That I have spoke in idle moods to you !— 

I am Arbaces ; we all fellow-subjects; 

Xor is the Queen Panlhca now my sister. 

lies. Why, if you remember, fellow-subject Arbaces, I 
told you once she was not your sister ; ay, and she 
looketl nothing like j'ou. 

Arb. T think you did, good Captain Bessus. 

/>V.c Here will arise another question now amongst 
the sword-rnen, whether I be to call him to account for 
beating me, now he is proved no king. \_AsNe. 


ILflier Lycones, 


Jifar. Sir, here’s Lygones, the agent for the Armenian 
state. 

Arb. Where is he?—I know your business, good 


I .vgones. 

N\*c must have our King again, and will. 
ylrb. I knew that was your business. \ on shall hav'C 


\*oijr King again ; and have him so again 
,‘\s never King was had.—fio, one o( you, 

Anti bid Baciirius bring Tigranes hither; 

And firing the huly with him, that Fanthca, 

The Queen Panthea, sent me wortl this morning 


yiCxit and (ientleman. 


Was brave 'ligranes' mi si less. 

Lvi^. ’ I'is Spaconia. 

, Irb. Ay% ay, S[)aeonia, 

I.vi:. She is my daughter. 

^Irb. She is so : 1 could now tell any thing 
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1 never heard. Your King shall go so home 
As never man went. 

A/iir. Shall he go on’s head ? 

ArA He sliall have chariots easier than air, 

That I will have invented ; and ne’er think 
He shall pay any ransom ; and thyscll, 

That art the messenger, shall ride before hitn 
On a horse cut out of an entire diamond. 

That shall be made to go with golden wheels, 

1 know not how yet. 

hy, I shall be made 

For ever ! 'I’hey belied this King with us. 

And said he was unkind. [AnJc-. 

Arb, .-Xnd then thy daughter ; 

She shall have some strange thing : we’ll have the 
kingtlom 

Sold utterly and pul into a toy, 

Which she shall wear about her carelessly, 

Somcwliere or other. 

KftUr P.a.nthe.^ <*'//// I St Gentleman. 

See, the virtuous c|ueen I— - 

Behold the humblest subject that you have. 

Kneel here before you. [A/;cr/j. 

Pan. Why kneyl you to me. 

That am your vassal ? 

Arb. (irant me one retiuest. 

Pan. .'Mas ; what can 1 grant you ? what I can 
I will. 

Arb. 'I'hal you will please to marry me. 

If I can prove it lawful. 

Pan. Is that all ? 

More willinjily than I would draw this air. 

Arb. \I<isin^.'\ I’ll kiss this hand in earnest. 

R^-enfrr 3nd Gentleman. 

2nd G^nt. Sir, 'Figranes 
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Is coming, though he made it strange* at first 
To see the princess any more. 

Arb. The ciueen, 

Thou mean’st* 

Entrr TigranES and Spaconia. 

Oh, my Tigranes, pardon me ! 

Fread on my neck ; I freely offer it ; 

And, if thou be’st so given, take revenge, 

I'or I have injured thee. 

Ti^r. No ; I forgive, 

And rejoice more that you have found repentance 

I'han I my liberty. 

Arb. Mayst thou be happy 
In thy fair choice, for thou art temperate ! 

You owe no ransom to the state ! Know that 
I have a thousand joys to tell you of, 

Which yet I dare not utter, till I pay 
My thanks to Heaven for 'cm. Will you go 
With me, and help me ? pray you, do. 

Tigr. I will. 

Arb. Take, then, your fair one with you :—and you, 
queen 

Of goodness and of us, oh, give me leave 

'I'o take your arm in mine !—Come, every one 

That takes delight in goodness, help to sing 

Loud thanks for me, that I am proved no King! \^Excun(. 


‘ A lu.Utc!- o( scruple. 
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Bonduca. 


Nknnius, a British Commander. 

Hen'go, Nephew to Caratach and Bonduca. 

Su ETON I us. General of the Roman Army in Britain, 


P<KNr US, 

Junius, 

Demetrius, 

Dfcius, 

Bktim.ius, 

CURIUS, 

Kegueus, ( 

Drusus, ' 


. Roman Captains. 

) 

Roman Ofificers, subordinate to 


Macer, a Lieutenant. 


Pa-:Nius 


Tui>AS, a Corporal. 
Herald. 

Druids. 

Soldiers. 


(hitdes, Servants. 

Bonduca, Queen of the Iccni. 

Her two Daughters, by Pfasutagus. 


SCKNR.—Britain. 






















ACT THE EIRST. 


SCENE \.— TIu nritish Camp. 

E7}t€r Bonduca, Daughters, Hf.ngo, Neknits, arid 

Soldiers. 

The hardy Romans 1—oh, ye 
of Britain ! 

Lt:A 1 t Iff,/ (jf arms, the blushing shame 

ers ! 

V<51 ^ these the men that conquer by 


V 


!> 


_ inheritance ? 

I'he fortune-makers? these the Julians 


EfiUr Caratach, behind. 

'I'hat with the sun measure the end ol natiuc, 

.Making the world but one Rome and one („a:snr ? 
Shame, how they flee ! C;esar’s soft soul dwells in em. 
I hcir mothers got 'em sleeping, Pleasure nursetl ern . 
Their bodies sweat with sweet oils, love’s alluiernenl''. 
Not lusty arms. Dare they send these to seek us. 
These Roman girls? Is Britain grown so wanton ^ 
Twice we hav'e beat ’em, Nennius, scattered em : 

And through their big-boned Germans, oit ^^ho^e pikes 
The honour of their actions sits in triurnpli. 


r. 


1 
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Made themes for songs to shame ’em : and a woman, 
A woman beat 'em, Nennius ; a weak woman, 

A woman beat these Romans ! 

Car. {coming forward) So it seems 
A man would shame to talk so. 

Bond, Who's that ? 

Car. I. 

Bond. Cousin, do you grieve my fortunes ? 

Car, No, FJonduca ; 

If I grieve, *tis the bearing of your fortunes : 

Von put too much wind to your sail : discretion 
And hardy valour arc the twins of honour. 

And, nursed together, make a conqueror ; 

Divided, but a talker. *Tis a truth, 

That Rome has fled before us twice, and routed ; 

A truth we ought to crown the gods for, latly, 

.And not our tongues ; a truth is none of ours. 

Nor in our ends, more than the noble bearing ; 

For then it leaves to be a virtue, lady, 

And we, that have been victors, beat ourselves. 

When we insult upon our honour’s subject. 

Jiond. My valiant cousin, is it foul to say 
What liberty and lionour bid us do, 

And what the gotls allow us ? 

Car. No, l^onduca ; 

So what we say e.vcccd not wh.it we do. 

^■llu call the Romans- fearful. Hoeing Romans. 

And Roman girls, the lees of tainted pleasures : 

I )ocs this Ijecome a doer ? arc they such ? 

Bond. 'I'hcy are no more. 

Car. Where is your conquest, tlien ? 

Why are your altars crownetl with wreaths of flowers ? 
‘Fhc beasts with gill horns waiting for the fire ? 

The IkjIv Dniidi‘s composing songs 
Of everlasting life to victory ? 

Wliv are these triumphs, la<ly ? for a May-game? 

For hunting a poor hertl of wuetchctl Romans? 
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Is it no more ? Shut u|> your temples, Britons, 

And lot the husl>andman redeem his heifers ; 

Put out your holy fires, no timbrel ring ; 

I .ct’s home and sleep ; for such great overthrows 
A candle burns loo bright a sacrifice, 

A glow-worm’s tail too full a flame.—Oh, Nennius, 

Thou hadst a noble uncle knew a Roman, 

And how to speak him, how to give him weight 
In both his fortunes * 

Bofni, By the gods, I think 
You dote upon these Romans, Caratach. 

Car, Witness these wounds, I do; they were fairly 
I love an ere my ; I was bom a soldier ; [given : 

And he that in the liead on’s troop defies me, 

Bending my manly body with his sword, 

I make a mistress. Yellow-iressed Hymen 
Ne’er tie<l a longing virgin with more joy. 

Than I am married to that man that wounds me : 

And are not all these Roman ? Ten struck battles 
I sucket! these honoured scars from, and all Roman ; 

'I’en years of bitter nights and heavy marches 

(When many a frozen storm sung through my cuirass, 

And made it doubtful whether that or I 

Were the more stubborn metal) have 1 wrought through, 

And all to try these Romans. 'Pen times a-night 

I have swam the rivers, when the stars o( Rome 

Shot at me as I floated, and the billows 

Tumi lied their watry ruins on my shoulders, 

Charging my battered sides with trooi>s of agues ; 

And still to try these Romans, whom I found 
(And, if I lie, my wounds be henceforth backward, 

And be you witness, gods, and all my dangers I) 

As ready, and as full of that I brought, 

(Which was not fear, nor flight) as valiant. 

As vigilant, as wise, to do and sufler, 

I'.ver advanced as forwar<i as the liritons. 

Their sleeps as sliort, their lK>])es as liigh as our^- 

] 2 
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Ay, and as sul)tle, lady. ’Tis dishonour. 

And, followed, will be impudence, Bonduca, 

And glow to no belief, to taint these Romans. 

Have not I scon the Britons— 

Bond, What? 

Car, Disheartened, 

Run, run, Bonduca ; not the quick rack swifter, 

'I'hc virgin from the hated ravisher 

Xot half so fearful ; not a flight * draum home, 

A round stone from a sling, a lovers wish, 

K’er made that haste that they have. By the gods, 
I have seen these Britons, that you magnify, 

Run as they would have out-run lime, and roaring, 
Basely for mercy roaring ; the light shadows, 

That in a thought scur o’er the fields of corn. 
Halted on crutches to ’em. 

Bond. Oh, ye powers. 

What scantlals do I suffer ! 

Car. Ves, Bonduca, 

I have seen thee run too ; and thee, Nennius ; 

Yea, run apace, both ; then when Poenius 
(The Roman girl !) cut thorough your armtd carts. 
And drove ’em headlong on ye. down the hill ; 
Then when he hunted ye, like Britain foxes. 

More by the scent than sight ; then did 1 see 
These valiant and approved men of Britain, 

Dike boding owls, creep into tods “ of ivy, 

And hoot their fears to one another nightly. 

A>«. And what did you then, Caraiach 

Car. 1 ne<l too ; 

But not so fast,—y'our jewel had been lost tlicn. 
Young Hengo there ; he trasheil* me, Nennius; 

your fears out-run him, then stept 1, 

And in the head of all the Roman fiir>' 

Took him, and with my lough belt tri ini^ liadv 
1 buckled him ; behind him my sure shield ; 

' A long lighi-fcathercd .irrow, * liushc-s, '* Chi*i 
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Ami then I f<}llt>\vetl* If I say 1 Toughl 
I' ivc litnes in Uringing oft' this bud of IJritain, 

1 lie not, Nennius. Neither had you lieard 
Me speak this, or ever seen the child more. 

Hut that the son of virtue. Puenius, 

Seeing me steer thorough ail these storms of danger. 

My helm still in my hand (my swortl.) my prow 
Turned to my foe (my face,) lie cried out nobly, 

** CwOy Hriton, bear thy lion’s whelp oft* safely ; 

Thy manly sword has ransomed thee ; grow strong, 

And let me meet thee once again in arms ; 
riien, if thou siand’st, thou art inine/^ I took his 
And here I am to honour him. [offer, 

Jiond. Oh, cousin. 

From what a flight of honour lutsl thou checked me ! 
What wouldst thou make me, Caratach ? 

Car. See, lady, 

The noble use of others in our losses. 

Does this attlict you ? Had the Romans cried this, 

An<l, as we have done theirs, sung out these lortimcs, 
Railed on our base condition, hooted at us. 

Made marks as far as the earth was ours, to show us 
.Nothing but sea qouUI slop our flights, despised us, 

.And held it ecjual whether bancpieting 
Or beating of the Britons were more business, 

It would have galled you. 

Bond. Let me think we conquered. 

Car. Do ; but so think as we may be conciueretl ; 

.And wliere we have found virtue, though in tliose 
'Phat came to make us slaves. let’s clicrisli it. 

There's not a blow wc ga\‘e since Julius landed, 
riial was of strength and worth, but, like records, 

'I'hey file to after ages. Our registers 
rile Romans are. noble tieeds of honour ; 

And shall we burn ifieir mentions witli upbraidings? 
Bond. No more; I see mvself. 'Phou hast nmde me 
coubin, 



ii 8 


BOJVDC/CA. 


[act I. 


More than uiy fortunes durst, for they abused me. 

And wound me up so high, 1 swelled with glory ; 

I'hy temperance has cured that tympany, 

And given me health again, nay, more, discretion. 

Shall wc have peace ? for now I lov'e these Romans. 
Car. ^I'hy love and hate are both unwise ones, lady. 
BoftJ. Your reason ? 

Avv/. Is not peace the end of arms? 

Car, Not where the cause implies a general conquest 
Had we a difi'erence with some petty isle. 

Or with our neighbours, lady, for our landmarks, 

'rhe taking in of some rebellious lord, 

Or making a head against commotions, 

After a day of blood, peace might be argued ; 

But where wc grapple for the ground we live on, 

I'he liberty we hold as dciir as life, 

'Phe gods we worship, and, next those, our honours. 
And wiiii those swords that know no end of battle, 
'I'hose men, beside themselves, allow no neighbour, 
'I'hosc minds that where the day is claim inheritance. 
And where the sun makes ripe the fniits, their harvest, 
And where they march, but measure out more ground 
To add to Rome, and here i' the bowels on us; 

It must not be. No, as they are our foes, 

.Anil those that must be so until wo tire em, 

I.et’s use the ]>eacc of honour, that s fair dealing, 

But in our ends our swords. 1 hat hardy Roman, 

That hopes to graft himself into my stock, 

Must first begin his kindred under ground. 

And be allied in ashes. 

Bond. Caraiach, 

As thou hast nobly spoken, shall be tione ; 

And Hengo to thy charge 1 here deliver: 

'I’hc Romans shall have worthy wars. 

Car. 'I'hcy shall :— 

.And, little sir, when your young bones grow stiffer, 

And when I see you able in a morniug 
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'I'o beat a dozen boys, and then to breakfast, 
ril tie you to a sword. 

Jhftgo. And what then, uncle ? 

Car, 'rhen you must kill, sir, the next valiant Roman 
'Phat calls you knave. 

JJiitgo, Anti must I kill but one? 

Car, A hundred, boy, I hope. 

Jlengo. I hope, five hundred. 

Car. 'I'hat’s a noble boy !—Come, worthy lady. 

Let’s to our several charges, anti henceforth 

Allow an enemy both weight and worth. [ E.xeiait. 



SCENE II.— 7'he Ko/aaa Cafa/>, 

Cater JuNius and Petilljc'S. 

Pet, W’hat ail'st thou, man ? dost thou want meat ? 
fun. No. 

Pet. Clothes? 

Jun. Neither. For Heaven’s love, leave me ! 

Pet. Drink ? 

Juti, Vou tire me. 

Pet, Come, ’tis drink ; 1 know ’tis drink. 

Jan. ’Tis no 1 1 rink. 

Pet. I say, ’tis drink ; for what affliction 
Can light so heavy on a soldier, 

'Po dry him up as thou art, but no drink ? 

Thou shalt have drink. 

Jnn. Prithee, Petillius- 

Pet. .And, by mine honour, much tlrink. valiant drink : 
Never tell me, thou shall have drink. I see, 

Like a true frienti, into thy wants; ’tis drink ; 

And when I leave thee to a tlesolation, 

Lsjiecially of that dry nature, hang me. 

Jun. Why do yon do this to me ? 

Pet. For I see, 
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Although your modesty would fain conceal it, 

Which sits as sweetly on a soldier 

As an old side-saddle- 

Jun. What do you see ? 

Bet. I see as fair as day, that thou want’st drink. 

Did I not find thee gaping, like an oyster 
For a new tide ? Thy very thoughts lie bare. 

Like a low ebb ; thy soul, that rid in sack. 

Lies moored for want of liquor. Do but see 
Into thyself; for, by the gods, I do ; 

For all thy body's chapt and cracked like timber, 

For want of moisture ; what is^t thou wani’st there, Junius, 
An if it be not drink ? 

Jun, You hav'e too much on't. 

Pet. It may be a whore too ; say it be ; come, meecher,' 
Thou shalt have both ; a pretty valiant fellow 
Die for a little lap and lechery ? 

No, it shall ne'er be said in our country. 

Thou diedst o’ the chin-cough." Hear, thou noble Roman, 
Tlie son of her that loves a soldier. 

Hear what I promised for thee ; thus I said : 

“ l.ady, I Lake thy son to my companion ; 

I.atiy, I love thy son, thy son loves war, 

'Fhe war loves danger, danger drink, drink discipline, 
Which is society and lechery ; 

'These two beget commanders : fear not, lady ; 

Thy son sliall lead.” 

Jun. *'ris a strange thing, Petillius, 

That so ridiculous and loose a mirth 
Can master your afteetions. 

Pet. Any mirth, 

.And any way, of any subject, Junius, 

Is belter than unmanly mustiness. 

What hariiTs in drink ? in a gooti wholesome wench ? 

I do beseech you, sir, what error ? yet 
It cannot out of my head handsomely, 


* .skulkcj. 
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Hut thou wouldst fain he drunk ; come, no more fooling ; 
riie general lias ne«’ wine, new come over. 

/////. He must have new acouaintance lor it too, 

For I will none, I thank you. 

yV/. None, 1 thank you ! 

A short and touchy answer: “ None, 1 tliank you ! '* 

Vou do not scorn it, do you ? 

Jufi. (iods defend, sir ! 

1 owe him still more honour. 

Pet. “ None, I thank you ! ” 

No company, no drink, no wench, 1 thank you ! 

Vou shall be worse entreated, sir. 

Jhh. l^etillius, 

As thou art honest, leave me. 

Pet. None, I thank you ! 

A modest and a decent resolution, 

And well put on. Ves, I will leave you, Junius, 

And leave you to the bovs, that verv shortly 

Shall all salute you by your new sirname 

Of‘’Junius None-I-thank-you."* I would starve* now, 

Hang, drown, despair, <leserve the forks,* lie open 

'I'o all the dangerous passes of a wench, 

bound to believe her tears, and wed her aches, 

Fre 1 would own thy follies. I have found yon, 

Your lays, and out-lcaps, Junius, liaunts, and lodges ; 

I have viewed you, and 1 have found you by my skill 
To be a fool o' the first head, Junius, 

And 1 will hunt you : you are in love, I know it ; 

Vou arc an ass, and all the camp shall know it, 

A peevish idle boy, your dame shall know it ; 

A wronger of my care, yourself shall krunv it. 


Pnter Jv'i»\s an^ifottr Soldiers. 

Judas. A bean I a princely tlict, a full baiujud, 
'I'o what we compass. 

I>7 So/d. Fight like hogs for acorns I 


^ A wthfj'ien iri^truinciH v% hWh 
atlil lo which his h.'infls were tic<,i 


fixorJ nnjn<i culprit - m et., 
while he vv.i> hciiig sc()urgc<l. 
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Sold. Venture our lives for pig-nuts ! 

Pet. What ail these rascals ? 

2 ,rd Sold. If this hold, we are starved. 

Judas. For my part, friends, 

^Vhich is but twenty beans a-day, (a hard world 
For officers and men of action) 

And those so dipt by Master Mouse, and rotten 
(For understand ’em French beans, where the fruits 
Are ripened, like tlie people, in old tubs)— 

For mine own part, I say, I am starved alrcatly. 

Not worth another bean, consumed to nothing. 

Nothing but flesh and bones left, miserable : 

Now, if this musty provender can prick me 
To honourable matters of achievement, gentlemen, 

Why, there’s the point. 

4 /// Sold, ril fight no more. 

Pet. You’ll hang, then ; 

\ sovereign help for hunger. Ye eating rascals, 

\Vliose gods are beef and brewis ! * whose brave angers 
Do execution upon these and chibbals ! ' 

V'e dogs’ heads i’ the porridge-pot ! you fight no more ! 
Does Rome depend upon your resolution 
For eating mouldy pie-crust ? 

3 / 7 / Sold. ’Would we had it I 
Judas. I may do service, captain. 

Pet. In a fish-market: 

You, Corporal Curry-comb, what will your fighting 
Trofit the commonwealth ? Do you hope to triumph ? 
Or dare your vamping valour, Goodman Cobbler, 

Clap a new sole to the kingdom ? ’Sdcalh, ye dog*whcli)S 
You fight, or not fight ! 

/udas. C'aptain ! 

Pt't. Out, ye flesh-flies * 

Nothing but noise .and nastiness ! 

/udas. Give us meat. 

Whereby we may do. 

’ UtuUt. ' Small onion0. 
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Pit. Whereby bangs your valour. 

Judas, (iood bits afford good blows. 

/V/. A good position : 

How long is’l since thou eat’st last? \Vipc thy mouthy 
.\nd then tell truth. 

Judas. I have not eat to the purpose- 

/V/. 'I'o the jiurpose! what’s that? half a cow and garlic? 
Vo rogues, iny company eat turf, and talk not ; 

Timber they can digest, and fight upon’t ; [slaves— 

Old mats, and mud with spoons, rare meats. Your shoes, 
Dare yc cry out for hunger, and those extant? 

Suck your sword-hilts, ye slaves; if ye be valiant. 

Honour will make ’em marchpane.* To the purpose I 
\ grievous penance 1 Dost thou see that gentleman, 
That melancholy monsieur ? 

Juft. Pray you, Petillius— 

Pti. He has not eat these three weeks. 

2 fid Sidd. H’as drunk the more, then. 

-^rd So/d. And that’s all one. 

/V/. Nor drunk nor slept these two months. 

Judas. Captain, we do beseech you, as poor soldiers. 
Men that have seen good days, whose mortal stomachs 

May sometimes feel afflictions- Junius. 

Jun. This, Petillius, 

Is not so nobly done. 

Pd. ’'Pis common profit.— 

Urge him to the point ; he’ll find you out a food 
'I'hat needs no teeth nor stomach, a strange furmety 
Will feed ye up as fat as hens i’ the foreheatls, 

And make ye fight like fitchocks : * to him ! 

Judas. Captain- 

Jiifi. Do you long to have your throats cut ? 

P^t. See what mettle 

It makes in him : two meals more of tins mclnnf holy. 
.And there lies Caratach. 

c;Lkc, I he tiuiixi of were iiut^anui aliiiuad^. 


1 
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/udtis. W’e do beseech you- 

2 nd Sidd, Humbly beseech your valour- 

Jttn. Am 1 only 
Become your sport, Pelillius ? 
yndtis. Hut to render 

In way of general good, in preservation- 

y>// 7 . Out of my thoughts, ye slaves ! 

4 /// Sidd. Or rather pity- 

3 /v/ .So/d. Your warlike remedy against the maw- 
worms. 

fndas. Or notable receipt to live by nothing. 

/V/. Out with your table-books ! ' 
fun. Is this true friendship ? 

And must my killing griefs make others’ May-games? 

[£>raxv}i. 

Stand from my sword's point, slaves ! your poor starved 
spirits 

Can make me no oblations ; else, oh, l-ove, 

I'hou proudly-blmd destruction, I would send thee 
Whole hecatombs of hearts, to bleed my sorrows. 

Judas. Alas, he lives by love, sir ! 

Pei. So he does, sir ; 

Anti canimt you tlo st) too ? All my company 
Are now in love ; ne’er think ol meat, nor talk 
Of what provant ■ is : aye-tnes and hearty /teighdioes 
Are salads 111 for soUiiers. Live by meat ! 

By larding up your bodies ! '*tis lewd, and lazy. 

And shows yc merely mortal, dull, and drives ye 
I'o like camels, with baskets at yi>ur noses. 

Cict ye in love : ye can whore well enough, 
rhai all the world knows : fast yc into famine, 

Vet ve can crawl, like crabs, to wenches handsomely, 
hall but in love now, as ye sec example, 

.•\nd follow it l>ut with all your thoughts,/raA/Z/r///, 
riierc’s so much charge saved, and your hungers 
eirdcd. [^Airu/n “ottmn. 


1 
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Away ! I liear the general. Get ye in love all, 

Up to the ears in love, that I may hear 

No more of these rude murmurings ; and discreetly 

Carry your stomachs, or 1 prophesy 

A pickled rope will choke ye. Jog. and talk not ! [Aar/////. 


EfiUr Su trroN i fs. 


Demetrius, Deciits, 
aftJ cotours. 


tint Ifi 


Demetrius, is the messenger despatched 
To Pccnius, to command him to bring up 
7'lic Volans regiment ? 

Dcffi. He^s there by tliis time. 

Suet, And are tlie horse well viewed wc brought from 
Mona ? 

Ei'C. 'rhe troops are full and lusty. 

Suet, Good Pelillius, 

Ix)ok to those eating rogues, that bawl for victuals. 

And stop their throats a day or two : provision 
Wails but the wind to reach us. 

Pei. Sir, already 

1 have been tampering with their stomachs, which I find 
As <leaf as adders to <lclays : your clemency 
Hath made their muniuirs mutiiues, my, rebellions; 
Now. an they want but mustard, they ’re in uproars ; 

No oil but Candy, Lusitanian figs, 

And wine from Lesbos, now can satisfy ’em ; 

I'he British waters are grown dull ami mudd 3 % 

'The fruit disgustful ; (irontes must be sought for. 

And apples from llie Happy Isles ; the truth is, 

'I'hey are more curious ‘ now in having nothing, 

'I han if the sea and land turned up their treasures. 

'This lost the colonies, and gave Bonduca 
(Witli shame we must record it) lime and strength 
To look into our fortunes ; great discretion 
l o follow offerc<.l victory ; and last, full pride 
To brave us to our teeth, and scorn our ruins. 


* Fa^ticlirni>. 
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^lut. Xay, chidt^ not, good Petillius j I confess 
My will to conquer Mona, and long stay 
'I'o execute that will, let in these losses ; 

All shall be right again ; and, as a pine, 

Rent from Ocla by a sweeping teinjjest, 

Jointed again and made a mast, defies 
Tiiose angry winds that split him ; so will I, 

Pieced to my never-failing strength and fortune. 

Steer thorough these swelling dangers, plough their prides 
up, 

And bear like thunder through their loudest tempests. 
They keep the field still ? 

Dcm. Confident and full. 

Bet. In such a number, one would swear they grew ; 
'I'he hills are wooded with their partiians,’ 

And all the v'alleys overgrown with darts, 

As moors arc with rank rushes ; no ground left us 
'i'o charge upon, no room to strike. Say fortune 
And our endeavours bring us into 'cm, 

'Phey are so infinite, so ev'cr-springing, 

\Vc shall be killed with killing ; of desperate women, 
That neither fear nor shame e'er found, the devil 
I Las ranked amongst 'em multitudes; say the men fail, 
Tliey’ll poison us with their petticoats ; say they fail, 
'I'hey have priests ctiougli to pray us into nothing. 

Suet. 'Phese are iinagiiialiorus, dreams of nothings : 

'Phe man that doubts or fears- 

Jh't. I am free of both. 

JBm, The self-same I. 
yV/. And I as free as any ; 

As careless of my fiesh, of that we call life, 

So I may lo.se it nobly, a.s indi tile rent 
As if it were my diet. Yet. noble general, 

It was .a wisdom learned from you, I learned it. 

And worthy of a soldier's care, most worthy, 


^ SliLirl 
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I'd weigh with most deliherale circumstance 
The ends of accidents, above their ofters ; 

How to go on, and yet to 5stve a Roman, 

Whose one life is more worth in way of doing. 

Than millions of these painted wasps ; how, viewing, 

To find advantage out ; how, found, to follow it 
With counsel and discretion, lest mere fortune 
Should claim the victory. 

Su€t. 'Tls true, Pelillius, 

And worthily remembered : the rule ’s certain, 

'I’heir uses no less excellent; but where lime 
Cuts off occasions, danger, lime and all 
'I'end to a present peril, ’tis required 
Our swords and manhoods be best counsellors. 

Our expeditions, precedents. To win is nothing, 

Where reason, time, and counsel arc our camp-masters ; 
Hut there to bear the field, then to be conquerors, 

Where pale destruction takes us, takes us beaten, 

In wants and mutinies, ourselves but handfuls, 

.\nd to ourselves our own fears, needs a new way, 

A sudden and a desperate execution : 

Here, how to save, is loss ; to be wise, dangerous ; 

Only a present well-united strength, 

And minds made up for all attempts, <.lespatch it : 

I )isputing and delay here cools the courage ; 

Necessity gives no time for doubts ; things infinite, 
According to the spirit they are preached to ; 

Rewards like them, and names for after ages, 

Must steel tlie soldier, his own shame heli> to arm him ; 
And having forced his spirit, ere he cools, 

1 ‘ ling him upon his enemies ; sudden and swift, 

I.ike tigers amongst foxes, we must fight fort; 

Fury must be our fortune ; shame we have lost, 

S]>urs ever in our sides to prick us iorward : 

'I'here is no other wisdom ntw discretion 
Due to this day of ruin, but destruction ; 

'The s^ildier’s order fust, am^l tlien his anger. 
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Dt'ifi. No doubt, they dare redeem all, 

Suei, 'rhen, no doubt, 

'I'he da) must needs be ours. 'I'hat the proud woman 
Is infinite in number better likes me, 

Thai if we dealt with Sfjuadrons ; half her army 
Shall choke themselves, their own swords dig their 
graves. 

I’ll tell ye all my fears ; one single valour, 

'I'he virtues of the valiant Caratach, 

More doubts ‘ me than all Britain : he*s a soldier 
So forged out, and so tempered for great fortunes. 

So much man thrust into him, so old in dangers, 

St> fortunate in all attempts, that his mere name 
I'ights in a ihousand men, himself in millions, 

'I'o make him Roman. But no more. — PetilHus, 

How stands your charge? 

yVA Ready for all employments, 

'I'o be commanded loo, sir. 

Sttef. "I'is well governed ; 

'I'o-inorrow we'll draw out, and v’iew the coliorts ; 

1 ' the mean time, all apply their offices. 

Whore’s Junius? 

Pc't, In’s cabin, sick o’ the mumps, sir. 

Stiff. How ! 

/V/. In love, indeed in love, most lamentably loving, 
' 1*0 the luno of “Queen Dido.” 
jy^r, Alas, poor gentleman? 

Sutf. ’ I'will make him fight the nobler. Wiili what 
lady ? 

I’ll be a 5 >j»okcRman for him. 

/VA V'ouMl scam speed, sir. 

Stiff. Wlio is'i ? 

/k/. 'Fhc devil's dam, Bondiica’s daughter, 

Her y(>iiiigest, cracked i’ the ring,^ 

‘ i.i. Uciulcrs luc more niislr\»5lful. 

* 'I'he «l;ui^htcTS of h.td 1>; cn ravishcl l‘y the 
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Suet. I am sorry for him: 

Bvilj sure, his own discretion will reclaim him ; 

He must deserve our anger else. Good captains, 

Apply yourselves in all the pleasing forms 
Ye can unto the soldiers ; fire their spirits. 

And set ’em fu to run this action ; 

Mine own provision shall be shared amongst 'em, 

Till more come in ; tell ’em, if now they conquer. 

The fat of all the kingdom lies before ’em, 

Their shames forgot, their honours infinite. 

And want for ever banished. 'I'wo days hence, 

(Jur fortunes, and our swords, and gods be for us 1 

[ Rxeuni 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE \.—Iitjo,c ihc 7'eni of PcENlUS. 

Enter Po^nius, Regulus, Drusus, and ^^ACI:K. 

G*‘X. I must come ! 

A/aeor So the general commands, 
sir. 

IWu. I must bring up my regiment! 
A facet': Believe, sir, 

I bring no lie. 

J*o'fi. But did he .say, I /////.fZ comer 
A / aeer , So delivered. 

J*<vn. How long is"t, Regulus, since I commanded 
In Britain here ? 

About five years, great Poenius. 

/bv/. 'I'he general some five months. Arc all my 
actions 

So poor and lost, my services so barren, 

'I'hal I’m remembered in uo nobler language 
But must coniK: up? 

A freer, I do beseech you, sir, 

Weigh but the lime's estate. 

J\vn, Yes, good lieutenant, 

I do, ami his that sways it. A fust tome up ! 

Am I turned Ijarc centurion ? must and sfial/ 

Fit emb.assie.s to court my honour ? 

A freer. Sir- 

J\en. Set me to lead a handful of my men 
Against a liundred thousand barbarous slaves. 
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'That have marched name by name with Rome s best 
doers \ 

Serve ’em up some other meat ; I’ll bring no food 
I'o stop the jaws of all those hungry wolves ; 

My regiment’s mine own. 1 fttusi my language ! 

Enter CURlus 


Cur. Pcenius, where lies the host ? 

I\rn, Where fate may find ’em. 

Cur. Arc they ingirt ? 

Ptrn. 'I'he battle’s lost. 

Cur. So soon ? 

/V«. No ; but ’tis lost, because it must be won ; 
The Britons must be victors. Whoe’er saw 
A troop of bloody vultures hovering 
About a few corrupted carcasses. 

Let him behold the silly Roman host, 

Ciirded with millions of fierce Britain-swains, 

With deaths as many as they have had hopes; 

And then go thither, he that loves his shame 1 
1 scorn my life, yet dare not lose my name. 

Cur. r)o not you hold it a most famous end, 
When both our names and lives are sacrificed 

f or Rome’s increase ? 

Pcen. Yes, Curius ; but mark this loo : 

What glory is tliere, or what lasting fame 
('an be to Rome or us, what lull example. 

When one is smolhereil with a multitude. 

And crowded in amongst a nameless pres:^ ? 

I lonour got out of flint, and on their heads 
Whose virtues, like the sun, exhaled all valours, 
Must not be lost m mists ami of people. 

Noteless and out of name, both rude and naked : 
Nor can Rome task us with impossibilities. 

Or bid us fight against a flootl ; we serv'C her. 

'I hat she may proudly say she lias good sohliers. 


» “ Vapouis" has been iuygesle*i ihe cofrect lending 
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Not slaves to choke all hazards. Who but fools. 

That make no difference betwixt certain dying ' 

And dying well, would fling their fames and fortunes 
Into this Hritain-gulf, this <]uicksand-ruin. 

That, sinking, swallows us ? what noble hand 

Can find a subject fit for blood there? or what sword 

Room for his execution ? what air to cool us, 

But poisoned with their blasting breaths and curses 
Where we lie buried quick above the ground, 

And are, with lal)ouring sweat and breathless pain, 

Rilled like to slaves, and cannot kill again ? 

mark ancient wars, and know that then 
A captain weighed a hundred thousand men. 

Dnisus, mark ancient wisdom, and you’ll find 
then, 

He gave the overthrow that saved his men. 

I must not go. 

AI he soldiers are desirous, 

'I’heir eagles all drawn out, sir. 
yV//. Who drew up, Rcgiilus? 

Ha ! speak ; did you ? whose bold will durst attempt 
this? 

Drawn out ! why, who commands, sir? on whose warrant 
J hirst they ad\'ance ? 

I keci> iJ^ine own obedience. 


/^ru. I is iike the general cause, their love of 
Relieving of their wants- 

J\vn. Without my knowledge ! 

Am 1 no more ? my place but at their pleasures ? 
Come, who did this? 

/V//. By Heaven, sir, I am ignorant. 

/V//. What \ am I grown a .shadow ?—Hark 
luart.h. 

ril know, and will l)c myself. 

#■ 

JZfitcr Soldiers, tvii/t t/f'ujtt tttui coiont'S^ 


honour. 


I they 
‘iHthin. 


Stand, disobedicnci; r 
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He that advances one foot higher dies for t.— 

Run tliorough the regiment, upon your duties, 

And charge ’em, on command, heat hack again j 
By Heaven, Til tithe * ’em all else ! 

do our best. 

\^ Ex^uPti Drusi's tind Regulus. 
Pa'n. Back ! cease your hawling drums there ; 

I’ll heat the tubs about your brains else. Back • 

Do I speak with less fear than thunder to ye ? 

Must 1 stand to beseech ye? Home, home! Ha! 

Do ye stare upon me? Are those minds I moulded. 

Those honest valiant tempers I was proud 

'Fo l>e a fellow to, those great tliscretions 

Made your names feared and honoured, turned to wild¬ 


fires ? 

Oh, gods, to disobedience? Command, farewell! 

And be ye witness with me, all things sacred, 

1 have no share in these men’s shames 1 Mar<.h, soldiers, 
And seek your own sad ruins ; your old Ftenius 
Dares not behold your murders. 


\st Sidd. Captain! 

2 nd So/d. Captain ! 

xrd So/d. Dear, honoured captain ! 

PiXti, 'Foo, too dear-loved soldiers, 

Which made ye weary of me, and I feaven yet knows, 
Fhough in your mutinies, I dare not hate you.— 

'Fake your own wills 1 ’lis fit your long experience 
Should now know how to rule yourselves ; 1 wrong ye. 
In wishing ye to save your li\’es and credits, 

'Fo keep your necks whole from the axe hangs o’er ye : 
Alas, I much dishonoured ye ! go, seek the Britons, 
And say ye come to glut their sacritires ; 

But do not say I sent ye. What ye have been. 

How excellent in all parts, good and governed, 


Is only left of inv command, for story ; 
What now ye are, for pity. Fare ye well! 


[ Goin^, 


I \> rciniatc- 
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Untfr Drusus aftd Regulus. 

Dm. Oh, turn again, great Pccnius ! see the soldier 
In all points apt for duty. 

Beg. See his sorrow 

For his disobedience, which he says was haste, 

And haste he thought to please you with. See, cap¬ 
tain, 

I he toughness of his courage turned to water ; 

See how his manly heart melts. 

Go ; beat homeward ; 

J here learn to eat your little with obedience j 
And henceforth strive to do ns I direct ye. 

\^2Z.xeurit Soldiers. 

Alactr. My answer, sir. 

J^cen. 'Fell the great general, 

My companies arc no faggots to fill breaches, 

Myself no man that fNust or x/r^///can carry : 

Hid him be wise, and where he is, he’s safe then ; 

And, when he finds out possibilities, 
lie may command me. C^ommend mo to the ca]>lains. 
Afticer. AH this I shall deliver. 

Farewell, Placer. 

yBxeutii PtENius and Macer sarm/Zy. 
Cur. Pray god.s this breed no mischief ! 

Beg. It must needs, 

If stout Suetonius win ; for then his anger, 

Hesidcs the soldier’s loss of <liio anti lionour, 

W'ill break together on him. 

Z^ru. He’s a brave fellow ; 

Ami, l)ut a little hide his haughtiness, 

(Which is lull sometimes neither, on some causes) 

He shows the worthiest Roman this day living. 

You may, good Curius, to the general 
Make all things seem the best. 

Cur. 1 sliall endeavour. 

Prav for our fortunes, ccnilemcn : if we fall, 
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This one farewell serves for a funeral. 

The gods make sharp our swords, ami steel our hearts ! 
Rig. We dare, alas, but cannot fight our parts 

[ Fxcutit. 



SCENE, 1 1 .—lUfon the Tent of J UN i us. 


Enter foUowed by Petielius and a Heuald. 

Pet, l>et him go on. Stay ; now he talks. 
fun. \\*hy. 

Why should I love mine enemy ? what is beauty ? 

Of what strange violence, that, like the plague. 

It works upon our spirits? Blind they feign Iiini , 

I am sure, I hnd it so— 

Pet, A dog shall lead you, 

Jnn. His fond affections blinder— 

Pet, Hold you there still! 

[tin. It lakes away my sleep— 

Pet. .Alas, poor chicken ! 

fun. My company, content, almost my fashion— 

Pet. Yes, and your weight too, if you follow it. 

fnn, ’Tis sure the plague, for nO man dare come 


near me 

Without an antidote ; 'tis far worse, hell. 

Pet. Thou art damned without redemption, then. 


Jnn. The way to*t 

Strewed with fair western smiles and Ai^rll blushes, 
Ixrt by the brightest constellations, eyes, 

.And sweet \)roportions, envying Heaven; InU 

thence 


Nt) way to guide, no path, no wisdom brings 
Pet. Yes, a smart water, Junius. 

Jnn, Do I fool ? 

Know all this, and fool still ? Do I know fiirtlu i. 
Then when wc have enjoyed our ends wc lose em 


from 
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And all our apjieiites are but as dreams 
AVe laugh at in our ages ?— 

Sweet philosopher! 

Jufi. Do I know on still, and yet know nothing ? 
Mercy, gods ! 

Why- am I thus ridiculous ? 

/V/, Motley on thee ! 

Thou art an arrant ass. 

Can red and white, 

An eye, a nose, a check- 

/VA But one cheek, Junius? 

A half-faced mistress ? 

/////. With a little trim, 

1 hat wanton fools call fashion, thus abuse me? 

Take me beyond my reason ? Why' should not I 

Dote on my' horse well trapped, my sword well 
hatched ? ' 

'1 hey arc as Itandsomc things, to me more useful. 

And possible to rule too. Did I but lov'e. 

Yes ’twere excusable, my' youth would bear it : 
lUit to love there, and that no time can give me. 

Mine honour dare not ask (she has been ravished,) 

My nature must not know (she hates our nation,) 

'riivis to dispose my spirit ’ 

yV/. Slay' a little ; he will declaim again, 
y////. I will not love ! I am a man, have reason, 

And I will use it ; I’ll no more tormenting. 

Nor whining for a wench ; there are a thousand— 

/c/ Hold thee there, boy' ! 

/////. A thousand will entreat me. 

/VA 'Pen thousand, Junius. 

///fi, I am y'oung and lusty', 

.'\nd to my' fashion valiant ; can please nightlv, 

ril swear thy hack’s for I have known 

thee 

Leap at si.xtccn like a strong stallion. 

* Inlaid 01 ornamented. 
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_/////, I will be man again. 
yV/. Now mark the working ; 

The devil and the spirit tug for’t : twenty pound 
Upon the devil's head J 

/////. I must be wretched— 
yV/. 1 kneiv I had won. 

Jufi. Nor have I so much power 
To shun my fortune. 

yV/. I will hunt thy fortune 
With all the shaiH:s imagination breeds, 

Hut I will fright thy devil.—Stay, he sings now. 

] UNI us, aftJ Pe i illius a/f€r him in 

fun. Must I be thus abused ? 

Pet. Yes, marry must you. 

Let’s follow him close : oh, there he is ; now read it. 

Jler. {Rfiiiis). “It is the general's command, that all 
sick persons, old and unable, retire within the trenches ; 
he that fears has liberty to leave the field : fools, boys, 
and lovers, must not come near the regiments, for fear 
of their infections, especially those cowards they call 
lovers.” 

Jun. Ma ! 

Pet, Read on. 

Her. {Reads). “If any common soldier love an enemy, 
he's whipped and made a slave : if any captain, cast, 
with loss of honours, fiung out o’ the army, and iiiarhr 
unable ever after to be.ir the name of a soldier.” 

Jun. 7'hc pox consume ye all, rogues ! [v^.v/7. 

Pet. Let this work ; 

He has something now to cliew upon. He’s gone; 

Cc>me, shake no more. 

Her. Well, sir, vou may < omin.uul me. 

Hut not to do the like again for I'.urope ; 

I would have giv'cn my life for a bent two-pence. 

If I e’er read to lovers whilst I live again. 

Or come svlthin their confines- 
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Pei. There*s your payment ; 
.And keep this private. 

Uer. I am schooled for talking 


\Gives fttoney. 




PnUr Df-metrius. 


Pet. I low now, Demetrius ! are we drawn ? 

Dem. ’Tis doing ; 

Your company stamls fair. But, pray you, where’s 
Junius ? 

Half his command are wanting, with some forty 


That Decius leads. 

Pet. Hunting for victuals. 

Upon my life, freebooting rogues, their stomachs 
Are, like a widow’s hist, ne’er satisfied, 

Deftt. I wonder how they dare stir, knowing the enemy 

Master of all the countr>’. 

Pet. Resolute hungers 

Know neither fears nor faiths ; they treatl on ladders, 
Ropes, gallows, and overdo all dangers. 

Pent. They may be hanged though. 

Pet. 'There’s their joyful supjicr ; 


.And no doubt they are at it. 

Dem. Ikit, for Heaven’s sake. 

How docs young Junius? 

Pet. Drawing on, jioor gentleman. 
Dem. What, to his end ? 

Pet. To the end of all tlesh, woman. 


Dem. This love has made him a stout soldier. 


Pet. Oh, a great one, 

Tit 10 t ornmand young goslings. 

/}em. I think tlic inesscngci’s 
liy this lime ; let’s go know. 


But what news 
come back from 


Pet. What will you say now 
If he deny to come, and take exceptions 
At some half syllable, or sound delivered 
With an ill accent, or some style left out ? 
Item. I cannot think he dare. 


P 

Po:;nins 
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Pet. He dare speak treason, 

Dare say what no man dares believe, dares do— 

Hut that’s all one ; I’ll lay you my black armour 
Tt> twenty crowms, he comes not. 

Pefn. Done. 

Pet. You’ll pay ? 

Peffi. I will. 

Pet. Tlien keej) thine old use, Poenius, 

He stubborn and vain-glorious, and I thank thee. 

Come, let’s go pray for six hours ; most of us 

I fe.ur will trouble Heaven no more : two good blows 
Struck home at two commanders of the Britons, 

And my part’s done. 

Pent. I do not think of dying. 

Pet, *Tis possible wc may live ; but, I^emetrius, 

Witli what strange tegs, and arms, and eyes, and noses, 
Let carpenters and coppersmiths consider. 

II l can keej) my heart whole, and my windpipe, 

'I'hat 1 may drink yet like a soldier- 

Dem, Come, let’s have better thoughts mine's on 
your armour. 

Pet. Mine’s in your jiurse, sir ; let’s go try tlte w ager, 

[ /Cxeuftt. 



SCH.NI- III.— 'J'he lyritish Camp. In t/u the 

lent oj Honouca, a rock on one su/c oj the sta^c. 

Jintcr Pr it till Soldiers, bringing in Jii*as and fottr 
Roman Soldiers u*ith halters about their nechs : 
li<>Ni>cc.\, Daughters, and Nennius Jidhnving^ udth 
Serv.anls, 

Bond. Come, hang ’em presently'. 

JVen. What made your rogues!lips 
Harrying for victuals here ? art? we your friends ? 

Or do you come for spies ? Tell me directly, 
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^Vollld you not willingly be hanged now ? do not ye 
long for't ? 

Ju(/as. What say ye ? shall we hang in this vein ? Hang 
we must, 

An "tis as good to despatch it merrily, 

As pull an arse, like dogs, to’t. 

\st SiM Any way. 

So it be bandsome. 

3 /v/ So/d. 1 had as lief 'twere toothsome too : 

Hut all agree, and I’ll not out, boys. 

4 /// So/tf. hang pleasantly. 

Judas. Then pleasantly be it:—Captain, the truth is, 
We had as lief hang with meat in our mouths. 

As ask your j>artion empty. 

Jiond. These are brave hungers.— 

What say you to a leg of beef now, sirrah ? 

Judas. Hring me acquainted with it, and Hi tell you. 
/ioud. Torment ’em, wenches ;—I must back ;—then 
hang ’em. [A'.v/V. 

Judas. We humbly thank your grace. 

\st /hiug/t. The rogues laugh at us. 

2 ud J^aug/i, Sirr.ih, what think you of a wench now ? 
Judas. A wench, lady? 

I tlo he.seech your ladyship, retire ; 

I’ll tell you presently : you see the time’s short ; 

One crash, even to the settling of my conscience. 

AV//. Why, is’t no more but up, boys ? 

Judas. V’cs, ride too, captain, 

Will you but sec my scat. 

\st f'>aug/i. You shall be set, sir, 

Upon a j.ide shall shake you. 

Judas. Sheets, good madaTii, 

Will <lo it ten times better. 

\st /yaug/i. Whips, good sohlier, 

Which you shall taste before you hang, to tuortify 
you ; 

"I'is pity you should die thus desperate. 
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2nd Daugh, These are the merry Romans, the brave 
madcaps: 

Tis ten to one we']I coo! your resolutions.— 

Bring out the whips. 

/ttdas. Would your good ladyships 
Would exercise ’em too ! 

4M Said. Surely, latlies. 

We’d sho w you a strange patience. 

Nen. Hang ’em, rascals ! 

The>^ll talk thus on the wheel. 


iLftfer Cakai.ach. 


Car. Now, what’s the matter ? 

What are these fellows? what’s the crime coininittcil, 
'I'hat they wear necklaces ? 

Arrj. They are Roman rogues, 

Taken a-foraging. 

Car. Is that all, Nennius? 

Judas. Would 1 were fairly hanged 1 this is the devil, 
I lie killcow ' Caratach. 

Car. You would hang ’em? 

Av//. Are they not enemies ? 

\st Sold. My breech makes buttons. 

d)augh. Are they not our tormentors ? 

Car. Tormentors ! flea-traps.— 

Pluck oft your halters, fellows. 

Ae?i. 'Take heed, Caratach ^ 

Taint not your w'isdoin. 

Car. Wisdom, Nennius ? 

'Vhy, who shall fight against us. make our honours, 

And give a glorious day into our hands, 

ir we ilcspatcli our focs thus ? What's their offence ? 

Stealing a loaf or two to keep out hunger, 

A piece of greasy baron, or a pudding? 

Do these deserve the gallows ? 'J'licy are hiingr); 


by* the dun cvw slain 
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Poor hungry knaves, no meat at home left, starved.— 
Art thou not hungr>' ? 

Judas. Monstrous hungry. 

Car. He looks like Hunger’s self. Get ’em some 
victuals, 

And wine to cheer their hearts; quick ! 

\JExeunt Servants. 

Hang up poor pilchers ! 

2W Sold. This is the bravest captain—— 

Caratach, 

ril leave you to your will. 

Car. I’ll answer all, sir. S^Exit Nenn^cs. 

^nd Vaugh, Let’s up and view his entertainment of’em ! 
1 am glad they are shifted any way ; their tongues else 

Would still have murdered us. * 

\st Daitgh. Let’s up and see it. S^Exeuni Daughters. 

EnUr Hengo. 

Car. Sit down, poor knaves.—^Vhy, where’s this wine 
and victuals? 

Who waits there ? 

Srrz\ [ M'ithiu.^ Sir, ’tis coming. 
lEu'^o. Who arc these, uncle ? 

Car. 'I'licy are Romans, boy. 

/Euga. Arc these they 

'I'hat vex mine aunt so? can these fight ? they look 
Like empty scabbards all, no mettle in ’em ; 

Like men of clouts, set to keep crows from orchartls : 

Why, I dare fight with these. 

Car. That’s my good chicken ! — .\nd how do ye ? 

1 low <lo ye feel your stomachs r 
fudas. Wondrous ajit, sir ; 

As shall appear when time calls. 

K<'-t‘n(cr Servants 7 aith vU/ua/s aud 7 idut, and set out 

a ialde. 

Car. 'I'hat s well ; down with ’l,— 
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A little grace will serve your lunis. Eat softly ; 

Vou’ll choke, ye knaves, else.—Give V*m wine. 

Judas, Not yet, sir ; 

We are even a little busy. 

JJengo. Can t)iat fellow 
Do any thing but eat ?—Tliou fellow— 

Judas. Away, boy, 

Away ■ this is no boy’s play. 

By Heaven, uncle. 

If his valour lie in’s teeth, he's the most valiant. 

Car. I am glad to hear you talk, sir. 

Good uncle, tell me, 

W hat’s the price of a couple of crammed Romans ? 

Car. Some twenty Britons, boy; these are gooil 
soldiers. 

Do not the cowards eat hard too? 

Car. No more, boy.— 

Come, ril sit with you too.—Sit down by me, boy. 

Judas. Pray, l>ring your tiish, then. 

Car. Hearty knaves !—.More meat there. 


So/d, I hat’s a good hearing. 

Car. Stay now, and pledge me. 

Judas. 'I'his little piece, sir. 

Car. By Heaven, s^juarc eaters ' ! — 

■More meat, I sa)'’—Upon my conscience, 

1 he i)oor rogues have not eat this month ; how 


terrildy 

They charge upon their victuals !—I>are ye fight 
Judas. Believe it, sir, like devils. 

Car. Well saiti. Famine : 


thus ? 


I Icrc-s to thy general. yDriuks. 

Jui/as. Most e.xcellent captain, 

I will now j>ledgc thee. 

Car. And to-morrow night, say to him, 

His head is mine. 


‘ Hearty, 
phrase 


The term would 
“ a Mjuarc me.Tl. ” 


aj>j>e.'ir lu survive in the Americ.in 
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J^uJas. I can assure you, captain, 
He will not give it for this washing.' 
Car, Well said. 


Jltiif.'r Daughters on the rock. 


\st Utiugh, Here's a strange entertainment : how the 
thieves drink ! 

2 fid Danger is dry; they looked for colder 

litjiior. 

Cor. Fill ’em more wine; give ’em full bowls.—Which 
of you all now. 

In recompense of this good, dare but give me 
A sound knock in tiie battle ? 

fudas. Delicate captain. 

To do thee a sufficient recompense, 

I’ll knock thy brains out. 

Cor. Do it. 

'rhou dar’st as well be damned : thou knock 
his brains out, 

Tltou skin of man [ —Uncle, I will not hear this. 

JiiJas. Tic up your whelp. 

J/cnj>o. Thou kill my uncle ! would I 
Had but a swor<i for thy sake, thou dried dog! 


Cor. \\’hat a mettle 
'This little vermin carries 1 
/fenco. Kill mine uncle ! 

Cor. He shall not, child. 

!/t'figo. He cannot ; he’s a rogue, 

Au only eating rogue : kill my sweet uncle ! 
(,)h, that I were a niaia ! 


ftidos. Ry this wine, which I 
Will drink to C.iptain Junius, who loves 
'I‘he cpicen’.s most excellent majesty’s little ci.uighter 
Most sweetly and most fearfully, 1 will do it. 

J/en‘*iK Uncle, I’ll kill him with a great pin. 


' Mc.^itiiig tills in!>uU. 
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Ctir. No more, boy.— 

I’ll pledge thy captain. To ye all, good fellows ! 

\^Drinks. 

2nd jDaugh. In love with me ! that love shall cost your 
lives all.— 

Come, sister, and advise me ; I have here 
A way to make an easy conquest of ’em, 

If fortune favour me. \^I£xrunt Daughters abo 7 r. 

Car. Let's see ye sweat 
To-morrow blood and spirit, boys, ill is wine 
Turned to stern valour. 

15 / Sold. Hark you, Judas ; 

If he should hang us after all this ? 

Judas. Let him : 

I’ll hang like a gentleman and a Roman. 

Car. Take away there ; 

'I'hey have enough. [ Th^ tabh r^maiYd. 

Judas. Captain, we thank you heartily 
For your good cheer : and, if we meet to-morrow, 

One of us pays for’t. 

Car. Get 'em guides : their wine 
Has over-mastered ’em. [TTavV a Servant. 

Re-enter second Daughter, and a Servant. 

2nd Daugh. That hungry felloiv 
With the red beard there, give it him, and this 

ivlng letter and purse. 

To see it well delivered. 

Car. Farewell, knaves : 

Speak nobly of us ; keep your words to-morrow, 

And do something worthy your meat.— 

/Enter a Guide. 

(io, guide 'em, 

And see 'em fairly onward. 

Judas. Meaning me, sir ? 

Sers:. 'bhe same. 

1 he youngest daughter to the queen entreats you 

beau. &, ' 
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To give this privately to Captain Junius ; 

This for your pains. 

J^udas. I rest her humble servant; 

Commend me to thy lady.—Keep your files, boys. 

Sirv. I must instruct you farther. 

Judas, Keep your files there ; 

Order, sweet friends; faces about now. 

Guide, Here, sir ; 

I iere lies your way. 

Judas. liless the founders, I say. 

Fairly, good soldiers, fairly march now ; close, boys! 

\_ILxeunt. 



SCKNK 1 X*”.— 7'he Roman Camp. 

JZfiier Suetonius, Petillius, Demetrius, Decius, 

and ^Iacer. 

Suet. Bid me be wise, an<l keep me where I am. 

And so be safe ! not come, because commanded 1 
Was it not thus ? 

A/aeer. It was, sir. 

Pet. What now think you ? 

Suet. A fust come so heinous to him, so distasteful! 

Pet. Give me my money. 

Dem. I confess 'tis due, sir. 

And presently I’ll jjay it. 

Suet. His obedience 
So blind at his years and experience. 

It cannot find where to be tendered ! 

Alaecr. Sir, 

'rile regiment was willing, and advanced too, 

The captains .at all points steeled up ; their prepara- 
l Ions 

b ull of resolve .and confidence ; youth and fire, 

Dike the fair breaking of a glorious day, 
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Gilded their phalanx ; when the angry Pcenius 
Stept, like a stonny cloud, ’twixt them and hopes. 

SuA, And stopt their resolutions ? 

True ; his reason 

To them was odds, and odds so infinite. 

Discretion durst not look upon. 

Well, Pcenius, 

I cannot think thee coward yet ; and treacherous 
I dare not think : thou hast lopt a limb off from me 
And let it be thy glory thou wast stubborn, 

Thy wisdom that thou leftist thy general naked : 

Yet, ere the sun set, I shall make thee see 

All valour dwells not in thee, all command 

In one experience. Thou wilt too late repent this, 

And wish I must come up” had been thy blessing. 

J^€t. l^Ps force him. 

Suc't. No, by no means ; lie’s a torrf*nt 
We cannot easily stem. 

/V/. I think, a traitor. 

Su^t. So ill words : let his own shame first revile 
him.— 

That wine I have, sec it, Demetrius, 

Distributed amongst the soldiers, 

'I'o make ’em high and lusty ; when that’s done, 

Petillius, give the word through, that the eagles 
May presently advance; no man discover. 

Upon his life, the enemies’ full strength, 

But make it of no value. I )ecius, 

Arc your starved people yet come home ? 

/ 7 <r, I liope so. 

Keep ’em in more obedience : this is no time 
To chide ; I could be angry else, and say more to you ; 
But come, let’s order all. \\*hose sword is sharpest, 

And valour erjual to liis sword tliis day, 

Shall be my saint. 

/VA We shall be holy all, then. 

[y^AYuz/t a// fXi'r/'t I * ‘ ^ ^ 

j. 2 
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Efit€r Judas and four Soldiers. 

Judas. Captain, captain, I have brought ’em off again; 
The drunkencst slaves ! 

Dcx. Pox confound your rogueships . 

I’ll call the general, and have ye hanged all. 

Judas. Pray, who will you command, then ? 

Dec. For you, sirrah. 

That arc the ringleader to these devices. 

Whose maw is never crammed. I’ll have an engine— 
Judas. A wench, sweet captain. 

Dec. Sweet Judas, even the forks,* 

Where you shall have two lictors with two whips 
Hammer your hide. 

Judas. Captain, good words, fair words. 

Sweet words, good captain ; if you like not us. 

Farewell ; we have employment. 

Dee. Where hast thou been ? 

Judas. There where you dare not be, with all your 
valour. 

Dee. Where’s that ? 

Judas. With the best good fellow living. 

\si Soid. The king of all good fellows. 

Dec. Who’s that ? 

Jitdas. Cara lac h- 

Shake now, and say we have done something worthy ; 
Mark me, with Caratach ; by tliis light, Caratach ; 

Do you as much now, an you dare. Sweet Caratach !— 
You Uilk of a good fellow, of true drinking,— 

W ell, go thy ways, old Caratach !—Besides the <lrink, 
captain, 

'I'he bravest running banquet* of black puddings, 

Pieces of glorious beef ! 

J}cc. How ’scaped ye hanging? 

Judas. Hanging's a dog’s death, wc arc gentlemen : 
And I say still, old Caratach I 


* See nulc an(€^ p* 121. 


2 


Hasty repast. 
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Belike, then, 

You are turned rebels all. 

Jud<is, We are Roman boys all, 

And boys of mettle. 1 must do that, captain, 

This day, this very day- 

Dec. Away, you rascal ! 

Judas. Fair words, I say again. 

De^. What must you do, sir ? 

Judas. I must do that my heart-strings yearn to do ; 
But my word’s j)ast. 

Dec. What is it ? 

Judas. Why, kill Caratach : 

That’s all he asked us for our entertainment, 

Dec. More than you’ll pay. 

Judas. ’Would I had sold myself 
Unto the skin, I had not promised it ? 

For such anollier Caratach- 

Dec. Come, fool, 

Have you done your country service ? 

Judas. I have brought that 

To Captain Junius- 

Dec. How ! 

Judas. I think will do all : 

I cannot tell ; I think so. 

Dec. How ! to Junius !— 

Fll more enquire of this [As/dc.] —You’ll fight now? 

Judas. Promise. 

I ake heed of promise, captain ! 
ddec Away, and rank, then. 

Judas. But, hark you, captain ; there is wine ^listribiitinE'; 
I would fain know what share I have. 

Dec. Be gone ; 

You have too mucli, 

Judas. Captain, no wine, no fighting : 

There’s one called Caratach that has wine. 

Dec. Well, sir, 

If you’ll be ruled now, and do well-- 
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Judas. Do excellent. 

l>ec. You shall have wine, or any thing : go file ; 

I'll see you have your share. Drag out your dormice, 

An J stow ’em somewhere, where they may sleep hand¬ 
somely ; 

'rhey’ll hear a hunt’s*up' shortly. 

Judas. Now I love thee j 
lJut no more forks nor whips ! 

ly^c. Deserv'e ’em not, then. 

Up with your men; 1*11 meet you presently; 

And get ’em sober quickly. 

Judas. Arm, arm, bullies ! 

All’s light again and straight ; and, which is more, 

More wine, more wine. Awake, ye men of Memphis !" 
Be sober and discreet ; we have much to do, boys. 

\lLX(UHt. 

* A tunc on the horn, commonly played to awaken sportsmen 
an<l s'jiiimon th'Mii to the cha>c. 

- A ((uoialion from Marlowe’s Part I., Act IV^., 

SC. i. 



\ 






ACT THE THIRD. 

SC K NIC I.— A Jem pic' of flic Uritit/s. 

P.nter a Messenger. 

ESS. Prepare lliere for the sacrifice ! 
the queen cotnes. [iI///y/V. 

Enter in solemnity the Druids ^ingin^ ; 
seeond Daugliter streuuny/hyiocf s : 
then Bonih'Ca, first Daughter, 
C AkA I'ACH, N FN NM US, and others. 

Bond. Ye powerful Gods of Britain, hear our prayers; 
Hear us, you great revengers; and this day 
'I'akc pity from our swords, doubt from our valours ; 
Double the sad remembrance of our wrongs 
In every breast; the vengeance due to those 
Make infinite and endless ! On our i>ikes 
'I'his day pale Terror sit, horrors and ruins 
Upon our e.xecutions ; claps of thunder 
Hang on our arinc'd carls ; and ’fore our troops 
Despair and Death ; Shame beyond these attend Vm ! 
Rise from the dust, yc relics of the dead, 

Whose noble deeds our holy I.)niids sing ; 

Gh, rise, ye valiant bones ! let not base earth 
Oppress your honours, whilst the j>ride of Rome 
Treads on your stocks, and wipes out all your stories ! 

JVen. I hou great Tirancs, whom our .sacred priests, 
Armed with dreadful thunder, place on liigh 
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Above the rest of the immortal gods. 

Send thy consuming fires and deadly bolts. 

And shoot 'em home \ stick in each Roman heart 
A fear fit for confusion ; blast their spirits, 

I^wcll in ’em to destruction ; thorough their phalanx 
Strike, as thou strik'st a proud tree ; shake their bodies, 
Make their strength totter, and their topless fortunes 
Unroot, and reel to ruin ! 

\s/ Oh, thou god, 

Thou feared god, if ever to thy justice 

Insulting wrongs and ravishments of women 

(Women derived from thee) their shames, the sufferings 

Of those that daily filled thy sacrifice 

With virgin incense, have access, now hear me ! 

Now snatch thy thunder up, now on these Romans, 
Despisers of thy power, of us defacers, 

Revenge thyself; take to thy killing anger, 

To make thy great work full, thy justice spoken. 

An utter rooting from this blessed isle 
Of what Rome is or has been ! 

Bond. Give more incense : 

'J'he gods are deaf and <iro\vsy, no happy flame 
Rises to raise our thoughts : pour on. 

2 n<i Sec, Heaven, 

And all you powers that guide us, see, and shame, 

We kneel so long for pity J Over your altars, 

Since 'lis no light oblation that you look for, 

Xo inccnsc-offering, will I hang mine eyes ; 

And as I wear these stones with hourly weeping. 

So will I melt your powers into comi)assion : 

'I'his tear for Prasutagus, my brave father; 

(\’e gods, now think on Rome !) this for my mother 
And all her miseries ; yet see, and save us ! 

Hut now yc must be o]>cn-eycd. See, Heaven, 

Oh, sec thy showers stol'n from thee ; our dishonours,— 
Oh, sister, our dishonours !—can ye be gods, 

And these sins smothered ? smoke from the altar. 
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Bond, I'iie fire lakes. 

Car, It does so, 

Hut no flame rises. Cease your lYetful prayers, 

Vour whinings, and your tame petitions ; 

The gods love courage armed with confulencc, 

And prayers fit to pull them down : weak tears 
And troubled hearts, the dull twins of coUl spirits, 

They sit and smile at. Hear how T salute 'em.— 

Uivine Andate, thou who hold'st the reins 
Of furious battles and disordered war. 

And proudly roll’st thy 

(^ver the hea|>s of wounds ami carcasses, 

Sailing through seas of blood; thou sure-steeled sternness, 
Give us this day good hearts, good enemies, 

Ciood blows o’ both sides, wounds that fear or flight 
Can claim no share in ; steel us both with angers 
And warlike executions fit thy viewing ; 
het Rome put on her best strength, and thy Hritain, 

Thy little Britain, but as great in fortune. 

Meet her as strong as she, as proud, as daring : 

And then look on, thou red-eyed god ; who docs best, 
Reward with honour ; who despair makes fly, 


Cnarm for ev'’er, and brand w'ith infamy ! 

Grant this, divine Andate I 'tis but justice ; 

And my first blow thus on thy holy altar 
I sacrifice unto thee. /lame arises. 

Bond. It flames out. [d/zAr/c. 

Car. Now sing, ye Druides, \^Music and son". 

Bond, ’Tis out again. 


Car. H’as given us leave to fight ycl; we ask no more ; 
'fhe rest hangs in our resolutions : 

Tempt him no more. 

Bond, I would know further, cousin. 

Car. His liidden meaning dwells in our en<leavours, 
Our valours are our best gods. Cheer the .soldier, 

And let him eat. 


^f€ss. He’s at it, sir. 
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Car. Away, then ; 

When he has done, let’s march.—Come, fear not, lady; 
This day the Roman gains no more ground here, * 
But what his body lies in. 

ISofid. Now I am confident. 

\£xeufit; recorders ' playing. 



SCENK II.— T/ie Ratnapt Catttp. 

Cft/cr Junius, Curius, and Decius, 

We dare not hazard it ^ beside our liv'cs. 

It forfeits all our understandings. 

/>///. Cjentlemen, 

Can you forsake me in so just a service, 

A service for the commonwealth, for honour? 

Read but the letter ; you may love too. 

JJcc. Read it. 

If there be any safety in the circumstance, 

Or likelihood 'tis love, wc will not fail you. 

Read it, good Curius. 

Car. ^Villingly. 

Now mark it. 

Car. [Acads^ Health to thy heart, my honoured Junius, 
And all thy love requited ! I am thine, 

Thine everlastingly ; thy love has won me; 

And let it breed no doubt, our new ac<|uaintancc 
Compels this ; ’tis the gods decree to bless us. 
rile tunes arc dangerous to meet ^ yet fail not j 
By ^11 the love thou bear st mo I conjure thee, 

W ithout distrust of d.anger to come to me ; 

I*or I liav’c purposctl a clelii’cry 

Both of myself and fortune this blest day 

Into thy hands, it thou think st good, ^I'o show thcc 


^ Flageolets. 
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How infinite my love is, even my mother 

Shall be thy prisoner, the day yours without hazard ; 

For I beheld your danger like a lover, 

A just afifecter of thy faith : thy goodness, 

I know, will use us nobly ; and our marriage, 

Knot redeem, yet lessen Rome’s ambition : 

1 am weary of these miseries. Use my mother 
(If you intend to take her) with all honour ; 

And let this disobedience to my parent 

Re laid on love, not me. liring with thee, Junius, 

Spirits resolved to fetch me off, the noblest; 

Forty will serve the turn, just at the joining 
Of both the battles ; we will be weakly guarded, 

.\nd for a guide, within thisdiour, shall reach thee 
.\ faithful frieml of mine. 'I'he gods, my Junius, 

Keep thee, and me to serve thee ! Young Bonvica.” 

This letter carries much belief, and most objections 
Answered, we must have doubted. 

Is that fellow 

Come to you for a guide yet ? 

/un. Yes. 

Ihr. And examined ? 

Jun. Far more than tliat ; he has felt tortures, yet 
He vows he knows no more than this truth. 

Dec. Strange I 

Cur. If she mean what she writes, as ’t luay be 
probable. 

Twill be the happiest vantage we can lean to. 

Jufi. I'll pawn my soul she means truth. 

'Think an hour more ; 

Tlven, if your confidence grow stronger on >‘ou, 

We’ll set in with you. 

Jun. Nobly done : I thank ye. 

Ye know the time. 

Cur. Wc will be either ready 
d o give you present counsel, or join with you. 

[uft. No more, as ye are gentlemen. 'I he general ! 
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Suetonius, Pe^fillius, Demetrius, Macer. 

St//"/. Draw out apace ; the enemy waits for us. 

Are yc all ready ? 

/>///. All our troops attend, sir. 

Su^/. I am glad to hear you say so, Junius : 

1 hope you are dispossessed. 

J^///t. I Iiopc so too, sir. 

Si/4r/, Continue so. And, gentlemen, to you now : 

To bid you fight is needless ; ye are Romans 
The name will fight itself: to tell ye who 
You go to fight against, his power and nature. 

Hut loss of lime ; ye know it, know it poor, 

And oft have made it so ; to tell ye further, 

His body shows more dreadful than it has done, 

To tell him that fears less possible to deal with, 

Is but to stick more honour on your actions, 

Load ye with virtuous names, and to your memories 
'rie never-dying Time and Fortune constant. 

Go on in full assurance : draw your swords 
As daring and as confident as justice; 

'I'he gods of Rome fight for ye ; loud Fame calls ye. 
Pitched on the topless Apennine, and blows 
To all the under-world, all nations, the seas. 

And unfreqiienteti deserts where the snow dwells ; 
Weakens the ruined monuments ; and there. 

Where nothing but eternal death and sleep is, 

Infonns again the dead bones with your virtues. 

(io on, I say : valiant and wise rule Heaven, 

.And all the great asiitcls’ attend ^em : do but l>low 
Upon this enemy, who, but that we want foes, 

Cannfjt deserve that name ; and like a mist, 

A lazy fog, before your burning valours 
\'ou’n find him fly to nothing, 'I'his is all, 

Wc have swords, and .are the sons of ancient Romans, 
Heirs to their endless vaIo\irs ; fight and conquer I 

* An aslrok>gical allusion. 
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D^c, ’Tis done. 

PeL That man that loves not this day. 

And hugs not in his arms the noble danger, 

May he die fameless and forgot ! 

Su€t. Sufficient. 

Up to your troops, and let your drums beat thunder ; 
March close and sudden, like a tempest : all executions 

yMarch. 

Done without sparkling* of the body ; keep your phalanx 
Sure lined and pieced together, your pikes forward. 

And so march like a moving fort. Krc this day run. 

We shall have ground to add to Rome, well won. \Exeufit. 



SCLXE \\\.— Th€ Counfry b^'i’icc^n the Camps. A HiH on 

one si tie of the Sta^e. 

Enter Cara'I ACH and Nknnils. 

Nen. 'I'he Roman is advanced ; from yond hill’s brow 
We may behold him, Caratach. 

Car. Let’s thither ; 

S^They ascend the hill; drums at one place afar off. 
I see the dust fly. Now I see the body ; 

Observe *em, Nennius ; by Heaven, a handsome body, 
And of a few strongly and wisely jointed : 

Suetonius is a soldier. 

Nen. As I take it, 

That's he that gallops by the regiments, 

Viewing their preparations. 

Car. V'ery likely ; 

He shows no less than general : see how bravely 
The body moves, and in the head how proudly 
'I'he captains stick like plumes : he comes ajjacc on. 
Good Nennius, go, anti bid iny stout lieutenant 

i.e. Li.sjj^'rslng. f^enUerinj;. 


I 
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Bring on ihc first square body to oppose ’em, 

And, as he ch.irges, open to enclose ’em ; 

The queen move next with hers, and wheel about, 

To gain their backs, in which I’ll lead the vanguard. 

We shall have bloody crowns this day, I see by-t. 

Haste thee, good Nennius ; I’ll follow instantly. 

[^Exit Nennius. 

How close they march, as if they grew together, 

[^Afarch sounded ivithin. 

No place but lined alike, sure from oppression ! 

They will not change this figure ; we must charge ’em, 
And charge ’em home at both ends, van and rear ; 

They never totter else. \_JJrums in another plaee a/ar off, 

I liear our music, 

And must attend it. Hold, good sword, but this day, 
And bite hard where I hound thee ; and hereafter 
I’ll make a relic of thee, for young soldiers 
To come like pilgrims to, and kiss for conquests. \Exit. 



SCHNB IV. — Before the Roman Camp. 

Enter JuNit'S, CuRius, and DECIt'S. 

jun. Now is the time ; the fellow stays. 

Jdee. What think you ? 

Car. I think ’tis true. 
fun. Alas, if ’twere a question, 

If .any doubt or h.'izartl fell into’t, 

I>o ye think mine own discretion so self-blind, 

My c.are of you so naked, to run headlong? 

J)ec. Let’s take Potillius with us. 

Jua. By no ine.'ins ; 

He’s never wise but to himself, nor courteous 

But where the end's his own : wo .irc strong enough, 

If not loo many. Behind yonder hill, 
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The fellow tells me, she attends, weak guarded, 

Her mother and her sister. 

Cur. 1 would venture. 

Jun. We shall not strike five blows for’t. Weigh the 
good, 

The general good may come. 

Dfc. Away ! I’ll with ye ; 

lUit with what doubt- 

Jun. Fear not ; my soul for all ! 

\IZxeunt. A /urmSy drums tind trumpets tfi 
sevt'ral places afar ojfy as at a matn baitic. 



SCENE X.—Near the Field of IhiftU. A Hill on one side 

of the iStage. 

Filter Drusus and Pcenius abo~>e. 

Fru. Here you may see ’em all, sir ; from this hill 
The country shows off level, 

Pa:n. Gods defend me, 

^Vhat multitudes tliey are, what infinites ! 

The Roman power shows like a little star 
Hedged witli a double h.alo. — Now the knell rings : 

S^foud shouts tvithin. 

Hark, how thev shout to the battle ! how the air 
'rotters, and reels, an<l rends a-picces, Drusus, 

With the hugc*vollied clamours ! 

Fru. Now tlicy charge 
(Oh, gods !) of all sides, fearfully. 

Fcen. Little Rome, 

Stand but this growing Hydra one short hour, 

And thou hast outdone Hercules ! 

Fru. The dust hides ’em ; 

We cannot see what follows. 

Pocn. They are gone. 
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Gone, swallowed, Drusus ; this eternal sun 
Shall never see ’em march more. 

Dra, Oil, turn this way, 

And see a model of Ihe field 1 some forty 
Against four hundred ! 

Pivn. Well fought, bravely followed ! 

Oh, nobly charged again, charged home too ! Drusus, 
Tlicy seem to carry it. Now they charge all ; 

shouts 7vithin. 

Close, close, I say ! they follow it. Ye gods, 

Can there be more in men ? more daring spirits ? 

Still they make good their fortunes. Now they are gone 
too, 

For ever gone : see, Drusus, at their backs 
A fearful ambush rises. Farewell, valours, 

Excellent valours ! oh, Rome, where’s thy wasdom ? 
r>ru. They are gone indeed, sir, 

Pa'u. Took out toward the army ; 
lam heavy with these slaughters, 

L>ru, ’Tis the same still. 

Covered with dust and fury. 

EfiUr Daughters %i*ith Juxrcs, CURiUS, Decii’s, ana 

Soldiers, 

2nd Da ugh. bring ’em in \ 

Tic *cm, and then unarm ’em. 

\st Daugh. Valiant Romans, 

Yc are welcome to your loves I 
2tid Daugh. Vour deaths, fools 1 
Dec. Wc deserve ’em ; 

And, women, do your worst. 

ist Daugh. Yc need not beg it. 

2nd Daugh, Which is kind Junius? 

\st Sidd. 'I'his. 

2nd Dat/gh. Arc you my sweetheart ? 

It looks ill on’l ! How long is’t, pretty soul. 

Since you and I first loved ? had we not reason 
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'Fo tlotc extremely tvpon one another ? 

How does my love? This Is not he ; my chicken 
Could prate finely, sing a love-song. 

Juft. Monster- 

2 ud Dau^h. Oh, now it courts ! 

JuH. Armed with more malice 
'Fhan he that got thee has, tiie devil. 

2nd J.^au^h, Ciood : 

Proceed, sweet chick. 

Jun. I hale thee ; that's my last. 

2nd Dattgh, Nay, an you love rue, forward !—No? — 
Come, sister, 

Pet’s prick our answers on our arrows' points. 

And make ’em laugh a little.—Ye damned lechers, 

Ye proud improvident fools, have we now caught ye r 
Are ye i’ the noose ? Since ye are such loving creatures; 
WoMl be your Cupids : do ye see tlrese arrows ? 

Wc’ll send ’em to your wanton livers, goats. 

\st Daugh. Oh, how I’ll trample on your hearts, ye 
villains, 

Ambitious salt-itched slaves, Rome’s master-sins 1 
Tlic mountain-rams topped y'our hot mothers. 

2 fid Daugh. I^ogs, 

'Fo whose brave founders a salt whore gave suck 
Thieves, honour’s hangmen, do yc grin ? Perdition 
Take me for ever, if in my fell anger, 

I do not outdo all example ! 

Jiflier Caka TACfi. 

Car, Where, 

Where are these ladies Ye keep noble quarter ! 

Your mother thinks yc dead or taken, upon which 
Siie will not move her battle.—-Sure, these faces 
I have beheld and known ; they are Roman leaders : 
How came they here ? 

2fid Daugh. A trick, sir, that we used ; 

A certain, policy conducted 'em 

Si I\—2, 
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Unto our snare : we have done you no small service, 
'riiese used as we intend, we are for the battle. 

Car. As you intend ! taken by treachery ! 

1^/ Uaii^h. Is’t not allowed? 

Car. 'I'hose that should gild our conquest. 

Make up a battle w'orthy of our winning, 

Catched up by craft ! 

2//r/ Daugh. By anv means that's lawful. 

Car. A woman’s w isaom in our triumphs ! Out ! 

Out, ye sluts, ye follies ! From our swords 

h'ilch our rev^enges basely !—Arm again, gentlemen.— 

Soldiers, I charge ye help ’em. 

2fid Daug/i. By Heaven, uncle, 

We will have vengeance for our rapes. 

Car. By Heaven, 

You should have kept your legs close then.—Despatch 
there. 

\s/ Vaugh, I will not off thus. 

Car. He that stirs to execute, 

Or she, though it be yourselves, by him that got me, 
Shall quickly feel mine anger ! One great day given us 
Not to be snatched out of our hands but basely, 

And must we shame the gods from whence we have it. 
With setting snares for soldiers? I'll run away first, 
lie hooted at, and children call me coward. 

Before I set up stales ' for victories. 

Give ’em their swor<ls. 

2nd J.^augh. Oh, gods ! 

Car. Bear off the women 
Unto their mother. 

2n(i Oaugh. One shot, gentle uncle ! 

Car. One cut her fiddle-string ! —Bear 'em off, I say \ 
\st JJaifg^i. d'he dovil lake this fortune ! 

Car. 1 .earn to spin ; 

And curse your knotted hemp ! 

[/ixttifi/ Daughters and Soldiers. 

Decoys. 


I 
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Go, gentlemen, 

Safely go oft* up to your troojis ; be wiser; 

There thank me like tall ' soldiers ; I shall seek yc. 

Cur, A noble worth ! 

/><r. Well, Junius? 

Jutt. Pray ye, nc more ! 

Cur. He blushes ; do not load him. 

J)€C. Where's your love now ? [jyrum^ hud 7 vif/ihi. 

Juu. Puff, there ii tlics! Come, let’s redeem our follies. 

\^Ex^uui Junius, Cuktcs, and Decics. 

Dru. Awake, sir ; yet the Roman body’s whole \ 

I see ’em clear again, 

Ba^u. Whole ! ’lis not possible ; 

Drusus, they must l)e lost 

Dru. By 11 eaven, they are whole, sir, 

And in brave doing ; sec, they wheel about 
'I'o gain more ground. 

Pi£H. But see there, Drusus, see, 

Sec that huge battle moving from the mountains 1 
'I heir gilt coats shine like dragons’ scales, their march 
lake a rough tumbling storm ; see them, anti view ’em, 
And then see Rome no more. Say they fail, look, 

Look where the armed carts stand, a new armv ! 

Look how they hang like falling rocks, as murdering ! 
Death rides in triumph, Drusus, fell Destruction 
Lashes his fiery horse, and round about him 
His many thousand ways to let out souls. 

Move me again when they charge, when the mountain 
Melts under their hot wheels, and from their ax’trees 
Huge cla])s of thunder plough the ground before ’em ; 

^rill then, Pll dream what Rome was. 

linUr Suetonius, PETir.i.ius^ Di .metrics, Mac'Eu, 

and .Soldiers. 

Suet. Oh, bravely fought! honour ’till now ne’er showctl 
Her golden face i’ the field : like lions, gentlemen, 
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You’ve held your heads up this day. Where's young 
J unius, 

Curius, and Decius ? 

Pet. Gone to Heaven, I think, sir. 

Suet Their worths go with ’em ! Breathe a while. 
How do ye ? 

Pet. \\'ell ; some few scurvy wounds; my heart's 
whole yet. 

Z)em. ’Would they would give us more ground ! 

Suet. Give ! we’ll have it- 

Pet. Have it ! and hold it loo, despite the devil. 


Re-enter Junius, Decius, and Curius. 

Jun. Lead up to the head, and line sure : the queen’s 
battle 

Begins to charge like wildfire. Where’s the general ? 
"suet. Oh, they are living yet! — Come, my brave 
soldiers, 

Come, let me pour Rome’s blessing on ye : live, 

Live, and lead armies all ! Ye bleed hard. 

Jun. Best ; 

We shall appear the sterner to the foe. 

Dec. More wounds, more honour. 


Ptt. Lose no time. 

Suet. Away, then ; 

And stand this shock, ye have stood tlie world. 

Pet. We’ll grow lo’t. 

Is not this belter now than lousy loving? 

/un. I am myself, Petvllius. 

/V/. ''I'is I love thee. 

\li.\eunt a/t, e.xccpt Drusus and Vor.Sivs ahai'e. 


Enter Bo.nduca, Daughters, CaRaiacm, 

Sohl iers. 


Nen.nius, and 


Car. Charge ’em i' the flanks 1 
ihc fool, 

The fool extremely, the mad fool ! 


Oh, you have played 
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Bond, Why, cousin ? 

Car, The woman-fool J why did you give the word 
Unto the carts to charge down, and our people 
In gross before the enemy? we pay for’t ; 

Our own swords cut our throats ! w’hy, a pox on t! 

Why do you oflfer to command ? the devil. 

The devil and his dam too, who bid you 
Meddle in men’s affairs? 

Bond, I'll help all. 

Car, Home, 

Home and spin, woman, spin, go spin ! you trifle. 

[TiAr/zw/ Honucca and Daughters. 

Open before there, or all’s ruined !—How ! 

Y^ioufs 7oi//iin. 

Now comes the tempest—on ourselves, by Hca%en ! 
Wiihin. Metoria ! 

Car. Oh, woman, scurvy woman, beastly woman I 

[.^AvV 70 !th Nennius and Soldiers. 

Dm, Victoria,, 7'ictoria / 

Pirn, How’s that, Drusus ? 

Dru, They win, they win, they win t Oh, look, look, 
look, sir, 

For Heaven's sake, look ! 

The Britons flv, the Britons fly ! Victoria / 

* * ^ 


Re-enter Su eton i us, 


Junius, rEiii.i.ius, csv. 
Soldiers. 


and 


Suet. Soft, soft, pursue it soft, excellent soldiers ! 
Close, my brave fellows, honourable Romans ! 

Oh, cool 4hy meltlc, Junius ! they are ours, 

'I'he world cannot redeem 'em. Stern Pctillius, 

Govern the confjuesi nobly. Soft, good soldiers ! 

^Xi.x€uni (lii e.xcept 1 )Kt.'SUS and P<rNiL s aboc^ 


Bnter Bonduca and Dauglilers loiih Soldiers. 
Bond. ‘Shame ! whither fly ye, ye unlucky Britons ? 
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W'ill ye creep into your mothers’ wombs again ? 

Back, cowards E 

Hares, fearful hares, doves in your angers! leave me ? 
Leave your queen desolate ? her hapless children 
I'o Roman rape again and fury? 

Iic-€n{€r Caratach with Hen CO. 

Car. Fly, ye buzzards ! 

Ye have wings enough, ye fear !—Get thee gone, woman, 

\^/.oud shout udihtn. 

Shame tread upon thy heels ! All’s lost, all’s lost ! Hark, 
Hark how the Romans ring our knells ! 

\^Exeuttt Honduca, Daughters, and Soldiers, 
fftngo. Good uncle, 
l.et me go too. 

Car. No, boy ; thy fortune’s mine ; 

I must not leave thee. Get behind me, [/h/fcz.r Hi.ngo(^« 
his fia^’h] shake not; 
ril breech you, if you do, boy.— 

Rc‘Cnt€r P£ri ii-Lius, Ju.ni us, and Decius. 

Come, brave Romans; 

All is not lost yet. 

Jitn. No\s* ril thank thee, Caratach. 

Car. 'rhou art a soldier ; strike home, home ! have at 
you I [ They Jight, £>rums. 

I\vn, His blows fall like huge sledges on an anvil. 

JRc. I am weary. 

/V/. So .am I. 

Car. Send more swords to me. \^Cxii 7vith Hkngo. 
/un. Let’s sit and rest. [JUN., Pr r., <///(/ Dec. sit doten. 
Dru. What think you now ? 

Pa’n. Oh, Drusus. 

I liavc lost mine honour, lost my name, 

Lost .ill that was my light 1 These arc true Romans, 

An<l I a Briton -CO ward, a base cowartl ! 

Ciulde me where nothing is but desolation. 
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That 1 may never more behold the face 

Of man, or mankind know me ! Oh, blind Fortune, 

Hast thou abused me thus? 

Dru, Good sir, be comforted ; 

It was your wisdom ruletl you. Pray you, go home; 

Your day is yet to come, when this great fortune 

Shall be but foil unto it. [AV/rtv// sounded iviihiu. 

Pocu. Fool, fool, coward ! 

LAa euni PtENius and DrCsus aiwve. 

Re-enter Suetonius, Demetrius, Macer, and Soldiers, 

’ivith drum and colours. 

Suet. Draw in, draw in 1—Well have ye fought, and 
worthy 

Rome’s noble recompense. Look to your w'ounds ; 

The grounil is cold and liurtful. The proud queen 
Has got a fort, and there she and her daughters 
Defy us once again ; to-morrow morning 
We’ll seek her out, and make her know our fortunes 
Stop at no stubborn walls. Come, sons of Honour, 

True Virtue’s heirs, thus hatched ’ with Britain-blood, 
Let’s march to rest, and set in gules like suns. 

Beat a soft march, and each one ease his neighbours. 

\^Exeunt. 

‘ Atlorncd. 





ACT THK FOURTH. 

SCENE I.— 77/ 1 ’ Romnn Camp, Before the Tent of 

Junius. 

IZplttr pETI r.LI us, T UNI US, DeCIUS,/7////Dem ETRIUS, 

K/r. Smooth was his check, 

r>ec. And liis chin it was sleek, 

/;///. With, whoop, he has done 
wooing ! 

DcfPi, Junius was this captain's name, 
A lad for a lass's viewing, 
yv/. Full black his eye, and plump 
his tiiigh, 

J^ec. Made up for love's pursuing. 
r>€PPi. Smooth was his cheek, 

Pet. And his chin it was sleek, 

nupi. With, whoop, he has done wooing ! 

Pet. Oh, my vexed thief, art thou come liome again ? 
Are thy br-iins perfect ? 

Jan. Sound as bells. 

/V/. Thy back-worm 
(^uiet, and cast his sling, boy ? 

Jutt. Dead, Pelillius, 

Dead to all folly, and now my anger only. 

Pet. Why, that's well said ; hang Cupitl and his (juiver, 
A drunken l)rawling l>oy ! Thy honoured saint 
Be thy ten shillings, Junius; there’s llic money, [thee 
And there’s the ware ; stpiare dealing: this but sweats 
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Like a nesh * naR, and makes thee look pin-buttockcd j 

rhe other nins thee whining up and down 
1 ike a pig in a storm, fills thy brains full of ballads, 

And shows thee like a long Lent, thy brave body 
Turned to a tail of green -fish * without butter. 

D€C. When thou lov sl next, love a good cup of wme, 
\ mistress for a king ; she leaps to kiss thee ; 

Her red and white's her own ; she makes good blood, 
Takes none away ; what she heals sleep can help, 
Without a groping surgeon. 

Jttn. 1 am counselled ; 

And henceforth, w’hen 1 dote again 
Dcm. Take heed ; 

Ve had almost paid fort. 

Pit. Love no more great ladies; 

Thou canst not step amiss, then ; there s no delight in cm 
All’s in the whistling of their snatcht-up silks ; 

I'hey’rc only made for handsome view, not handling ; 
Their bodies of so weak and wash a temper, 

A rough-paced bed will shake cm all to jiieces , 

A lough hen pulls their teeth out, tires their souls , 
PUftc£ ritnaruin su^ity they are full of rennet, 

.\nd take the skin off where they’re t,asted : shun ’em ; 
*^rhey live in cullises^ like rotten cocks. 

Stewed to a tenderness that holds no tack : 

(jivc me a thing 1 may crush. 

Jun. 'Thou speak’st truly : 

The wars shall be my mistress now. 

Pit. Well chosen, 

Tor she's a bouncing lass ; she’ll kiss thee at night, boy, 
.And break thy pale 1' the morning 
Jufi. Yesterday 
I found those favours infinite. 

Pern. Wench good enough, 

But that she talks too loiul. 

Pit. She talks to llie purpose, 

St rone broths 


‘ Poor-spirited. 


Coii-lish. 
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WTiich never woman did yet; she’ll hold grappling. 

And he that lays on best is her best servant: 

AH other loves are mere catching of dctterels, ‘ 

^ fetching of legs out only, and trim laziness. 

Here conies the general. 

lL>it€r Suetonius, Curius, aftd ^^ACER. 

Suit. I am glad I have found ye : 

Arc those come in yet that pursued bold Caratach ? 

Pft. Not yet, sir, for I think they mean to lodge him ; 
Take him I know they dare not, ’twill be dangerous. 

Su^t. 'I hen haste, Pctillius, haste to Pcenius: 

I fear the strong conceit of what disgrace 
lie ’as pulled upon himself, will be his min ; 

I fear his soldiers* fury too ; haste presently ; flius_ 

I would not lose him for all Britain. Give him, Petil- 
yV/. That that shall choke him. 

Su*t. AH the noble counsel, 

His fault forgiven too, fiis [>Iace, his honour- 

Pa. For me, I think, as handsome-- 

Suet. All the comfort; 

And tell the sohlier, 'twas on our command 
He drew not to the battle. 

Pet. I conceive, sir, 

And will do that shall cure alL 
Suet. Bring him with you 
Before the tjuccn’s fort, and his forces with him ; 

There you shall find us following of our conquest. 

Make haste. 

Pet. The best I Ina)^ [Pxtt. 

Suet. And, noble gentle men, 

TJji to )our companies : we’ll presently 

Upon the queen’s j>ursuit. 'I'htTe's nothing tione 

'rill she be seizetl ; without her, not him/ won. 

[A-.v eufit. Short flourish. 


* riJr<]s til be M> 

caught, 


jLK.>lis}ily Tuud af iiiulaliou as to be ca.si)y 
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SCENE II .—open Country bct^occn the Camps. 

E?iter Caratach and IJengo. 

Car. Mow does my boy? 

Ifengo. 1 would do well ; my heart’s well; 

I do not fear. 

Car. My good boy ! 

Hcngo. 1 know', uncle, 

\Vc must all die; my little brother died, 

I saw' him die, aiul he died smiling ; sure, 

'I'here’s no great pain in't, uncle. I5ut, I)ray, tell me, 
Whither must we go when we are dead ? 

Car. Strange questions I— \Aslde. 

Why, the blessed’st place, boy 1 ever sweetness 
And happiness dwells there. 

Ilengo. Will you come to me ? 

Car. Ves, my sweet boy. 

Ilengo. Mine aunt too, and my cousins? 

Car. All, my gootl chihl. 

Ilengo. No Romans, uncle ? 

Car. No, boy. 

Ilengo. I should be loth to meet them there. 

Car. No ill men, 

'Hiat live by violence and strong oppression, 

Come thither ; ’tis for those the gods love, good men. 

Ilengo. Why, then, I care not when I go, for surely 
1 am persuaded they love me : 1 never 
r31asphemed ’em, uncle, nor transgressed my parents; 

I always said my prayers. 

Car. Thou shall go, then, 

Indeed thou shall. 

Ilengo. When they please. 

Car. Thai’s my good l>oy I 
Art thou not weary, Hengo ? 

Ilengo. Weary, uncle ! 

I have h(?arj you say you have marchetl all day in armour. 
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Car. I have, boy. 

Ilengo. Am not I your kinsman ? 

Car. Yes. 

Hengy. And am not I as fully allied unto you 
In those brave things as blood ? 

Car. 'rhou art too tender. 

Ilcftgo. To go upon my legs? they were made to bear 
me. 

I can play tuenly mile a-day ; I see no reason, 
but, to preserve my country and myself, 

I should march for tv. 

Car. What wouldst thou be, living 
'I'o wear a man’s strength ! 

IlfNgo. W'hy, a Caratach, 

A Roman-hater, a scourge sent from Heaven 

'i'o whip these proud thieves from our kingdom. Hark ! 

[Z?/*///// Tvit/iin, 

Hark, uncle, hark ! I hear a drum. 

JitiUr I UPAS and Soldiers, rentain ai ihc side of ihe 

stage. 

Judas. Beat softly, 

Softly, I say ; they are here. Who dare charge ? 

\st Sold. He 

That dares be knocked o’ the head : I'll not come near 
him. 

Judas. Retire again, and watch, then. How lie stares I 
He ’as eyes would kill a dragon. Mark the boy well j 
If we could take or kill him—po.\ on you, 

How fierce vou look 1 Sec. how he broods^ the boy ! 

'I'he devil dwells in’s scabbar<l. Back, I say ! 

Apace, apace ! he ’as found us. 

Car Do ye hunt us ? 

Jlengo. Uncle, good uncle, sec! the thin starved rascal, 
'I'hc eating Roman, see where he thrids the thickets ! 

Kill him, dear uncle, kill him ! one good blow 


* Cherishes. 
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I'o knock his brains into his brccch ; strike’s head off 

That 1 may piss in’s face. 

Car. Do ye make us foxes ?— 

Here, hold my charging* staff, and keep the place, boy. 

1 am’at bay, and like a bull I’ll bear me.— 

Stand, stand, ye rogues, ye squirrels ! [TT.v//. 

Ilt'figo. Now he pays 'em ; 

Oh, that 1 had a man’s strength ! 


Be-in ter J udas. 

Judas. Here’s the boy ; 

Mine own, 1 thank my fortune. 

Ilcttgo. Uncle, uncle ! 

Famine * is hiU’n upon me, uncle ! 

Judas. Come, sir, 

Yield willingly, (your uncle’s out of hearing,) 
i'll tickle your young tail else. 

IJengo. I defy thee, 

'I’hou mock-made man of mat ! clvargc home, sirrah ! 
Hang thee, base slave, thou shak’si. 

Judas. Upon my conscience, 

The boy' w’ill beat me how it looks, how biavely 1 

How confident the worm is I a scabbed boy 

I'o handle me thus !—Yield, or 1 cut thy head off. 

Ihngo. d'hou dar’st not cut my finger; here 'tis, touch it 
Judas. The boy speaks sword and buckler. Prithee 

yield, boy j 

Come, here’s an apple ; yield. 

Jdengo. by Heaven, he (cars me I 
I’ll give you sharper language :—when, you coward, 

\Vhen come you up ? 

Judas. If he should beat me— 

Ilcngo. When, sir? 

I long to kill thee : come, thou canst not scape me , 

I have twenty wa)s to charge thee, twenty dcailis 
Attend my bloody stall. 

> Mtatiii.g JuUas. .Sec anU, p. M3-- Well P a mine. 
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Judas. Sure, ’tis the devil, 

A dwarf-devil in a doublet ! 

J/t'figo. I have killed a captain, sirrah, a brave captain. 
And, when I have done, I have kicked him thus. Look 
here ; 

See how I charge this staff! 

Judas. Most certain 
1 his boy will cut my throat yet. 

Be-cnter" itvo Soldiers Tutiuiuz^ 

ist So/d. Flee, flee ! he kills us ! 

2 nd So/d, He comes, he comes ! 

Judas. The devil take the hindmost ! 

[B.xYun/ Judas and Soldiers. 
Ilengo. Run, run, ye rogues, 30 precious rogues, ye 
rank rogues ! 

'A comes, 'a comes, ’a comes, ’a comes ! that's he, boys !— 
What a brave cry they make ! 

Re-fuftr Caratach, with a so/duAs /uad. 

Car. How does my chicken ? 

Ifengo, Faith, uncle, grown a soldier, a great soldier : 
For, by the virtue of your charging-staff, 

.And a strange fighting face I put upon't, 

I have out-braved Hunger.' 

Car. That’s m 3 " bo 3 % m 3 ’ sweet boy ! 

Here, here’s a Roman’s head for thee. 

J/engo. Good provision : 

Before I starve, my sweet-faced gentleman, 

I’ll try your favour. 

Car. A right com[>lete soldier ! 

Come, chicken, let’s go seek some place of strength 
( The country’s full of scouts) to rest a while in ; 

'I'hou wilt not else be able to endure 

The journey to my country". Fruits and water 

1^1 ust be )"Our food a while, boy. 

* Again atliuHng to Judas* ^ 
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IDngo. Any tiling ; 

I Ctin cnt moss, nciyi I ccin live on nngcr, 

'J'q vex these RoniAiis. Ret s L)C weir), uncle. 

Car. 1 warrant thee ; come cheerfully. 

lltnso. And boldly. \F.xtunt. 



SetNE 111.—7/'<- yW;/ o/1‘>ENIUS. 


ILfitcr PcENius, I_)RUSUSt and Reollls. 


Ke,^. The soldier shall not grieve you. 

Po^ft. Pray ye, forsake me ; 

Rook not ui)on me, as ye love your honours ! 

I am so cold a coward, my infection 
Will choke your virtues like a damp else. 

Dru. Dear captain ! 

AV^. Most honoured sir ! 

Most hated, most abhorred ! 

Say so, and then ye know me, nay, ye please me. 

Oh, my dear credit, my dear credit ! 

Rig. Sure, 

His mind is dangerous. 

Dru. The good gods cure it! 

Pcen. My honour got through fire, through stubborn 
breaches. 

Through battles that have been as hard to win as 


Heaven, 

Through Death himself in all his horrid trims, 

Is gone for ever, ever, ever, gentlemen I 

And now I am left to scornful talcs and laughters, 

To hootings at, pointing with lingers, “ I hat s lie, 
U'hat’s the brave gentleman forsook the battle, 

'rhe most wise Pcenius, the disputing coward ! 

f)h, my good sword, break from my side, and kill me , 

Cut out ^re coward from iny heart ! 
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You are none. 

Ptv/f, He lies that says so; by Heaven, he lies, lies 
basely, 

Baser than 1 have done ! Come, soldiers, seek me ; 

I have robbed yc of your virtues ! Justice seek me ; 

I have broke my fair obedience ! lost ! Shame take me, 
Take me, and swallow me, make ballads of me, 

Shame, endless shame!—and, pray, do you forsake me. 
JJrii. What shall we do ? 

Pa‘tt. Good gentlemen, forsake me ; 

You were not wont to be commanded; friends, pray do it: 
.And do not fear; for, as I am a coward, 

I will not hurt myself (when that mind takes me, 
ril call to you, and ask your help,) I dare not. 

[ Phrotvs upon the ^ound. 

iLHter Petillics, 

Pet. Good-morrow, gentlemen. Where’s the tribune ? 
'rherc. 

Dru. Whence come you, good Pelillius ? 

J*et. From the general. 

f.)ru. With wliai, for Heaven’s sake ’ 

/V/. W^ith good counsel, Drusus, 

And love, to comfort him. 

I}ru. (jood Regulus, 

Step to the soldier and allay his anger ; 

J*'or he is wild as winter. 

'€unt Duust’S and Recjulus, 
/Va Oh, are you there ? ha\'e at you ! [. is/de^ —Sure, 
he's dead, S^Iialf aside 

It cannot be he dare outlive this fortune ; 

He must die, ’tis most necessary ; men expect it. 

And thought of life in him goes beyond coward. 

Forsake the field so basely, he upon‘t ! 

So poorly U» betray his worth ! so coldly 

To cut all credit from the soldier ! sure 

If tluf man mean to live, (as I shouUl think it ^ 
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lieyond relief,) he must retire where never 

'I'he name of Rome, the voice of arms, or honour, 

Was known or heard of yet. He*s certain dead, 

Or strongly means it ; he’s no soldier else, 

No Roman in him ; all he has done l)ut outsitlc, 

Fought either drunk or desperate. [PtKN'ius //jvx] Now 
he rises.— 

llowtioes Lord Ricnius ? 

Pten. .'\s vou see. 

Pit. I am glad on't ; 
t'ontinue so still. 'I’he lord general, 

The valiant general, great Suetonius- 

Pivn. No more of me is siiokcn ; my name’s perished. 

/V/. He that roinmanded fortune an*l the day 
Uv his own valour and discretion, 

(When, as some say, Poenius relused to come, 

But I believ'e ’em not,) sent me to see you, 

Pa’fi. Y'ou are welcome; and pray, see me, see me wen; 

V’ou shall not see me long. 

/VA 1 hope so, l\enius.— 

The gods defend,* sir ! 

PiV?i. See me, and understand me. 'This is he, 
l^ft to fill up your triutnph ; he that basely 
\Vhi5tled his honour off to the wind, that coldly 
Shrunk in his j>olitic head, when Rome, like reapers, 
Sweat blood aiui spirit tor a glorious harvest, 

.And hound it uj>, ami l>rought it off; that fool, 

That having gold aiui coi>per offered him, 

Kelusefl the wealth, and took the waste ; that sohlicr, 
I'hai being courted by loml Fame ami F<jrtune, 
l^abour in one hand that propounds us gods, 

-And in the other glory that creates us, 

\ et (.iurst doubt aiul lie ti.anined ! 

Ptt. It was an error. 

J\en. A foul one, and a black one. 


# 
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Pet. Yet tlic blackest 
May be washed white again. 

PiV-fi. Never. 

Pet, Your leave, sir ; 

And I beseech you note me, for I love you, 
And bring along all comfort. Are we gods, 
Allied to no infirinities ? are our natures 
More than men’s natures ? when we slip a little 
Out of the way of virtue, are we lost ? 

Is there no medicine called sweet mercy? 

Pa'fi. None, Petillius ; 

'riicrc is no mercy in mankind can reach me, 
Nor is it fit it should \ I have sinned beyond iL 
Pet. Forgiveness meets with all faults. 

J*a'n. ’I'is all faults, 

All sins I can commit, to be forgiven ; 

’Tis loss of whole man in me, my discretion, 

'Fo be so stupid, to arrive at pardon. 

Pet. Oh, but the general- 

Pii'/t. He’s a brave gentleman. 

A valiant, and a loving ; and I dare say 
He would, .as far as honour durst direct him, 
Make even with my fault; but ’tis not honest. 
Nor in his pfuver : cNamjdes that may nourish 
Neglect and disobedience in wliolc bodies. 

And totter the estates and faiths of armies, 

.Must not be playeal withal ; norout of pity 
Make a general forget his duty ; 

Xor dare I hope more from him than is worthy. 
/*/. What wouUl you do ? 

Ptv/i. Die. 

/*'/. So woulil sullen children, 

W’omon that w.int their wills, sl.avcs disobedient 
'Fhat fear the law. Die ! fie, great captain ! you 
A man to rule men, to have tlioiisaml lives 
Under your regiment,' and let your j>assion 


% 


' Command. 
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Betray your reason ! 1 l>ring you all forgiveness. 

The nol)Iest kin<l conunends, your place, your honour 
J\vn. Prithee, no more ; 'tis foolish. Didst not thou 
liy Heaven thou didst ! I overheard thee, there, 

There where thou stantPst now—deliver me for rascal. 
Poor, dead, cold, coward, miserable, wretched, 

If 1 outlived this ruin ? 

Pet. D 

Pan. And thou didst it nobly, 

Like a tnic man, a soldier; and I thank thee, 

I thank thee, good Petillius, thus I thank thee. 

/V/. Since you are so justly made up, let me tell you, 

' Pis fit you die indeed. 

y V//. Oh, now thou lov’st me ! 

/V/. For say he had forgiven you, say the people’s 
whispers 

Were tame again, the time run out for womlcr, 

What must your own command think, from whose swords 
Vou have taken off the edges, from whose valours 
The due and recompense of arms ; nay, made it doubtful 
Whether they knew obedience ? must not these kill you ? 
Say they are won to pardon you, by mere miracle 
Brought to forgive you, what oUl valiant soldier, 

^Vhat man that loves to fight, and hght for Komc, 

Will ever follow you more Dare you know these 
ventures ? 

If so, I bring you comfort ; clare you take it ? 

No, no, Petillius, no 
Pt'/. If your mind serve you, 

Vou may live still; but how ?—yet jiardon me : 

Vou may out-wear all too ; -but wlien ?—and certain 
'I'here is a mercy for e.ach fault, if tamely 
.•V man will take’t upon conditions. 

Pa’n. No, by no means ; I am only thinking now, sir. 
(For I arn resolved to go) of a most base death, 

Fitting the baseness of my fault. IMl liang. 

P^t. Ypu shall not: you’re a gentleman 1 honour, 

.N- 2 
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I would else llatler you. and force you live, 

Which is far baser. Hanging 1 ’tis a dog’s death. 

An end for slaves. 

J\vn, 'I'he fitter for my basencss. 

/V/. Hesides, the man that’s hanged preaches his end, 
And sits a sign for all the world to gape at. 

That’s true ; I’ll lake a fitter,—poison. 

PrL No. 

“I'is equal ill ; the death of rats and women, 

Lovers, and la/y boys that fear correction. 

Die like a man. 

Why, my sword, then. 

Pit. .*\y, if your sword be sharp, sir : 

There’s nothing under Heaven that’s like your sword ; 
V'our sword’s a death indeed. 

PiVfi. It shall be sharp, sir. 

/V/. Why, Mithridates was an arrant ass 
To die by poison * if all liosphorus 

Could lend him swords. Your sword must do the deed : 
’Tis shame to die choke<l, fame to die and bleed. 

Ptrn, Thou hast confirmed me ; and, my good Petillius, 
'J'ell me no more I may live. 

/V/. ’'i'was my commission ; 
lint now I sec you in a nobler way, 

A way to make all even. 

PtVfi. hare well, captain : 

He a good man. and light well ; be obedient ; 

< ajiiiinand thjself, and then thy men. Why shak’st thou ? 
/V/. I do not, .sir. 

/bv/. I wouUl thou had'st, Petillius ! 

J wtndd find something to forsake the worhl with. 

Worthy the man lliat dies : a kind of earthquake 
Thororigh all stem v.alours but mine own. 

/Vr. 1 feel now 
A kind of trembling in me. 

* 'riiis is :\n error. Sympson [H>inlcHi out that M iihridatcs did 
nut tlic by 
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Ptvn. Keej> it still ; 

As thou lov’st sTrlue, keep it. 

Pet. And, brave captain, 

Tnc groat and honoured Ftonius,— 

Pa’rt. That again ! 

Oh, how it heightens me ! again, Petillius ! 

Pet. Most excellent commander ! 

Pirn. Those were mine ! 

Mine, only mine I 
Pet. 'I’hey are still. 

Pizn. Then, to keep 'em 
For ever falling more, have at you I —Heavens, 

Ve everlasting powers, I am yours ! 

upon his rivorti. 
The work's done, 

'I'hat neither fire, nor age, nor melting envy, 

Shall ever conquer. Carry my last words 
I'o the great general : kiss his hands, and say. 

My soul I give to Heaven, my fault to justice. 

Which I have clone upon myself ; iny virtue 
If ever there was any in poor Ptxrnius, 

Made more and happier, light on him :—I faint — 

And where there is a foe, I wish him fortune.— 

1 die : 

Lie lightly on my ashes, gentle earth : [Dies. 

Pet. And on iny sin : — Farewell, great IVenitis ! — 

I he soldier is in fury ; now I am glad \_A'cn'se unthin. 

I is done before he comes. I'his wav for me, 

1 he way of toil,—for thee, the wav of honour \ f /r.v/V. 

* ^ 

Pe-enter^ and remain at the side on the sfa^^e, I >Ki;si:s an.i 
Re/iulus, lot/h .Soldiers .vito are pressing in. 

Siddiers. Kill him, kill him, kill Intn 1 
J n. \\ hat will ve do f 

Good soldiers, honest soldiers- 

So/diers. Kill him, kill him, kill him ! 

^ru. KiU us lirst ; wc command too. 
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Valiant soldiers, 

Consider but whose life you seek,—Ob, Drusus, 

Bid him be gone ! he dies else [Drusus adi'afi £^'\— 
Shall Rome say, 

Ye most approved soldiers, her dear children 
Devoured the father of the fights ? shall rage 
And stubborn furj* guide those swords to slaughter, 

'I'o slaughter of their own, to civil ruin ? 

JDnt. Oh, let 'em in ! all’s done, all's ended, Rcg- 
ulus ; 

Posnius has found his last eclipse [Regulus advances ^— 
Come, soldiers, 

Come, and behold your miseries ; come bravely, 

Full of your mutinous and bloody angers, 

[Soldiers adt^infc. 

And here bestow your darts.—Oh, only Roman, 

Oh, father of the wars ! 

Why stand ye stupid ? 

WMiere be your killing furies? whose sword now 
Sliall first be sheathed in Pcenius ? do ye weep ? 

Howl out, yQ wretches, ye have cause ; howl ever : 

W’ho shall now lead ye fortunate ? whose valour 
J*rcscrvo ye to the glory of your country ? 

Wh o shall march out before ye, coyed and courlctl 
By all the mistresses of war, mre, counsel, 

Quick*eye<l experience, and victory twined to him ? 

Who shall beget ye deeds beyond inheritance 
'!'<» speak your names, and keep your honours living. 
When cliildren fail, and 'l ime, that takes all with him, 
Builds houSfs for ve to obli\'ion ? 

/)ru, < )li, ye [loor desperate fools, no more now 
soldiers, 

(io lioiiie, and hang your arms up ; let rust rot ’em ; 

And humble your stern valours to s<jft prayers ! 
b'or ye have sunk the frame of all your virtues ; 

'fhe sun that warmetl yt>iir bloods is set for ever.— 

I'H kiss ihv honoured r heck. Farewell, greatvPcenius. 
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'rhou thunderbolt, farewell !—Take up the body : 
'Fo-morrow morning to the camp convey it, 

There to receive tine ceremonie.'i. 'Fhat eye. 

That blinds himself with weejjing, gets most glory. 

\ExeuHty ivith a mapchy bearing the hotiy. 



SCICNTC IV. — Before the Fort BoNDUCA. 

Enter SuETONius, Junius, Di cius, Dl.mei rius, Curius, 
and Soldiers, toifh drums and colours : BonijUCA, 
Daughters, and Xi .VNius on the ratnparts. 

Suet. Bring iqi the cata[)ulls, and shake the wall ; 

\Vc will not be out-braved thus. 

E^en. Shake the earth ; 

Ve cannot shake our souls. Bring up your rams, 

.Vnd with their arnietl heads make the fort totter ; 

Ve do but rock us into death. [yi.xvV. 

fun. See, sir. 

See the Icenian tjueen in all her glory, 

From the strong battlements j)roudly appearing, 

As if .she meant to give us lashes ! 
jTJec. Yield, queen. 

Bond. I am unacquainte<l with that language, Roman. 
Suet. Yield, honoured latly, and expect our mercy ; 

\Ve love thy nobleness. \E.\it De('ii'.'^. 

Bond. I thank v'e ; ye say well ; 

But Tuerev and love are sins in Rome and hell. 

¥ 

Suet. \'ou cannot scape our sircngtlT ; you must 'ueld, 
lady ; 

You must adore and fear the jmwer of Rome. 

Bond. If Rome be earthly, why should any knee 
With bending adoration worship her ? 

She's vicious ; and, your partial selves confess, 

A'Spires the height of all impiety ; 



BONDUCA, 


[act iy. 


184 

'Therefore ’tis fitter I should reverence 
The thatched houses where the Britons dwell 
In careless mirth ; where the blest household gods 
See nought but chaste and simple purity. 

' Tis not high power that makes a place divine. 

Nor that the men from gods derive their line ; 

But sacred thoughts, in holy bosoms stored, 

Make people noble, and the place adored, 

Stut. Beat the wall deeper ! 

Bond. Beat it to the centre. 

We will not sink one thought. 

Snet. Til make ye. 

Bond, N o. 

BftUr TErii.i.ius, <idio udiispfn Suetonius. 

2 W(/ Oil, mother, these are fearful hours; 

s|)eak gently 

To these fierce men ; they will aflbrd you jiity. 

Bond. Pity, thou fearful girl ! 'tis for those wretches 
'I'bat misery makes tame. \\'ouIdst thou live less? 

Wasl not thou born a [irinccss ? can my blood, 

And thy brave father’s spirit, suffer in thee 
So base a separation roin thyself 

.\s merev from these tj'ranls ? J'liou lov’sl lust, sure 

And long'st to prostitute thy youth and beauty 

'To common slaves for bread. S^ay they had mercy, 

'The devil a releniing conscience, 

'The lives of kings rest in their diadems, 

Which tt> their bodies lively souls do give, 

And, ce.ising to be kings, they cease to live. 

Show 5»uch another fear, and, by the god.s, 

Ttl tling thee to their fury I 
Su<:i. He is <lea<.l, then ? 

/V/. I think so certainly ; yet all iny means, sir 

Kven to ilie hazard of my life- 

Siit't. No more : 

We must not seem to mourn lierc. 


4 
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Re-atter Decius. 


Dic. There’s a breach made ; 


Is it your will we charge, sir ? 


Suci. Once more, mercy, 

Mercy to all that yield ! 

Bond, 1 scorn to answer :— 

Speak to him, girl,—and hear thy' sister, 

\st Dau^h. (leneral. 

Hear me, and mark me well, and look upon me. 

Directly in my face, my woman's face 

Whose only beauty is the hate it bears ye j 

See with tliy' nano west eyes, thy* sharpest wishes. 

Into my soul, and see what there inhabits ; 

See if one fear, one shadow ot a terror, 

One paleness iiare appear but Irom my* anger, 

'I'o lay hold on your mercies. Xo, ye fools. 

Poor fortune’s lools, we were not born lor triumphs. 

To follow your gay' sports, and fill your slaves 
With hoots and acclamations. 

Pet. Brave behaviour! 

Mt J)au^h, The children ot as great as Rome, as 
noble. 


Our names before her, and tjur deeds her envy'. 
Must we gild o’er y'our conquest, make y'our stale, 
'I'hat is not fairly sirtjng, but fortunate ? 

Xo, no, ye Romans, we have ways to scape \'e, 

'Po make ye jioor again, indeed our jinsoncrs, 

An<i slick our iriumplvs full, — - 
Pet. 'Sdealh, I shall love Iver ! 
li/ Piiu^h. To torture ye with suderlng like our 
1*0 make ye curse our patience, wish the work I 
Were lost again, to win us only', ami entcem it 
I he end of all ambition.s. 

Bond. Do ve wonder ? 

We'll make our monument?. In spite < -f ifirtune ; 

In spite of all your eagle’s wing, we'll worK 


slaves. 
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A j>itch above ye ; and from our height we'll stoop 
As fearless of your bloody seres,' and fortunate. 

As if we preyed on heartless doves. 

Sue/. Strange stifliicss !— 

Dccius, go charge the breach. Decius. 

Boftd. Charge it home, Roman ; 

Wc shall deceive thee else.—Where's Nennius ? 

Kfcrt/er NENNIUS, above. 

JVeu. They have made a mighty breach. 

Boftd. Stick in thy* body, 

And make it good but half an hour. 

Nen. I’ll do it. 

ii 7 J)augb. And then be sure to die. 

A'^en. It shall go hard else. 

Bo?id. hare well, with all my heart ! we shall meet 
yonder, 

Where few of these must come. 

Neu. Cod t;tke thee, lady ! \Jixi/. 

Boud. Bring up the swords and poison. 

iLuter abiK't\ an .\tteiulant with Sioords and a great Cup. 

2nd Daugh. Oh, iny fortune ! 

Bond, How, how, you whore '? 

2nd Daiigh. Cood mother, nothing to offend you. 
Jiond. Mere, wench. - 
Behold us, Romans ! 

Suet. .Mercy yet I 
Bond. No t,diking I 

Ihifl* there goes all your iiity !—Come, short prayers, 
.\nd let's dcsp.itch the business. Voki begin ; 

Shrink not. I’ll see you do’l. 

2nd /yaug/i. Oh, gentle mother I — 

Oh, Rom.ans !—Oh, my Iieart I I dare not. 

Si/et. Woman, woman, 

Unnatural \eoman ’ 


t. 


* Talons. 


I'r. 
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2Hii Dattgh. Oh, persuade her, Romans ! 

Alas, I am young, and would liv'e,—Noble mother 
Can you kill that you gave life? Are my years 
Fit for destruction r 

Suet. Yield, and be a queen still, 

A mother, and a friend. 

Bond, Ye talk !—Come, hold it. 

And put it home. 

15/ Daugh, Fie, sister, fie ! 

What would you live to be ? 

Bend. A whore still? 

2nd /Jiiug/t. Mercy ! 

Suef, Hear her, thou wretched woman ! 

2nd Da ugh. Mercy, mother ! 

Oh, whither will you send me ? I was once 
Your darling, your delight. 

Bond. Oh, gods, 

I-’ear in my family !—Do it, and nobly. 

2nd Daugh. Oh, do not frown, then ! 

15/ Daugh. Do it, wortliy sister ; 

Tis nothing; ’lis a pleasure : we'll go with you 
2nd Daugh. Oh, if I knew but whither ! 

15 / Daugh. To the blessed; 

^Vhere we shall meet our father- 

Sut't. Woman ! 

Bond. 'Falk not. 

15 / Daugh. Where nothing but true joy is- 

Bond. 'I hat's a good wench ! 

Mine own sweet girl ! put it close to thee. 

2 ud Daugh. Oh, 

Comfort me still, for Heaven's sake ! 

15 / Daugh. Where eternal 

(Jur youths are, and our beauties ; where no wars 
come, 

Nor lustful slaves to ravish us. 

2 nd Daugh. 'I’hat steels me ; 

A long fa/cwell to this world I 
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I^ond, Good ; I’ll help thee. 

\2nd Daiigh. Tiabs hirse^and dies, 
T-St £>augh. The next is mine.- 

Show me a Roman lady, in all your stories. 

Dare do this for her honour ; they are cowards, 

Eat coals like compelled cats ; ' your great saint Lucrece, 
Died not for honour; 'I'arquin topped her well ; 

And, mad she could not hold him, bled. 

/'<*/. liy Heaven, 

I am in love : I would give an hundred pound now 
But to lie with this woman’s behaviour. Oh, the devil ! 

\ 5 t Dtiugh. Ye siiall sec me example : all your Rome, 
If I were proud and loved ambition, 

If I were lustful, all your ways of pleasure. 

If I were greedy, all the wealth ye conquer- 

/iond. Make haste. 

If/ /)aug/t. I will — could not entice to live. 

But two short hours, this frailty. Would ye learn 
How to die brav'cly, Romans, to fling olT 
This case of flesh, lose all yotir cares for ever ? 
lave, as we have done, well, and fear the gods ; 

Hunt honour, and not nations, with your swords ; 

Keep your minds liumble, your devotions high ; 

So shall ye learn the noblest part, to die. 

her seif and die^. 

/ytnni. I come, wcnch.— lo ye all, Fate’s hangmen, 
you 

'rhat ease the aged Destinies, and cut 

'I'hc threads of kingdoms as they draw ’em ! here. 

Here is a draught would ask no less than Ca.*s;ir 
To pledge it for the glory’s sake ! 

C'nr, tire at l.ady 1 

.SV/f'A Make up your own conditions. 

J>ond. So we will. 

Sue/. Stay ! 

* (luotccl by I)ycc, *' It was .a vufjjar tnxiort th.it c.iis 

when ikn^ry wovvld eat coals. " , 
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Dtm, Stviy ! 

Sut'/. Be any thing. 

JSond. A saint, Suetonius, [ Onnks. 

When tliou shalt fear, aiul die like a slave. Ye fools ; 

Ve should have tied tij) Death first, when ye ctiinjuered • 
V^e sweat for us in vain else : sec him here ! 

He’s ours still, and our friend ; laughs at your pities ; 

And we command him with as easy reins 
As do our enemies. — 1 feel the [>oison.— 

Boor vamjuished Romans, with what matchless tortures 
Could I now rack ye ! hut 1 pity ye. 

Desiring to tlie (piiet : nay, so imicli 
I hate to prosecute my victors*, 

That I will give ye counsel ere I die,— 

If you will keep your laws and enijjire whole, 

Place in your Roman tlesh a Briton soul. 

Suct. Desperate and strange ! 

Dfcius. 

Der. "Tis won, sir, and the Britons 
-Vll put to the sw'oid. 

Give her fair funeral ; 

She was truly noble, and a queen. 

Pit, Pox take it, 

\ love-mange grown iqion me ! what a sjiirit ! 
fun. I am glad ol this; 1 liave found you. 

P*t. In my belly. 

Oh, how it tumbles ! 

Jun. Ye good gods, I thank yc : 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCKN E I.— The 



Caratach ttf*on u rock tn the bock-groHftdy atui 

IIengo hy hi fit sleeping. 

AR. Thus we afflicted Britons climb for 
safeties. 

And, to avoid our dangers, seek de¬ 
structions ; 

Thus we awake to sorrows.—Oh, thou 
woman, 

Thou agent for adversities, what curses 
Th is day belong to thy improvidence ! 

To llritanie, by thy means, what sad millions 
Of widows’ weeping eyes ! The strong man’s valour 
'riioii liasl betrayed to fury, the child’s fortune 
'To fear, and want of friends, whose pieties 
Might wipe his mournings off, and build his sorrows 
.‘\ house of rest by' his blest ancestors : 

The virgins thou hast robbed of all their wishes. 

Blasted their blowing hopes, lurnlnl their songs, 

'I'heir mirlhful marriagesongs, to funerals; 

I'he lanfl thou hast left a wihleniess of wietches.— 


'Phe boy begins to stir ; thy' safety made, 

W'ould my soul were in Heaven ! 

Jlengo. Oh, noble uncle, 

Rook out ! I dreamed we were betrayed. 

Car. No harm, boy ; \.A soft dead match 7vithin, 

*Tis but thy emptiness that breeds these fancies : 

'Phou shalt have meat .anon. , 
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Ihngo. A little, uncle, 

And 1 shall hold out bravely.—What are those, 

(Look, uncle, look !) those multitudes that march there ? 
'Fhey come upon us stealing by. 

Car. I see ’em ; 

And prithee, be not fearful. 

Jh’Hgo. Now you hate me ; 

Would I were dead ! 

Car. rhou know’st I love thee dearly. 

Ilengo. Did I e’er shrink yet, uncle ? were I a man 
now, 

I should be angry with you. 

Entir Drvsus, Rf-GUI.VS, and Soldiers, nuih P<knius's 

Hears^^ jyrunis^ and Colours. 

Car. Mv sweet chicken !— 

See, they have reached us ; and, as it seems, they bear 
Some soldiers body, by their solemn gestures, 

.And sad solemnities ; it well appears, too, 

'I'o be of eminence.— Most worthy soldiers, 

Let me entreat your knowledge to inform me 
What noble body that is, which you bear 
\Viih such a sad and ceremonious grief, 

.As if ye meant to woo the world and nature 
'I'o be in love with death ? most honourable 
Excellent Romans, by your ancient valours. 

As ye love fame, resolve * me ! 

i>/ So/d. ’ ris the body 
(3f the great Captain Pfeiiius, l)y himself 
Made cold and spiritless. 

Car, Oh, Stay, ye Romans, 
liy the religion which you owe those gods 
'J’hat lead ye on to victories ! by those glories 
Wh ich made even pride a virtue in ye ! 

/Jru. Stay.— 

What’s thy will, Caratach ? 

* ‘ SaiUfy. 
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Car. Set down the body, 

'I'ho body of the noblest of all Romans ; 

As ye expect an olTering at your graves 
l‘'rom your fricn<ls’ sorrows, set it down a while, 

'I'hat with your griefs an enemy may mingle, 

(A noble enemy that loves a soldier,) 

And len<l a tear to virtue : evcti your foes, 

\'our wild foes, as you called us, are yet stored 
With fair affections, our hearts fresh, our spirits, 
rhough sometimes stubborn, yet, when virtue .dies. 

Soft anti relenting as a virgin’s prayers : 

(^h, set it down ! 

" * 

Set down the body, sokliers. 

Car, Thou hallowed relic, thou rich diamond 
Cut with thine own tlust ; thou, for whose wide fame 
The world appears too narrow, man's all thoughts, 

I lad they all tongues, too silent : thus 1 bow 
To thy most honoured ashes, though an enemy. 

Vet friend to all thy worths : sleep peaceably ; 
Haj>piness crown ihy soul, and in thy earth 
Some laurel fix his seat, there grow and flourish, 

And make thy grave an everlasting triumjili ! 

Farewell all glorious wars, now thou art gone, 

And honest arms adieu \ all noble battles, 

Maintained in thirst of honour, not of blood, 

I'arewell for ever ! 

Was this Roman, tincle, 
oo good a man ? 

C<ir. 'Thou never knew’st thy father. 

He died before I was born. 

Car. 'rills worthy Roman 
W'as such another piece of cniiless honour, 

Siicli a l>ra\’c soul dwell in him ; their proportions 
And tai es were not much tinlikc, boy. — Iv.xccIlciU nature ! 
See how it works into his eyes :—mine own boy ! 

//cw'.v. The multitudes of these men, ami their fortunes. 
Could never m.ike me fear yet ] one man's goodness — 
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Car. Oh, now thou pleascst me! weep still, my chiUI, 
As if thou saw’st me dead ! with such a flux 
Or flood of sorrow, still thou pleascst me,— 

And, worthy soldiers, pray receive these [itedges, 

These hatchments of our griefs, and grace us so much 
To place ’em on his hearse. Now, if ye please. 

Bear otf the noble burden ; raise his pile 
High as Olympus, making Heaven to wonder 
To see a star upon earth out-shining theirs • 

And everdoviid, ever-living be 

Thy honoured and most sacred memory ! 

nn 4 . Thou hast done honestly, good Caratach \ 

And when thou diesi, a thousand virtuous Romans 
Shall sing thy soul to Heaven.—Now march on, soldiers. 

\^I£xciin( Rofftans with a dead fnareh. 

Car. Now dry thine eyes, my boy. 

Ilengo. Are they all gone ? 

I could have wept this hour yet. 

Car, Come, take cheer, 

And raise thy spirit, child ; if but this day 

Thou canst bear out thy faintness, the night coming 

I’ll fashion our escape. 

I/rn^o. Pray, fear me not; 

Indeed I am very hearty. 

Car. Be so still : 

His mischiefs lessen, that controls his ill. \^Exeufit. 



SCENE II.— The Rom (Ui C. mf*. 

Eftier Plil ii.i.ivs. 

Pet. What do I ail, i' the name of Heaven? I did but 
see her, 

.And see her die ; she stinks by this lime strongly, 
Abominably stinks. She was a woinai^, 

Lcau. & K.— d. 


O 
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A tiling I never cared for ; but to die so, 

So confidently, bravely, strongly—oh, the devil, 

1 have the bots ! ^ — by lieaven, she scorned us strangely, 
All we could do, or durst do; threatened us 
With such a noble anger, and so governed 
With such a ficr}'' spirit--the plain bots ! 

A pox upon the bots, the love-bots ! Hang me. 

Hang me even out o’ the way, directly hang me ! 

Oh, penny-pipers, and most painful penners 
Of bountiful new ballads, what a subject, 

What a sweet sul>Ject for your silver sounds, 

Is crept upon ye ! 

Kfiter Junius. 

Jiffi. Here he is ; have at him ! \^Aside. 

{Sings') She sot the sword unto her breast, 

Great pity it was to see, 

1 hat three drops of her life-warm blood, 

Run trickling down her knee. 

Art thou there, bonny boy ? and, i’ faith, how dost thou ? 
Pft. \\'cll, gramcrcy; how dost thou?—He 'as found 
me, 

Scented me out; the shame the devil owed me, 

H’ as keju his clay with \Asi<i^\ —And what news, Junius? 
/////, {Sings) 

It was an old tale, ten thousand times told. 

Of a young lady was turned into mould, 

Her life it was lov'cly, her death it was bold. 

/V/. A cruel rogue, now h’as drawn, pursue on me ! 
He hunts me like a devil [. lsid<r\ — Xo more singing ; 
'Thou hast got a cc^Ui : come, let’s go drink some sack, 
boy. 

_/////. I la, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
yW. ^V)^y, dost thou laugh ? 

Whai marc’s nest hast thou touml ? 


^ W'omis wliich trouble c-ittle in tlic intestines^ 
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Juft, I !a, ha, ha ! * 

I cannot laugh alone :—Decius ! Demetrius ! 

Curius !—oh, niy sides; ha, ha, ha, ha !— 

'I'lie strangest jest ! 

yV/. Prithee, no more. 

Jun, The admirablest fooling ! 
yVA Thou an the prettiest fellow ! 

Juu. Sirs 1 
pet. Why Junius, 

Pritliec, away, sweet Junius ! 

Jun. Let me sing, then. 

Pet. Whoa, here’s a stir now \ sing a song of sixpence ! 
By Heaven, if—i>rithee—pox on't, Junius ! 

Jun. I must either sing or laugh. 

Pet. And what’s your reason ? 

Jun, ^Vhat’s that to you ? 

Pet. And 1 must wliisile. 

Jun. Do so. 

Oh, 1 hear ’em coming. 

Pet, 1 have a little business. 

Jun. Thou shalt not go, believe it. What ! a gentle¬ 
man 

Of thy sweet conversation ! 

Pet. Ca])tain Junius, 

Sweet captain, let me go with all celerity : 

'I'hings are not always one ; and do not ([uestion. 

Nor jeer, nor gibe *. none of your doleful ditties, 

Nor your sweet conversation ; you will find then 
I may be angered. 

Jun. By no means, Petillius ; 

Anger a man that never knew passion ! 

'Tis most impossible : a noble cajitain, 

A wise and generous gentleman ? 

Pet. Tom Puppy, 

Ix.*ave this way to abuse me : I have found you ; 

But, for your mother’s sake, I will forgive you. 

Your subtle understanding may tliscover, 


* > 2 
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As you think, some trim toy to make you merry, 

Some straw to tickle you ; but do not trust to*t; 

YouVe a young man, and may do well; be sober, 
Carry yourself discreetly. 

J'ufi, Yes, forsooth. 

Mnter Decius, Demetrius, and Cvkivs. 

Z>em, How does the brave Petillius ? 

Jun. Monstrous merry : 

We two were talking what a kind of thing 
I was when I was in love ; what a strange monster 
For little boys and girls to wonder at ; 

How like a fool I looked. 

Dfc. So they do all, 

Dike great dull slavering fools. 

J^un, Petillius saw too. 

Pet. No more of this ; ’tis scurv*^)- ; peace. 
y7///. How nastily. 

Indeed how beastly, all I did became me 1 
How I forgot to blow iny nose. 'Phere he stands, 

An honest and .a wise man ; if himself 
(I dare avouch it boldly, for I know it) 

Should find himself in lov'e- 

Pet. I am angry. 

Jun. Surely his wise self would hang his beastly self, 

His understanding self so mawl his ass self- 

J'>ee. He’s bound to do it ; for he knows the follies, 
'I'lie poverties, and b.ascncss that belongs to’t ; 

H'as read upon the reformations long. 

Pet. He has so. 

Jun. ''ris true, and he must do't : nor is it fit indeed 

Any such coward- 

Pet. You’ll leave prating? 

Jun. Should tlare come near the regiments, esi>ecially 
Those curious pujipics (for believe there arc such) 

'I'hat only love behaviours : those arc dog-whelps, 
Dwindle away because a woman dies well ; « 


1 
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Commit with passions only ; fornicate 
With the free spirit merely. You, PetiUius, 

For you have long observed the world- 

p€t. Dost thou hear ? 

I’ll beat thee damnably within these three hours ; 

Go pray ; may be I’ll kill thee. Farewell, jackdaws I 

D(C. What a strange thing he’s grown ! 

Jutt, I am glad he is so; 

And stranger he shall be before I leave him. 

Cur. I’st possible her mere deatli- 

Jun. I obser\'cd him, 

And found him taken, infinitely taken, 

With her bravery ; I have followed him, 

And seen him kiss his sword since, court his scabbard, 
Call dying “ dainty dear,” her brave mind “ mistress ” ; 
Casting ‘ a thousand ways to give those forms, 

That he might lie with ’em, and get old armours. 

He had got me o’ the hip once ; it shall go hard, friends. 
But he shall find his own coin. 

Pntrr M.\CER. 

lyce. How now, Macer I 
Is Judus yet come in ? 

Macer. Yes, and has lost 
Most of his men too. Here he is. 

Enter Jl'o.as. 

Cur. What news ? 

Judas. I have lodged him ; rouse him, he that dares. 
Dein. Where, J udas ? 

Judas. On a steep rock i’ the woods, tlie boy too with 
him; 

And there he swears he 'will keep his Christmas, gentle¬ 
men, 

But he will come away with full conditions, 
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Bravely, and like a Briton. He paid part of us ; 

Yet I think we fought bravely : for mine own part, 

I was four several times at half-sword w-ith him, 

Twice stood his partizan * ; but the plain truth is, 

He*s a mere devil, and no man, V th’ end, he swinged 
us. 

And swinged us soundly too : he fights by witchcraft; 
Yet for all that I saw him lodged. 

Jun. Take more men, 

And scout him round. Macer, march you along.— 
What victuals has he ? 

J'udas. Not a piece of biscuit. 

Not so much as will stop a tooth, nor water 
More than they make themselves : they lie 
Just like a brace of bear-whelps, close and crafty. 

Sucking their fingers for their food. 

Dec. Cut off, then, 

All hope of that way ; take sufficient forces. 

Jtift. But use no foul play, on your lives : that man 
That does him mischief by deceit, Bll kill him. 

Aftieer, He shall have fair play ; he deser\'es it. 

Judas. Hark ye ; 

What should I do there, then ? You are brave captains. 
Most valiant men : go up yourselves ; use virtue j 
See what will come on’i - pray the gentleman 
I'o come down, and be taken. Yc all know him, 

I think yc have felt him loo : there ye shall find him, 

His sword by his side, plums of a pound weight by him 
Will make your chops ache : you'll find it a more labour 
'I'o win him llvang, than climbing of a crow’s nest. 

Dec. Away, and compass him ; we shall come up, 
r am sure, within these two hours. Watch him close. 

A facer. He shall flee through the air, if he escape us. 

['t sad noise wiihin. 
fun. What’s this loud lamentation ? 
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A facer. The dead body 

Of the great l\cnius is new come to the camp, sir. 

J)ctu, Dead ! 

Afaccr. By himself, they say. 

Jun. 1 feared that fortune. 

Cur. Peace guide him up to Heaven ! 

Jutt. Away, good Macer. \^Exaint Macer Jui>as. 


Enter SuF.roNius, Drusus, Rkguevs, and Petili.ils 


Suet, If thou beest guilty. 

Some sullen plague, thou hat’si most, light upon thee I 
The regiment return on Junius ; 

He well deserves it. 

Pet, So ! 

Suet. Draw out three companies,— 

Yours, Decius, Junius, and thou, Petilhus,— 

And make up instantly to (Jaratach , 

He’s in the w'ood before yc : we shall follow, 

After due ceremony done to the dead, 

The noble dead. Come, let's go l>iirn the body. 

[Exeunt ail except Prn i.i i f s. 

Pet, The regiment given from me ! disgraced ojicnly ! 

In love too wnth a tritlc to abuse me ! 

A merry w'orld, a fine w’orld ! served se\ en \ car^ 

To be an ass o’ both sides ! sw^eel 1 etillius, 

You have brought your hogs to a hne market : you arc 

wise, sir, 

Your honourable brain-pan full ot crotchets, 

An understanding gentleman, your projects 
Cast* with ass\irance ever. Wouldst not thou now 
Be banged aV)Out the pate, Petillius ? 

.\ns\vcr to that, sweet soldier : surely, surely, 

I think you w'ould ; i)ulled by the nose, kicked : hang 
'rhou an the arrant’st rascal trust thy wistlom [thee, 
With anv thing of weight ? the wind with feathers. 
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Out, you blind puppy ! you command ? you govern ? 
t)ig for a groat a-day, or serve a swineherd ^ 

Too noble for thy nature too !—1 must up ; 

But what I shall do there, let time discover. [Mxit. 



SCENE III,— jr/t^ Vi'oodsy ^ith a rock in the 

l>ack~ground as before. 


JZnter Macer and Judas, tvtfh meat and a boitie. 

Hang it o' the side o' the rock, as though the 
Britons 

Stole hither to relieve him : who first ventures 
1 o fetch it off is ours. I cannot see him. 

Jitdas. He lies close in a hole above, I know it, 
Gnawing upon his anger.—Ha ! no; 'tis not he. ' 

Afacer, ’Tis but the shaking of the boughs. 

Judas. l‘ox shake 'cm I 
1 am sure they shake me soundly.—'I'hcre ! 

Afacer. nothing. 

Judas. iVIakc no noise , if he stir, a deadly tcm{>est 
Of huge stones fall ujjon us. 'Tis done ! away, close ’ 

\^JLxeunt. 

Ilnter Caratach oh the rock. 

Car. Sleep still, sleep sweetly, child ; 'tis all thou 
fecd'st on ! 


No gentle Briton near, no valiant charity. 

To bring thee food ! Poor knave, thou art sick,c.\trcinc sick 
.Almost grown wild for meat; and yet thy goodness 
Will not confess, nor show it. All the woods 
Arc double lined with soldiers ; no way left us 


lo make a noble scape. I'll sit down by thee, 

And, when thou wak’st, cither get meat to save thee, 

Or lose my life i’ the purchase. Good gotls comfort 

1 \^I£.\it above. 
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SCHNIi IV. —Another pari of the li ^ootfs. 

Enter Junius, Decius, Petillius, and Guide. 

Guide. You are not far off now, sir. 

Jun. Draw the companies 

The closest way through tlie woods; weUl keep on this way. 
Guide. I will, sir. Half a furlong more you’ll come 
Within the sight o’ the rock ; keep on the left side ; 

You’ll be discovered else : I’ll lodge your companies 
In the wild vines beyond ye. yExtf. 

Dec. Do you mark him ? \^Pointin^ to Petillius. 

Jun. Yes, and am sorry for him. 

Pet. Junius, 

Pray let me speak two words with you. 

Jun. Walk afore ; 

I’ll overtake you straight. 

Dec. I will. \Exit. 

Jun, Now, captain ? 

Pet. You have oft told me, you have loved me, Junius. 
Jun, Most sure I told you truth then. 

Pet. And that love 

Should not deny me any honest thing. 

Jun. It shall not. 
yV/, Dare you swear it ? 

I have forgot all passages between us 

'I hat have been ill, forgiven too, forgot you. 

Jun. What would this man have? [Astde.^ —By the 
gods, I do, sir, 

So it be fit to grant you. 

J^et. ’'I'is most honest 
Jun. Why, then I’ll do it. 

Pet. Kill me. 

Jun. How ! 

Pet. Pray, kill me. 

Jun, Kill you ! 

Pet. Ay, kill me (juickly, suddenly ; 

Now kill me. 
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/un. On what reason? you amaze me. 

yV/. If you do love me, kill me ; ask me not why : 

I would be killed, and by you. 

J^un. Mercy on me ! 

What ails this man ? —Petillius ! 

y v/. Pray you, despatch me ; 

You are not safe whilst I live ; I am dangerous, 
'Proiibled extremely, even to mischief, Junius, 

An enemy to all good men. Fear not ; ’tis justice ; 

I shall kill you else. 

_/>///. Tell me but the cause, 

.And I will do it. 

y^f’A I am disgraced, my service 
Slighted and unrewarded by the general, 

M-y ho]>es loft wild and naked ; besides these, 

I am grown ridiculous, an ass, a folly 
I dare not trust myself with ; prithee, kill me. 

/////. All these may be redeemed as easily 
As you would heal your linger. 

yV/. Nay- 

Jun, Stay, I’ll do it ; 

You shall not need your anger ; but first, Petillius. 

You shall unarm yourself; I dare not trust 
A man so bent to mischief. 

/V/. There's my sword, \_<Jivcs his sivorJ, 

And do it liandsoniely. 

yu/t. Yes, 1 will kill you; 

Ileliev^e that certain ; but first I’ll lay before you 
'Fhe most extreme fool yon have played in this. 

The honour pur[K>scd for you, the groat honour 

The general intended vou. 

^ ^ ^ * 

/F/. How ! 

/ufi. And then I’ll kill you, 

Hccaiise you shall die miserable. K.now, sir. 

The regiment was given me, but till time 
Called you to do some worthy deed might stop 
The people’s ill thoughts of you for I^ortl Pceiiius, 
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I mean, his death. IIo\%' soon this time’s come la you, 
And hasted by Suetonius! ** Cio,” says he, 

** Junius and Deciiis, and go thou, Petlllius,” 

(Distinctly, “ thou, Petillius,”) “ and draw up, 

'Fo take stout Caralach : ” there’s the deed purposed, 

A deed to take ofT all faults, of all natures . 

“ And thou, Petillius,” mark it, there’s the honour; 

And that done, all made even. 
l\t. Stay ! 

Jun, No, ril kill you. 

He knew thee absolute, and full in soldier, 

Daring beyond all dangers, found thee t)Ut, 

According to the boldness of thy spirit, 

A subject, such a subject- 

Fd. Hark you, Junius ; 

I will live now. 

Jun. By no means—wooed thy worth, 

Held thee by' the chin up, as thou sank st, and showc^I 

thee 

How Honour held her arms out. Come, make ready. 


Since you will die an ass. 

Pel. Thou wilt not kill me ? 

Jun. By' Heaven, but I will, sir. I’ll have no man 
dangerous 

Live to destroy' me afterward : bcsitles, y'ou have gotten 
Honour enough ; let young n^en rise now. Na\', 

I do perceive too by the general, (which is 

One main cause you shall die,^ howe er he <.arr\ it, 

Such a strong doting on you, that I fear 

You shall command in chief: how arc wc paid, then . 


Come, if you will pray', despatch it. 

Pet. Is there no way ? 

Jun. Not any way to live. 

Pet. I will do any thing. 

Redeem myself at any' price : gt>od Junius, 
Let me but die u])on the rock, but ofier 
My life ^l> like a soldier I 
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You will seek then 
To outdo every man. 

yV/. Believe it, Junius, 

You shall go stroke by stroke with me. 

yuri. You'll leave off too, 

As you are noble and a soldier. 

For ev'er these mad fancies ? 
yV/. Dare you trust me? 

By all that’s good and honest- 

y>/«. There’s your sword, then ; 

And now, come on a new man : virtue guide thee * 



SCENE V.— 77te lyoodsj 'zeith a rock in the back' 

ground. 

£nUr Caratacii and Hengo on the rock. 

Car, Courage, my boy! I have found meat: look, Hengo, 
Look where some blcss^id Briton, to preserve thee, 

Has hung a little food and drink : cheer up, boy ; 

Do not forsake me now. 

ITcngo. Oh, uncle, uncle, 

I feel I cannot stay long ! yet I’ll fetch it, 

To keep your noble life. Uncle, I am heart-whole. 

And would live 

Car. Thou shall, long T hope. 

Ifcngo, Hut my head, uncle ! 

Methinks the rock goes round. 

/inter Macer ana Judas, and remain at the side of 

the stance. 

Afaccr. Mark ’em well, Judas. 

Judas, Peace, as you love y'our life. 

Ifengo, Do not you hear 
The noise of bells? 
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Otr. Of bells, boy ! ’lis iby fancy ; 

Alas, thy body’s full of wind ! 

Melhinks, sir, 

Tliey ring a strange sad knell, a preparation 
To some near funeral of state : nay, weep not, 

Mine own sweet uncle ; you will kill me sooner. 

Car. Oh, my poor chicken ! 

Hatgo. Fie, faint-hearted uncle 1 
Come, lie me in your belt, and let me down. 

Car. ril go myself, boy. 

H^ngo. No, as you love me, uncle : 

I will not eat it, if 1 do not fetch it; 

'rhe danger only 1 desire ; pray, tie me. 

Car. I will, and all my care hang o’er thee ! Come, child, 
My valiant child ! 

IJfngo. Let me down apace, uncle. 

And you shall see how like a daw I’ll whip it 
From all their policies; for ’tis most certain 
A Roman train : * and you must hold me sure too ; 

You’ll spoil all else. When I have brought it, uncle, 

We’ll be as merry-* 

Car. Go, i’ the name of Heaven, boy ! 

[Zc/f Hen GO Joion by his beit. 
Ilengo. Quick, quick, uncle ! I have it. 

[Judas shoots H?;nGO unth an arnnv.^ —Oh ! 

Car. What ail’st thou ? 

Ihngo. Oh, my best uncle, I am slain ! 

Car. I see you, 

And Heaven direct mv hand ! destruction 
Go wiih thy coward soul ! 

\Kilis Judas loitii a stonr^ and tiicn drau>s np Hengo. 
Exit Macek.] How dost ihou, boy?— 

Oh, villain, pocky villain ! 

Hengo. Oh, uncle, uncle, 

Oh, how it pricks me 1—am I preser\'e<l for this?— 
L.xtremely pricks me ! 

• ‘ Slralageni, 
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Car, Coward, rascal coward ! 

Dogs cal thy flesh ! 

Ilengo, Oh, I bleed hard ! I faint too ; out upon^t 
How sick I am !—The lean rogue, uncle ! 

Car, Look, boy ; 

I have laid him sure enough. 

Mengo. Have you knocked his brains out ? 

Car. I warrant thee for stirring more : cheer up, child. 
Ilengo, Hold iny sides hard ; stop, stop ; oh, wretched 
fortune, 

Must we part thus? Still I grow sicker, uncle. 

Car, Heaven look ujjon this noble child ! 

Ilengo. I once hoped 

I .should have lived to have met these bloody Romans 
At my sword's point, to have revenged my father, 

'I'ci liave beaten ’em,—oh, hold me hard !—but, uncle — 
Car. 'rhou shall live still, I hope, boy. Shall 1 dr.aw it? 
Ilengo. You draw away my soul, then. I would live 
A little longer—spare me, Heavens !—but only 
'I'o thank you for your tentler love : good uncle. 

Good noble uncle, weep not. 

Car. Oh, my chicken, 

My dear boy, what shall I lose ? 

I/engo. Why, a child, 

That must have died however ; had this scaped me. 

Fever or famine-1 was born to die, sir. 

Car. But thus unblown, my boy ? 

I/engo. I go the straighter 
My journey to the gods. Sure, I shall know you 
When you come, uncle. 

Ciir. Yes, boy. 

I/engo. .And 1 hope 

We shall enjoy together that great blessedness 

You told me of. 

Car. Most certain, child. 

Ilengo. I grow cold ; 

.Mine eyes are going. , 
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Car. Lift ’em up- 

Pray for me ; 

And, noble uncle, when my bones are asties, 

Think of your little nephew !—Mercy ! 

Car. Mercy ! 

You blessed angels, take him ! 

Jlengo. Riss me : so, 

Farewell, farewell ! 

Car. Farewell the hopes of Britain » 

Thou roval graft, farewell for ever!—Time and Death, 

Ve have done your worsL Fortune, now see, now 
proudly 

Pluck off thy veil, and view thy triumph ; look, 

Look what thou hast brought this land to !—Oh, fair 
flower. 

How lovely yet thy ruins show, how sweetly 
Even death embraces thee ! the peace of Heaven, 

The fellowship of all great souls, be with thee ! 

Enter PtriLi-ius and Junius on the rook. 

Ha ! dare yc, Romans ? ye shall win me bravely. 

Thou art mine ! \TheyJi^ht. 

Jun. Not yet, sir. 

Car. Breathe ye, yc i>oor Romans, 

And come up all, with all your ancient valours; 

Like a rough wind I 11 shake your soul>, ati<l send ’em— 

Suetonius, Demetrius, Decius, Curius, 
Reculus, Drusus, Mackk, and Soldiers. 

Suet. Yield thee, bold Caratach ! By all the gods, 

As I am soldier, as I envy thee, 

ril use thee like thyself, the valiant Briton. 

Pet. Brave soldier, yicUl, thou stock of arms and 

honour, 

'I'hou filler of the world with fame and glory 1 
Jun. Most worthy man, weMl woo thee, be thy jirisoners. 
Suet, KjfceHent Briton, do me but that honour, 
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That more to me than conquests, that true happiness. 
To be my friend ! 

Car. Oh, Romans, see what here is ! 

Had this boy lived— 

Suet. For fame’s sake, for thy sword’s sake, 

As thou dcsirest to build thy virtues greater ! 

By all that’s excellent in man, and honest- 

Car. I do believe. Ve have had me a brav'e foe , 
Make me a noble friend, and from your goodness 
Give this boy honourable earth to lie in. 

Stiet. He shall have fitting funeral. 

Car. I yield, then ; 

Not to your blows, but j’our brave courtesies. 


[ Comes d&iori ivith Peti ll i us and J uNi us- 
Pet. Thus we conduct, then, to the arms of peace 
The wonder of the world. 

Sutt. 'I'hus I embrace thee : \^Fiourish. 

And let it be no flattery that I tell thee, 

'I'hou art the only soldier. 

Car. How to thank ye, 

I must hereafter find upon y'our usage. 

I am for Rome ? 

Suet. You must. 

Car. Then Rome shall know 
'Fhe man that makes her spring of glory- grow. 

Suet. Petillius, 

You have shown much worth this day, redeemed much 
error ; 

You have my love again ; preserve it.—Junius, 

Wiih you I make him e<iual in the regiment. 

/uu. 'I'hc elder and the nobler ; I’ll give place, sir. 
.Suet. V^ou show a friend's soul.— 

March on, and througli the camp, in every tongue, 

'I'he virtues of great Caratach be sung ! [P.xeunt. 
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///:' Spanish Curate was first acted in 1622 
at the Blackfriars Theatre. It has been 
‘renerallv reiiarded as the work of Fletcher, 
possibly with the co-oi)eration of Mas¬ 
singer. Both the comic and serious por¬ 
tions of the plot arc taken directly (as 
Oyee has shown) from an English trans¬ 
lation of a Spanir»h novel by G. dc Cespedes, published in 
iC)22 iiiifler the title of Cj^erartia, the tjufortunate Spaniani, 
It is evident from the long extract given by Mr. Dyce, that 
tliis translation furnished Fletcher not only with the inci¬ 
dents of the play, but that the sinrit of the conversation 
re-Tardintf tlie " wars ” and “ handsome wonien ” in the first 
act, of the dialogue between Leandro and the Curate in the 
act following, and of most of the scene relating to the game 
at chess, has been derivetl fix>m the English version of 
Cespcdcs’ novel. 

The Spanish Curate was very i>opular after the Restor¬ 
ation, but later on Colmaii speaks of it as one of those 

earlv nlavs which h.ivo “ within these few years encountered 
the severity of the pit, and received sentence of condemna- 
ti<in.” An .adaptation (said to have proved very attractive) 
was produced at C ttvent (kirdon Theatre in 
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PROLOG UK, 

To lell ye, gentlemen, we have play, 

A new one too, and that ’lIs launched to-day,— 
The name ye know, that's nothing to my story 
To tell ye, *tis familiar, void of glory, 

Of state, of bitterness—of wit, you’ll say, 

For that is now held wit that tends that way, 
Which we avoid -to tell ye loo, ’tis merry. 

And meant to make ye pleasant, and not weary ; 
The stream that guides ye, easy to attend ; 

'I’o tell ye that Ms good, is to no end, 

If you believe not ; nay, to go thus lar. 

To swear it, if you swear against, is war : 

To assure you any thing, unless you see. 

And so conceive, is vanity in me ; 

'I'herefore 1 leave it to itself ; and pray', 

Like a good bark, it may work out to-day, 

And stem all <loubts ; ’twas built for such a proof. 

And we hope highly : if she He aloot 

For her own vantage, to give wind at will, 

Why, let her work, only be you but still 

And swect-opinioned ; and we are bound to say', 

You arc worthy judges, an<! yon crown tSio t>lay. 
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Don* HENRIQUE, a Grandee. 

Don Jamie, his younger Broihcr. 

AsCANIO, Son of Don Henrique by Jacintha. 
Dartolus, a Lawyer. 

Leandro, a young Gentleman of good estate, 
Angki.o, ^ 

Ml LANES, > his Friends. 

Arsen lo, ; 

Octavio, a disbanded Captain, supposed Husband 
of Jacintha. 

I.OPEZ, a Curate. 

Diego, his Sexton. 

Assistant, or Judge. 

Andrea, Servant to Don Henrique. 

Algazeirs, Faritor, Parishioners, Singers, Officers, 
Witnesses, and Serv'ants. 

Miouante, supposed Wife of Don Henrique. 
Jacintha, supposed Wife of Octavio. 

AMAKAN I'A, Wife of BaRTOLUS. 

Lgla, a Moor, Servant to Amak.ania. 

SCLN E—COKi>o\'A. 
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■THE STc^C^ISH CUT^zTTE. 

—«•-— 

ACT THE FIRST. 

S C E N K I .—A S/rt'ct. 

Enter .Vngelo, .MiLanes, anJ Arsenio. 

RS. I^andro paid all. 

Mt/. H'is his usual custom. 

And requisite he should: he has now 
put oh' 

The funeral black your rich heir wears 
witli joy, 

\\ hen he pretends to weep for his tlead father. 

\ our gathering sires so long heap muck together, 

I hat their kind sons, to rid them of their care, 

Wish them in heaven; or, if they take a taste 
Of purgatory by the way, it matters not. 

Provided they remove hence. What is befalln 
lo his father in the other world, I ask not : 

I am sure his prayer is heard : would I could use one 
for mii^c, in the same method ! 

^irs. Fie upon thee I 
'Phis is profane. 

A fit. Good doctor, do not school me 
I'or a faultjk'ou are not free from. On my Lite, 
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Were all heirs in Corduba* put to their oaths, 

They would confess, with me, ’tis a sound tenet: 

I am sure I^eandro does. 

Ars. He is the owner 
Of a fair estate. 

Mil. And fairly he deserves it ; 

He’s a royal fellow; yet observes a mean 
In all his courses, careful too on whom 
He showers his bounties : he that’s liberal 
To all alike, may do a good by chance, 

But never out of judgment : this invites 
'i'he prime men of the city to frccjuent 
All places he resorts to, and arc happy 
In his sweet converse. 

Ars. Don Jamie, the brother 
'I'o the grandee Don Henrique, appears much taken 
With his behaviour. 

There is something more in’t : 

He needs his [nirse, and knows how to make use on’t 
’Tis now in fashion for your Don that’s poor 
To vow all leagues of friendship with a merchant 
'I’hat can siqqjly his wants ; and howsoe'er 
Don Jamie's noble born, his e!<ler brother 
Don Henrique rich, and his revenues long since 
Knercased by marrying with a wealthy heir, 

Called Madam V’iolante, he yet holds 
A hard hand o’er Jamie, allowing him 
A bare ainuiiiy only'. 

Ars. Vet, 'tis said. 

He hath no child ; am!, l>y the laws of S(iain, 

If he tlio without issue, Don Jamie 
Inherits his estate. 

Afil. Whv, llnit’s the reason 

* ^ 

< >1 their so many jars. 'I'hougli the young lord 
lie sick of the elder brother, and in reason 
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Should flatter and observe him, he’s of a nature 
Too bold and tierce to stoop so, but bears up, 
I’resuming on his hopes. 

Ars. What's the young lad 
That all of ’em make so inucli of ? 

A/t7. ’Tis a sweet one, 

Anti the best-conditioned youth I ever saw yet; 

So humble, ami so affable, that he wins 
'I'hc love of all that know him ; and so modest, 
'I'hat, in despite of poverty, he would starve 
Rather than ask a courtesy. Me's the son 
Of a poor cast captain, one Octavio ; 

And she, that once was called the fair Jacinlha, 

Is happy in being his juothcr. For his sake, 
Though in their fortunes fain, they are esteemed of 
.And cherished bv the best. Oh, here thev come : 

I now may spare his character ; but observe bim. 
He’ll justify my report. 

Enter Don Li'andro, and Asc.\nio. 

Jam, My good .Ascanio, 

Repair more often to me ; above women 
I hou ever shalt be ^velctjmc', 

Asc. .\Iy lord, your favours 
May <|uickly teach a raw untutored youth 
I'o be both rude and sauc)‘. 

/.tan. You cannot be 

Too fretpient where you arc so much desired :— 
And give me leave, dear friend, to be your rival 
In pan of his affection ; I will buy it 
At any rate. 

Jam. Stood I but now possessed 
Of what my future hope presages to me, 

I then would make it clear thou hast a patron 
That would not say, but do. Vet, as I am. 

Be mine : IMl not recci\c thee as a servan’. 
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Hut as my son ; and, though I want myself. 

No page attending in the court of Spain 
Shall find a kinder master. 

A sc, I beseech you 
That my refusal of so great an offer 
May make no ill construction ; ^tis not pride 
( 1 hat common vice is far from my condition) 

That makes you a denial to receive 
A favour I should sue for; nor the fashion 
Which the country follows, in which to be a servant 
In those that groan beneath the heavy weight 
Of poverty, is lield an argument 
Of a base abject mind. I wish my years 
M ere fit to do you service in a nature 
d'hat might become a gentleman : give me leave 
To think myself one. My father serv'cd the king 
As a captain in the field ; and, though his fortune 
Returned him home a poor man, he was rich 
In reputation, and wounds fairly taken ; 

Nor am I by his ill success deterred ; 

I rather feel a strong desire that sways me 
To follow his profession ; and, if Heaven 
Hath marked me out to be a man, how proud, 

Tn the service of my country, should I be, 

'ro trail a pike under your brave command ! 

There I would follow you as a guide to honour, 

'I'hough all the horrors of the war made up 
d'o stop my passage. 

Jtint. 'I'hou art a lioj>eful boy. 

Ami it was bravely spoken : for this answer 
1 love iliee more than ever. 

Afif. Hitv, such seeds 

Of promising courage should not grow and prosj>cr! 

Aug, Whatever his reputed parents be. 

He hath a mind that speaks him right and noble. 

You make him blush;—it needs not, sweet 
.Ascanio ; . 
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We may hear praises when they arc deserved. 

Our modesty unwounded. By my life, 

1 would add something to the building up 

So fair a mind ; and, if, till you are fit 

To bear arms in the field, you’ll spend some years 

In Salamanca, I’ll supply your studies 

With all conveniences. 

Asc. Your goodness, signiors, 

And charitable favours, overwhelm me: 

If I were of ^our lilood, you could not be 
More tender of me : what, then, can I pay, 

A jjoor boy and a stranger, but a heart 
Bound to your service? With what willingness 
I would receive, good sir, your noble offer. 

Heaven can bear witness for me : but, alas, 

Should I embrace the means to raise my fortunes, 

1 must destroy the lives of my poor parents. 

To whom I owe my being ; they in me 
Place all their comforts, and, as if I were 
The light of their dim eyes, are so indulgent, 

They cannot brook one short day’s absence from me ; 
And, vvhat will hardly win belief, tliough young, 

I am their steward and their nurse : the bounties 
Which others bestow on me serve to sustain ’em ; 

And to forsake them in their age, in me 
Were more than murder. 


EttUr Don Henriquk. 

Ang. This is a kind of begging 
Would make a broker charitable. 

.')///. Here, sweetheart, 

1 wish that it were more. Ascanio fnattev 

When this is sj>ent, 

Seek for supply from me. 

Jam, 'I'iiy piety 

For ever be remembered I Nay, take .all. 
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1 hougli ’twcrc my exhibition * to a royal ® 

For one whole year. [Ghys Asc.anio manty. 

High Heavens reward your goodness ! 

Efefi. So, sir, is this a slip of your own graftin"- 
ou arc so prodigal ? 

/(iffi. A slip, sir ! 

I/c'fi. Yes, 

A slip ; or call it by the projjcr name, 

Vour bastard. 

A/w. You are foul-mouthed. Do not provoke me • 

I shall forget your birth, if you proceed. 

And use you, as your manners do deserve 
Uncivilly. 

J/tft. So brave ! pray you, give me hearin*; ; 

Who am I, sir ? 

\Iy elder brother : one 

That might have been born a fool, and so reputed, 

Ihit that you had the luck to creej) into 
I he world a year before me. 

Ltan. Be more leinjicraic. 
film. I neither can nor will, unless I learn it 
By his example. I..ct him use his harsh 
Unsavoury- reprehensions upon tho.se 
That arc l>is hind.s, and not on me. Phe land 
Our father left to him .done, rewards him 
for being twelve months elder: let that be 
^ and let his p.trasiics remember 

One ([uality of worth or virtue in him, 

I hat tnay authorise him to be a censurer 
Of me or of my manners, and I will 
.\cknowlotlge him for a tutor ; till then, never. 
lEtt. from whom have you your means, sir? 

/am. f'roin the will 

Ol my dead father ; 1 nni sure I spent! not, 

Nor give't, iif>on your juirse. 

* .Vllowitiicc of money. 

* t.t. .\ s.j>iir-roy^tl, cold coin worth 15J. * 
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Ihn, lint will it hold out 
Without my help ? 

[am. I am sure it shall; I’ll sink else; 

P'or sooner 1 will seek aid from a whore, 
rhan a courtesy from you. 

Il€H. ’Tis well ; you are proud of 
Your new exchequer; when you have cheated him, 

And worn him to the quick, 1 may be found 
In the list of your actpiaintance. 

Lfou. Pray you, hoUl ; 

And give me leave, my lord, to say thus much, 

.And in mine own defence : I am no gull 
'fo be wrought on by persuasioit; nor no coward 
'To be beaten out of my means ; but know to whom 
And why I give or lend, and will do nothing 
But what my rc ison wanants. You may be 
As sparing as you ijlease ; I must be bold 
To make use of mine own, without your licence. 

Jam. Pray thee, let him alone; he is not worth thy anger. 
All that he does, Leandro, is for my good : 

I think there’s not a gentleman of Spain 
That has a better steward than 1 have of him. 

Ilea. A’our steward, sir I 
Jatn. Yes, and a provident one. 

Why, he knows I am given to large expence, 

And therefore lays up for me ; could you believe else, 
*rhat he, that sixteen years bath worn the yoke 
Of barren wedlock, without hope of issue, 

His coffers full, his lands and vineyartls fruitful. 

Could be so sold to base and sordid thrift 
.As almost to deny himself the means 
And necessaries of life ? Alas, he knows 
'The laws of Spain appoint me for his heir ; 

1 hat all must come to me, if 1 outlive him, 

Which sure I must do, by the course of nature. 

And the assistance of good mirth and sack, 

However j/iu prove melancholy. 
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Hffi. If I live, 

Thou dearly shall repent this. 

/apii. When thou art dead, 

I am sure I shall not. 

Afil. Now they begin to bum 
Like opposed meteors. 

Ars. (iive them line anrl way ; 

My life for Don Jamie ! 
yatn. Continue still 

The excellent husband, and join fann to farm ; 
Suffer no lordship, that in a clear day 
Kails in the prospect of your covetous eye, 

To be another’s ; forget you are a grandee ; 

'I'ake use upon use ; * and cut the throats of heirs 
With cozening mortgages ; rack your poor tenants, 
Till they look like so many skeletons 
For want of food ; and, when that widow’s* curses, 
The ruins of ancient families, tears of orphans. 

Have hurried you to the devil, ever remember 
All was raked up for me, your thankful brother, 

'I'hat will dance merrily upon your grave. 

And, perhai>s, give a double pistolct * 

To some poor needy friar, to say’ a mass 
'I'o keep your ghost from walking. 

IHft. That the law 
Should force me to endure this ! 

_/<////. V'erily’, 

When this shall come to pass, as sure it will, 

If you can find a loop-hole, though in hell, 

'1*0 look on my behaviour, you shall see me 
Ransack your iron chests ; and, once again 
Rhito’s flame-coloured daughter shall be free 
I'o <]ominecr in taverns, mns<|ucs, and revels. 

As she w’as use<l, liefore she was your captive. 
-Mclliinks, the mere conceit of it should make you 

* Intficst u|H)n initresi. * Pistole, a Sp-aiiish coin. 


t 


221 


SCENE 1.] TFfE SPANISH CUPATE, 

Oo home sick and distempered ; if it does, 
ril send you a tloctor of mine own, and after 
'fake order for your funeral. 

Hfn, You have said, sir : 

1 will not fight with words, but deeds, to tame you ; 

Rest confident 1 will; and thou shalt wish 
This day thou hadst been dumb ! [Exif. 

Mil. You have given him a heat, 

But with your own distemper. 

Jam. Not a whit ; 

Now he is from mine eye, I can be merry, 

Forget the cause and him ; all plagues go with him ! 

Let’s talk of something else. What news is stirring ? 
Nothing to pass the time ? 

Mil. Faith, it is said 

That the next summer will determine much 
Of that we long have Ualked of, touching the wars. 

Lean. What have we to do with them ? let us dis. 

course 

Of what concerns ourselves. ’I'is now in fashion 
'Fo have your gallants set down, in a tavern, 

What the Archduke’s purpose is ihe next spring, and 
what 

Defence my lords the States prepare ; what course 
The Emperor lakes against the encroaching Turk ; 

.And whether his moony standards are designed 
For Persia or Polonia ; and all this 
The wiser son of state-worms seem to know 
Belter than their own aflairs. '1 his is discourse 
Fit for the council it concerns : wc arc young, 

And, if that 1 might give the theme, ’iwcre better 
'Id talk of handsome women, 

MU. -And that’s one 
.Almost as general. 

Ars. Yet none agree 
Who are the fairest. 

Lean. Some [irefer the French, 
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For thoir conceite<l dressings; some the plump 

Italian bona-robas ;' some the state 

'I'hat ours observe ; and I have heard one swear, 

A merry friend of mine, that once in London 
He did enjoy the company of a gamester, 

A common gamester - too, that in one night 
Met him th' Italian, French, and Spanish ways, 

And ended in the Dutch ; for, to cool herself. 

She bussed him drunk in the morning. 
fatn. We may spare 

'I'hc travel of our tongues in foreign nations. 

When in Corduba, if you dare give credit 
To my report (for I have seen her, gallants), 

There lives a woman, of a mean birth too, 

And meanly matched, whose albc.>Lcelling form 

Disdains comparison with any she 

Tlial puts in for a fair one ; and, though you borrow 

From every country of the earth the best 

Of those perfections which the climate viehls, 

'I'o help to make her up, if put in balance, 

'I'his will weigh down the scale. 

Ran. V'ou talk of wonders. 

JiUn. She is, indeccl, a wonder, and so kept; 

And, as the world deserveti not to behold 
W'hal curious Nature made without a pattern, 

Whose copy she hath lost too, she’s shut up, 
Sequestered from the world. 

Who is the owner 
Of sueli a gem ? I am fired. 

/am. One Hartolus, 

A wrangling adviicatc. 

Ars. A knave on record. 

jXfi/. 1 am sure he cheated me of the best part 
Of my estate. 

yam. Some business calls me hence. 

And of inqxjrtance, which denies me leisure 


* Councsans;, 
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To give you Ins full character : in few words, 

Though rich, lie’s covetous beyond expression ; 

And, to increase his heap, will dnre the devil 
And all the plagues of darkness ; and, to these. 

So jealous, as, if you would parallel 
Old Argus to him, you must multiply 
His eyes an huntlred times ; of these none sleep ; 

He, that would charm the heaviest lid, must hire 
A better Mercury than Jove made use ot. 
bless yourselves from the thought of him and her, 
hor ’twill be labour lost So, farewell, signiors. \E.\it. 
Ars. Leandro I in a dream ? wake, man, for sliame I 
J/t7. Trained into a fool’s paradise with a tale 
Of an imagined fonn ? 

Lxan. Jamie is noble. 

And with a forged tale would not wrong his friend : 

Nor am I so much fired with lust as envy, 

'I'hat such a churl as Bartolus should reap 
So sweet a harvest : half my state* to any. 
d'o help me to a share ! 

Ars. Tush, do not hope for 
Impossibilities. 

Eau. 1 must enjoy her ; 

And my prophetic love tells me 1 shall, 

Ixrnd me but vour assistance. 

* 

Ars. Give it o’er. 

J///. I would not have thee fooled. 

Lian. I have strange engines 
I’.ashioning here, and Bartolus on the anvil : 

Dissuade me not, but help me. 

Mil. 'Bake your fortune : 

If you come off well, praise your wit ; if not, 

Kxpect to be the subject of our laughter. 

* Kstatc- 
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SCKKIC II.— A Room in the House o/ Octavio. 

Enter Octavio and Jactntua. 

Jac. You met Don Hennque ? 

Oct. Yes. 

Jac. What comfort bring you ? 

Sjaeak cheerfully : how did my letter work 
On his hard temper ? I am sure I wrote it 
So feelingly, and with the pen of sorrow, 

That it must force compunction. 

Oct, You arc cozened : 

Can you with one hand prop a falling tower. 

Or with the other stop the raging main 
When it breaks in on the usurjjed shore, 

Or any thing that is impossible ? 

And then conclude that there is some way left 
To move him to compassion. 

Jac. Is there a justice, 

Or thunder, my Octavio, and he 
Not sunk unto the centre ?* 

Oct. Good Jacinlha, 

With your long practised patience bear afflictions ; 

And, by provoking, call not on Heaven’s anger. 

He did not only scorn to read your letter, 
but, most inhuman as he is, he cursed you, 

Cursed you most bitterly. 

lac. 'The bad man’s charity. 

Oh, that I could forget there were a tie 
In me upon him ! or the relief I seek. 

If given, were bounty in him, and not debt, 

I )ebt of a dear account ! 

Oct. 'ri>uch not that string, 

’ rwill but increase your sorrow ; and tame silence. 

The balm of the oppressed, wliich hitherto 

Hath eased your grieved soul, and preserved your fame, 

•Must l>e your surgeon still. 

* tlu' centre of thi* i-Arfh. 
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fac. If the contagion 
Of niy misfortunes had not spread itself 
Upon my son Ascanio, though my wants 
Were centuplied upon myself, I could be patient: 

But he is so good, 1 so miserable, 

His pious care, his duly, and obedience. 

And all that can be wished for from a son, 

Discharged to me, and I barred of all means 
To return any scruple of the debt 
I owe him as a mother, is a torment 
Too painful to be borne. 

Oit, I suffer with you 

In that; yet find in this assurance comfort,— 

High Heaven ordains, whose purposes cannot alter, 
Children, that pay obedience to their parents, 

Shall never beg their bread. 

Jac, Here comes our joy. 

EnUr Ascanio, 

has my dearest been ? 

Asc, I have made, mother, 

.4 fortunate voyage, and brought home rich prize 
In a few years ; the owners too contented, 

From whom I took it. See, here’s gold ; good store too ; 
Nay, pray you, take it. 

Jac. Men’s charities are so cold, 

That, if I knew not thou wert made of goodness, 

'Twould breed a jealousy* in me, by what means 
Thou cam’st by such a sum. 

Asc, Were it ill got, 

I am sure it could not be employed so well 
As to relieve your wants. Some noble friends, 

Raised by Heaven’s mercy to me, not my merits, 
Bestowed it on me. 

Oct. It were a sacrilege 

To rob ihcc of their bounty, since they gave it 
io thy usoonly. 

’ Suspicion. 

f * - a. Q 
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Jac. Buy thee brave' clotlies \vith it, 

And fit thee for a fortune, and leave us 
To our necessities. Why dost thou weep ? 

A sc. Out of my fear I have oflended you ; 

For, had I not, I am sure you are too kind 
Not to accept the offer of my service, 

In which I am a gainer. I have heard 
My tutor say, of all aerial fowl, 

The stork’s the emblem of true iiiety ; 

Because, when age hath seized upon his dam. 

And made unfit for flight, the grateful young one 
Takes her upon his back, provides her food, 

Repaying so her tender care of him 
Ere he was fit to fly, by bearing her. 

Shall I, then, that have reason and discourse, 

That tell me all 1 can do is too little. 

Be more unnatural than a silly bird ? 

Or feed or clothe myself superfluously, 

Anri know, nay, sec, you want ? Holy saints keep me! 

yac. Can I be wretched, 

And know myself the mother to such goodness ? 

Oit. Come, let us dr>' our eyes ; wc’ll have a feast. 
Thanks to our little steward. 

Jac. And, in him. 

Believe that we are rich. 

Asc, I am sure I am, 

While I have power to comfort you and scr\'e you. 

^Exeunt, 



SCENK III.— An Apartment $n the House o/ DON 

11 ENKU^JUK. 

Enter Don' HKNRirjLu: and \’ioi,ante. 

Viol, Is it my fault, Don Ilcnrique. or nvy fate? 
What’s my offence ? I came young to your bed, 

i 

* Fine. 
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I had a fruitful mother, and you met me 
With equal ardour in your May of blood ; 

And why, then, am 1 barren ? 

Ihn. ’Tis not in man 
To yield a reason for the will of Heaven, 

Which is inscrutable. 

Viol. To what use ser\"c 
Full fortunes, and the meaner sort of blessings, 
When that, which is the crown of all our wishes, 
The period of human happiness, 

One only child, that may possess what’s ours, 

Is cruelly denied us ? 

Ilepi. ’Tis the curse 

Of great estates, to want those pledges which 
The poor arc happy in : they, in a cottage, 

With joy behold the models of their youth j 
And, as their root decays, those budding branches 
Sprout forth and flourish, to renew their age. 
but this is the beginning, not the end, 

Of misery to me, that, ’gainst my will. 

Since Heaven tlenies us i.ssue of our own, 

Must leave the fruit of all rny care and travail 
'I'o an unthankful brother, that insults 
On my calamity. 

Viol. I will rather choose 
A bastard from the hospital, and adopt him, 

And nourish him as mine own. 

Ilm. Such an evasion, 

My Violantc, is forbid to us. 

Happy the Roman stale, where it was lawful, 

If our own sons were vicious, to choose one 
Out of a virtuous stock, though of poor parents, 
And make him noble. I Jut the laws of Spain, 
Intending to preserve all ancient houses, 

Prevent such free elections ■. with this my brothei s 
Too well acquainted, and this makes him bold 
To reign c/er me as a master. 
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Viol. I will fire 

'I'he portion I brought with me, ere he spend 
A royal' of it. No quirk left, no quiddit," 

That may defeat him ? 

Hen. Were I but confirmed 
'I'bat you would take the means I use with patience, 

As I must practise it with my dishonour, 

I could lay level with the earth his hopes. 

That soar above the clouds with expectation 
To see me in my grave. 

Viol. Effect but this, 

And our revenge shall be to us a son, 

'I'hat shall inherit for us. 

Hen. Do not repent 
When 'tis too late. 

Viol. I fear not what may fall, 

He dispossessed, that does usurp on all. \Excuni. 

* See note, p. 218. 

* Quidxlity, t.e. subtilty. 



t 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE \ —The Street^ before the House of l.OPF.Z. 

Enter Leandro disguised^ Mi lanes, and wVrsfnio. 

II.. Can any thing but wonder- 

Leon. Wonder on ; 

I am as ye see ; and what will follow, 
gentlemen- 

. irs. VV'hy dost thou put on this form > 
what can this do ? 

'I'hou look’st most sillily, 

J//7. Like a young clerk, 

\ half-pined puppy, that would write for a royal. 

Is this a commanding shape to win a beauty ? 

To what use, what occasion ? 

Leon. Peace I ye are fools, 

More silly than my outsitle seems ; ye arc ignorant , 

They that pretend to won<lers must weav'C cunningly. 

Ars. What manner of access can this get? or, if gotten, 
What credit in her eyes ? 

L^an. Will ye but leave me ? 

Afi/, Methinks, a young man, and a handsome gentle 
man, 

(Hut, sure, thou art lunatic,) methinks, a brave man, 

'I'hat would catch cunningly tlie beams of beauty. 

And so tUstributc ’em unto his comfort, 

Should like himself appear, young, high, and buxom. 

And in the brightest form. 

/.ean. Ye are cozened, gentlemen ; 

Neither d6 I believe this, nor will hallow it ; 
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'Plius a.'j I am, 1 will begin my voyage. 

W'hen you love, launch it out in silks and velvets ; 
ril love in serge, and will oui-go your satins. 

To get upon my groat-horse^ and appear 
'I'he sign of such a man, and trot my measures. 

Or fiddle out whole frosty nights, my friends. 

Under the window, while my teeth kee|) tune, 

1 hold no liandsoinenes.s. Uet me get in, 

There trot and fiddle, where I may have fair f>lay. 

Ars. Hut how get in ? 

I^au. I.eave that to me ; your patience ; 

I have some toys here that 1 dare well trust to : 

\ have smelt a vicar out, they call him I.opez. 

Ve arc ne'er the nearer now. 

J/fV. We do confess it. 

L^an. Weak simple men ! this vicar to this lawyer 
Is tlie most inward* namon. 

Ar^. What can this do ? 

J///. We know the fellow, and he dwells there. 

So. 

y\rs. i\ poor thin thief. Me help! he! hang the 
vicar 1 

(’an reading of a hoinify prefer thee ? 

"Fhou art dead-sick in lo\'c, and he’ll ]iray for thee. 

Ran. Mavc patience, gentlemen. I say this vicar, 
'riiis thing, I say, is all one with the close Hartolus, 

For -SO tiiey call the lawyer. On his nature, 

(Wiiich I have studied by relation. 

And make no <Ioubt I shall hit liandsoinelv) 

Will 1 work cunningly and home : understand me : 

Next, I pray, leave me, leave me to my fortune ; 
nijjtciiia piUchra^ tliat's my motto, gentlemen : 

I'll win this diamond Irum the r(>ck, and wc.ir her, 

Or- 

* “ The grciU-lnuvc is tfic tourti.imcnl ."xml vv.ir-lutr.'.e, in oppo^'- 
lion to ihc palficy .mtl hunting-n^n;.”™ M ViVr. 

* Intini.itc. * 
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Eflier Lopez and Diego. 

MU. Peace ! the vicar. Send you a full sail, sir ! 

Ars. There’s your confessor; but wliat shall be your 
penance- 

J^an, A fool’s head, if I fail; and so, forsake me ; 

You shall hear from me daily. 

MU. We will be ready. 

\^Excuftt Mii.anes and Arsen 10. 
Lop. Thin world, indeed. 

Lean. I’ll let him breathe, and mark him. 

No man would think a stranger, as I am, 

Should reap any great commodity from his pig-belly. 

[AUde, and then re fires. 
Lop. Poor stirring for poor vicars. 

Lie. And poor sextons. 

Lop. We pray, and pray, but to no purpose ; 

Those that enjoy our lands choke our devotions ; 

Our poor thin stipends make us arrant dunces. 

Die. If you live miserably, how shall we do, m.aster. 
That are fed only with the sound of prayers ? 

^V e rise and ring the bells to get good stomachs, 

And must be fain to eat the roi)es with reverence. 

Lop. When was there a christening, Diego? 

Die. Not this ten weeks : 

Alas, they have forgot to get children, master ! 

The wars, the seas, and usury undo us ; 

Take off our minds, our edges, blunt our plough-shares. 
They eat nothing here but herbs, and get nothing but 
green sauce : 

There arc some poor labourers, th.at, perhaps, 

Once in seven years with helping one another, 

Produce some few pined butter-prints* that scarce hold 
The christening neither. 

D>p. Your gallants, they get honour, 


1 


,\ cant term Tor children. 
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A strange fantastical birth, to defraud the vicar ; 

And the camp christens their issues, or the courtezans; 
*'ris a lewd time. 

Z>/V. They are so hard-hearte<i here loo. 

They will not die j there’s nothing got by burials. 

Top, Diego, the air’s too pure, they cannot perish : 

To have a thin stipend, and an everlasting parish, 

Ix)rd, what a torment ’tis ! 

Die. Ciood sensible master. 

You are allowed to pray against all weathers, 
lloth foul and fair, as you shall find occasion ; 

Why not against all airs ? 

Top. That’s not i’ the canons : 

I would it had ; his out of our way forty' pence. 

Die. ’Tis strange ; they are star\'ed too, yet they will 
not die here, 

They will not earth. A good stout plague amongst ’em. 
Or half a dozen new fantastical fevers, 

'That would turn up their heels by wholesale, master, 

And take the doctors, too, in their grave counsels, 

'I'hat there might be no natural hel|> for money', 

How merrily would my bells go then ! 

Top. Peace, Diego ! 

'I’he doctors arc our friends ; let’s please them well ; 

For, though they kill but slow, they are certain, Diego. 
Wc must remove into a muddy' air, 

A most contagious climate. 

JAe. Wc must, certain ; 

.\n air that is the nursery' of agues : 

Such agues, master, that will shake men’s souls out. 

Ne’er stay lor jjossets, nor good old wives’ plasters. 

Clouts and dead palsies. 

Die. d'hc dead does well at all times, 

Vet gouts will hang an .irsc a long time, master. 

I'hc pox’, or ICngHsli surfeits, if wc had ’em ; 

'Phose are rich marl, they make .a church yard fat ; 

And make the so.xton sing ; they never miss, sk*. 
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Zj^p. Then wiWs and funeral sermons come in season, 
And feasts that make us frolic. 

/?/>. Would I could see ’em ! 

Lop. And, though I weep i’ tlie pulpit for my brother. 
Yet, Diego, here I laugh. 

Dio. The cause requires it. 

Lop. Since people left to die, I am a dunce, Diego. ' 
DU. ’Tis a strange thing, I have forgot to dig too. 
L^an. A precious pair of youths ! I must make toward 
'em ^Aside^ and thon comes fortvard, 

Lp. Who’s that ? look out; it seems he would speak 
to us. 

I hope a marriage, or some will to make, Diego- 
DU. My friend, your business ? 

Lean. ’Tis to that grave gentleman.— 

Bless your good-learning, sir ! 

Lop. And bless you also !— 

He bears a promising face ; there’s some hope toward. 
l^an. I have a letter to your worship. [Gives leffer. 
Ij>p. Well, sir ; 

From whence, I pray you? 

Lean. From Nova Hispania, sir, 

.And from an ancient friend of yours. 

Lop. ’'ris well, sir ; 

’Tis very well.—The devil a one I know there. 

Die. Take heed of a snap, sir ; h*as a cozening counte¬ 
nance. 

I do not like his way. 

Lop. Let him go forward : 

Cantabit vacuus / they that have nothing, fear nothing. 

All 1 have to lose, Diego, is my learning ; 

And, when he has gotten that, he may put it in a nut¬ 
shell. [Reads. 

“ Signior Lopez, since my arriv^al from Cor<h>va to 
these parts, 1 have written divers letters unto you, but as 
yet received no answer of any ”—Good anti very good— 
and, alirfiough so great a forgetftilncss might cause a 
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want in my due correspondence, yet the desire 1 have 
still to serve you must more prevail with me ”—Better 
and better: the devil a man know I yet—” and there¬ 
fore, with the present occasion offered, I am willing to 
crave a continuance of the favours wliich I have hereto¬ 
fore received from you, and do recommend my son 
Leandro, the bearer, to you, with request that he may be 
admitted in that university, till such time as I shall arrive 
at home ; his studies he will make you ac<juainted withal. 
This kindness shall supply tlie want of your slackness : 
and so, Heaven keep you ! Vours, Alonso 'I'iveria,” * 
Alonzo Tiveria ! very well. 

A very ancient friend of mine, 1 take it ; 

For, till this hour, I never heard his name yet. 

E€an. You look, sir, as if you had forgot my father. 
Lop. No, no, I look a.s I would remember him : 

For that I never remembered, I cannot forget, sir. 

Alonzo Tiveria ? 

J^ean. The same, sir. 

/^>p. .'\nd now i’ th’ Indies? 

JL^api. Yes. 

I^p. He may he anywhere, 
b'or aught that I consi<ler. 

Think again, sir; 

You were students both at one time in Salamanca, 

And, as I take it, chamber-fellows. 

/A>p. 11a! 

Ixan. Nay, sure, you must remember. 

I^op. Would I could ! 

I have heard him say you were gossips too. 

L^p. Very likely ; 

V'ou did not hear him say to whom? for we students 
May oft-times ovcr-rc.ich our memories.— 

Dost thou retuember, Diego, this same signior ? 

Thou liasl been mine these twenty years. 

' Dyri- points out lb-''* tbls letter Is t.iktii .almost vcib.itliu from 
llie Ivngt^^h version of C\‘Spc<le'>’ rvovel (itritttfo, *■ 
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Du, Remember ! 

Why, this fellow would make you mad. Nova Hispania ! 
.'\nd Signior 'rivcria ! what are these ? 

He may as well name you friends out of Cataia * ! 

'l ake heed, I beseech your worship.—Do you hear, my 
friend, 

You have no letters for me ? 

Lfan. Not any letter ; 

But I was charged to do my father’s love 

To the old honest sexton, Diego. Are you he, sir ? 

Du, Ha \ liave I friends, and know ’em not ? My 
name is Diego ; 

But, if cither I remember you or your father. 

Or Nova Hispania (I was never there, sir,) 

Or any kindred that you have — For Heaven-sake, 
master, 

I.et’s cast about a little, and consider ; 

We may dream out our time. 

luati. It seems 1 am deceived, sir : 

Yet, that you are Don Dopcx all men tell me, 

'I'he curate here, and have been sonie time, sir. 

And you the sexton Diego, such I am sent to ; 

'I'he letter tells as much. May be, they are dead. 

And you of the like names succeed. 1 thank )'e, gentle¬ 
men ; 

Ye have done honestly in telling truth ; 

I might have been forward else ; for to that I.opcz 
That was my father’s friend, I had a charge, 

\ charge of money, to deliver, gentlemen ; 

Five hundred ducats, a poor small gratuity ; 

But since you are not he- 

Imp. Good sir, let me think ; 

I pray you, be j>atient ; pray you, stay a little : 

Nay, let me remember ; I beseech you, stay, sir. 

Die. An honest nol)le (riend, that sends so lovingly ; 
An old friend too ; 1 shall remember, sure, sir. 

* The ancient name for China, nseJ l»y the ohl iiavcllcrs. 
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Top. Thou say*sl true, Diego. 

Z>/V. Pray you, consider quickly; 

Do, do, by any means. Methinks, already 
A gnive staid gentleman comes to my memory. 

L^an. He*s old indeed, sir. 

Dio. With a goodly white beard 
(For now he must be so ; I know* he must be) 

Sigiiior Alonzo, master. 

Lop. I begin to have him. 

Die. I Tas been from hence about some tw’enty years, 
sir. 

D'tiu. Some five-and'twcnly, sir. 

Die. V'ou say most true, sir ; 

Just to an’hour, 'tis now just fivc-and-twenty : 

A fine straiglit-timbercd man, and a brave soldier. 

He iiKirried—let me see- 

/.eon. Do-Castro’s <laughter. 

Die. 'Phe very same. 

Lean, d'hou art a very rascal * 

De-Castro is the Turk to thee, or any thing. 

'I’he money mbs ’em into strange remembrances ; 

For as many ducats more they would remember .\dam. 

[^^isitfe. 

fj>p. Give me your hand ; you aie welcome lo your 
counir^' ; 

Xow I remember plainly, manifestly. 

As freshly as if yesterday I h.ad seen him: 

Most heartily welcome ! Sinful that I am. 

Most sinful man, why shouhl I lose tills gentleman ? 

'riiis loving old companion ? wc hatl all one soul, sir. 

He dwelt here hard l>y, at a handsome- 

Lean. KaJin, sir : 

Vou say most tnie. 

Lop. .\lon/,o 'I'iveria ! 

I.ord. I.ord, that time shouhl play the treacherous knave 
thus ! 

Why, he was the only friend I had in Spain, sir.* 
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I knew your motlier too, a liandsomc gentlewoman ; 

She was married very young ; I married ’em ; 

I do remember now the mascjues and sports then, 

Xhc fire-works, and the fine delights. Good faith, sir, 
Now I look in your face — whose eyes are those, l>iego ? 

Nay, if he be not just Alonzo’s picture- 

Lean. Lord, how I blush for these two impiulenis ! 

\AsiJe. 

Z>/V. Well, gentleman, I think your name’s Leandro. 
Lean, It is, indeed, sir.— 

Gra’-mercy, letter ! thou hadst never knowTi else. [Aside. 
Die. I have dandled you, and kissed you, and played 
with you, 

A hundred and a hundred times, and danced you. 

And swung you in my bell-ropes—you loved swinging. 
Le>p. A sweet boy— 

Lean, Sweet lying knaves ! what would these do for 
thousands ? [Aside, 

Lap, A wondrous sw'eei boy then it was. Sec now. 
Time, that consumes us, shoots him up still sweeter !— 
How does the noble gentleman ? how fares he ? 

When shall we see him ? when will he bless his country ? 

Lean, Oh, very shortly, sir. Till his return, 

He has sent me over to your charge. 

Lop. And welcome ; 

Nay, you shall know you are welcome to your friend, sir. 

Lean, And to my study, sir, which must be the law. 

To further which, he would entreat your care 
To plant me in the favour of some man 
That’s exi>ert in that knowledge : for his ]>ains 
I have three hundred ducats more ; for my diet. 

Enough, sir, to defray me ; which 1 am charged 
To take still, as I use it, from your custody ; 

I have the money ready, and I am weary. 

Le>p. Sit down, sit down ; and, once more, you are 
most welcome. 

The law 5*ou have hit u{>on most hapi>ily: 
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11 ere is a master in that art, Bartolus, 

A neighbour by ; to him I will prefer you ; 

A learned man, and my most loving neighbour, 
ril do you faithful service, sir. 
jyU. He^s an ass. 

And so we'll use him ; he shall be a lawyer, 

[^Asidif to Loi’K/. 

But, if ever he recover this money again—Before, 
Diego, 

And get some pretty pittance j my pupil’s luingry. 

\JLxit Dieoo. 


Lt’dft. Pray you, sir, unlade me. 

Lop. ril refresh you, sir ; 

When you want, you know your exchequer. 

Lean. If all this get me but access, 1 am happy. 

Lop. Come ; lam tender of you, 

Ixan. I'll go with you.— 

To have this fort betrayed, these fools must fleece me. 

[^Aside.] [Ex^u/it. 



SCENE II .—Roofn in the House of B,\R'txJLUS. 

Enter Bakioi.US and .V.vt ar.vn iA. 

Ear. My Amaranta, a retired sweet life, 

Private, and close, and still, and housewifely. 

Becomes a wife, sets olT the grace of woman. 

.\t home to be believed both young and handsome, 

As lilies that arc cased in crystal glasses, 

.\r.akes up the wonder ; show it abro.ul, 'tis stale, 

And .still, the more eyes cheapen it, 'tis more sliibberetl. 
And what need windows open to inviting, 

Or evening terraces, to take opinions,* 

When the most wholesome air, my wife, blows iinvard, 


i.e, .\t1 miration. 


I 
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When good thoughts arc the noblest companions, 

And old chaste stories, wife, the best discourses ? — 

But why do I talk thus, that know thy nature ? 

Ama. You know your own disease, distrust and 
jealousy; 

And those two give these lessons, not good meaning. 
What trial is there of my honesty, 

WTicn I am mewed at home ? To what end, husband, 
Serve all the virtuous thoughts, and chaste behaviours, 
Without their uses ? Then they are known most excel¬ 
lent, 

When by their contraries they are set off and burnished. 

If you both liold me fair, and chaste, and virtuous, 

Let me go fearless out, and win that greatness : 

These seeds grow not in shades and concealed places : 

Set 'em i' th’ heat of all, then they rise glorious. 

Bar, Peace ! you are too loud. 

Ama, You are too covetous ; 

If that be ranked a virtue, you have a rich one. 

Set me, like other lawyers* wives, off handsomely, 
Attended as I ought, and, as they have it. 

My coach, my people, and my handsome women. 

My will in honest things. 

Bar, Peace, Amaranta ! 

Ama, They have content, rich clothes; and that 
secures 'em, 

Binds to their careful husbands their observance ; * 

They are merrj’, ride abroad, meet, laugh- 

Bar, Thou shalt too. 

Ama. And freely may converse with proper* gentle¬ 
men. 

Suffer temptations daily to their honour. 

Bar. You are now too far again : thou shall have 
any thing, 

l^t me but lay up for a handsome office. 

And then, my Amaranta 

* KcspccL 


I lantisoEnc 
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Afua. Here’s a thing now, 

You place as pleasure to me; all my retinue, 

My cha;nberiiiaid, my kitcheniiiaid, iny friend j 
And wliat she fails in I must do myself: 

A foil to set my beauty off; I thank you. 

You will place the devil next for a companion. 

JSar, No more such words, good wife.—W’hat would 
you have, maid ? 

Egla. Master Curate, and the sexton, and a stranger, 


sir, 

Attend to speak with your worship. 

Bar, A stranger ! 

Ama. You liad best to be jealous of the man you 
know not. 

Bar, Prithee, no more of that. 

Ama, Pray you, go out to ’em ; 

That will be safest for you ; I am well here ; 

1 only love your peace, and serve like a slave for it. 

Bar. No, no, thou shalt not j ’tis soiiio honest client, 
Rich and litigious, the curate has brought to me. 

Prithee, go in, my thick : PH but speak to ’em. 

And return instantly. 

Ama. I am comm.andetl. 


One ilav you will know my sufferance. \^Exi/ tvith Kc.l.\. 

Bar. And reward it. S^Lacks Bu door. 

So, so ; fast bind, fast find.—Come in, iii) neighbours ; 
My loving neighbours, pray ye, come in ; ye are welcome ! 


Enti^ LoI’KZ, I.ICANDRO, and Dikgo- 


Lifp, Uless your good reverence ! 

Bar, Good day, good Master Chirate ; 

/\n(l, neighbour 1 bego, welcome. What s jotir business, 
.^nd, pray ye, l>e short, good friends; the time is 

j>recioiis. — 

W cleoiiie, good sir. 
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Ij>p. To be short, then, with your mastership, 

I'or, I know, your several hours are full of business, 

We have brought you this young man, of honest parents, 

And of an honest face- 

Bar. It seems so, neighbours : 

But to what end ? 

Lop. To be your pupil, sir ; 

Your servant, if you please. 

L^an. I have travelled far, sir. 

To seek a worthy man. 

Bar. Alas, good gentleman, 

I am a poor man, and a private too. 

Unfit to keep a serv'ant of your reckoning ; 

My house a little cottage, and scarce able 
To hold myself and those poor few live under it *. 

Besides, you must not blame me, gentleman, 

If I were able to receive a serv'ant. 

To be a little scrupulous of his dealing ; 

For in these times- 

I^p. Pray, let me answer that, sir : 

Here is three hundred ducats, to secure him ; 

He cannot want, sir, to make good his credit, 

Good gold and coin. 

Bar, .And that’s an honest jiledge : 

Yet, sure, that needs not; for his face and carriage 
Seem to declare an in-bred honesty. 

Lran. And (for I have a ripe mind to the law, sir, 

In which, I understand, you live a master) 

rhe least poor corner in your house, poor bed, sir, 

(IvCt me not seem intruding to your worship,) 

With some books to instruct me, and your counsel. 

Shall 1 rest most content with : other acquaintance 
Than your grave presence, and the grounds of law, 

1 dare not covet, nor I will not seek, sir ; 

For, surely, mine own n.ature desires privacy. 

Next, for your monthly pains, to show my thanks, 

I do proportion out some twenty ducats ; 
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As I gro>v riper, more ; three hundred now, sir. 

To show my love to learning and my master : 

My diet I'll defray too, without trouble. 

Lop. Note but his mind to learning. 

Bar. 1 do strangely ; 

Ves, and I like it too—thanks to his money. [.'ir/jV. 
Dir. Would he would live with me, and learn to dig 
too ! 

Ij)p, A wondrous modest man, sir. 

Bar. So it seems. 

His dear love ti> his study must be nourished, 

Neighbour : he"s like to prove- 

D>p. With your good counsel, 

And with your diligence, as you will ply him. 

His parents, when they know your care—— 

Bar. Come hither. 

Die. .\n honcstor young man your worship ne'er kept ; 

Hut he is so bashful- 

Bar. Oh, I like him better.— 

Say I should undertake you, which, in<leed, sir. 

Will be no little straitness to my living, 

Considering my atVairs and my small house, sir, 

(For I see some promises that pull me to you,) 

Could you content yourself, at first, thus meanly, 

'I'o lie Iiard, in an out-i>art of my house, sir ? 

For I have not many lotlgings to allow you, 

And study should be still remote from company ; 

A little fire sometimes too, to refresh you ; 

A student must be frugal ; sometimes lights too, 
According to your labour. 

Dan. .Any thing, sir. 

That’s dry and wholesome : I am no bred wanton.* 

Bar. 'I'hen I receive you ; but I must desire you 
Tr> keep within your confines. 

Lean. I'A'or, sir 

There is the gold ;—and ever bo your servant 

* Mc.'iiHi'i? one tlcliciiltly uj». 
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Take it, and give me books : may I but prove, sir. 
According to my wish, and these shall multiply. 

Lop. Do, study hard.—Pray you, take him in, and 
settle him ; 

He*s only fit for you : show him his cell, sir. 

DU. 'l ake a good heart ; and, when you are a cunning 
lawyer, 

ril sell my bells, and you shall prove it lawful. 

Bar. Come, sir, with me.—Neighbours, I thank your 
diligence- 

Lop. I’ll come sometimes, and crack a case with you. 
Bar. Welcome. \^Excufit Hartoeus a fid I.,FANr>R(>. 
Lop. Here’s money got with ease : here, spend that 
jovially. 

And pray for the fool, the founder. 

DU. Many more fools, 

I heartily pray, may follow his example ! 

Lawyers, or lubbers, or of what condition, 

.-\nd many such sweet friends in Nova Hispania ! 

Ix>p. It will do well : let ’em but send their moneys. 
Come from what C|jarter of the world, I c.are not, 

I’ll know ’em instantly ; nay', I’ll be akin to ’em ; 

I cannot miss a man that sends me money. 

Let him law there : long as liis ducats last, boy. 

I’ll grace him, and prefer him. 

DU. I’ll turn trade, master, 

And now live by the living ; let the dead stink, 

’’J'is a poor stinking trade. 

Lop. If the young fool now 
Should chance to chop’ upon liis fair wife, Diego ? 

Die. And handle her case, master; that’s a law-point, 
A point would make him start, and put on his spectacles, 
A hid<lcn point were worth the canvassing. 

Ix>p. Now, surely, surely ; 1 should love him, Diego. 
.And love him heartily : nay, 1 should love my'self, 

Or any thing that had but that good fortune ; 

* Meet l>y chance. 
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For, lo say truth, the laivycr is a dog-bolt,* 

An arrant worm ; and, though I call him worshipful, 

I wish him a canonized cuckold, Diego. 

Now, if my youth do dub him- 

Dir, He is loo demure, sir. 

Lifp. If he do sting her home- 

Die. 'rhere's no such matter; 

The woman was not born to so much blessedness: 

He has no heat; study consumes his oil, master. 

Lop. Let’s leave it to the will of fate, and presently, 
Over a cup of lusty sack, let’s prophesy. 

I am like a man that dreamed he was an emperor. 

Come, Diego, hope : and, whilst he lasts, we'll lay it on. 

\^Exfuut. 



SCENE III.— Street. 

Enter 1 )ON J A .m i K, Milan ls, A rsi.n u onj A no e lo. 

Jam. Angelo, Milancs, did you see this wonder? 

Mi7. Ves, yes. 

/am. Anti you, Arscnio ? 

Ars. Ves ; he's gone, sir, 

Strangely tJisguised ; he’s set upon his voyage. 

Jam. Love guitle his thoughts ! he’s a bravo honest 
fellow. 

Sit close, Don Lawyer I Oli, that arrant knave now. 

How he will stink, will smoke again, will burst \ 

He's the most arrant beast \ 

Alii. He may be more beast. 

Jam. Let him bear six and six, that all may bla/e 
him ! ■ 

'The villainy he has sowed into my brt>ther, 

^ .V term of rvptoavli 

" 'The i*. lo tin- In it(rhf>i «jf .nnl l<> tlic 

tfKH'. «*f —.1/1 
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And from his state,* the revenue he has reached at, 

Fay him, my good Leandro ! take my prayers ! 

Ars. And all our wishes ! plough with his fine white 
heifer ! 

JapH. Mark him, my dear friend, for a famous cuckold ! 
Let it out-live his books, his pains ; and, hear me, 

The more he seeks to smother it with justice. 

Let it blaze out the more ! 

Rpiter Andrea. 

What news, Andrea ? 

Apiii. News I am loth to tell you ; but I am charged, 
sir. 

Your brother lays a strict command ui)on you, 

No more to know his house, upon your danger. 

1 am sorry, sir. 

/appt. Faith, never be : I am glad on’t. 

He keeps the house of pride and foolery : 

I mean to shun it ; so return my answer : 

’rwill shortly spew him ouL [/jav*/ Andrea. 

Come, let’s be merry. 

And lay our heads together carefully. 

How we may helf) our friend ; and let's lodge near him, 
He still at han<l : I would not for my patrimony, 

But he should crown hi.s lawyer a learned monster: 

Come, let’s away ; I am stark mad till I see him. 

\^IiX€PiPPt. 



SCENE IV. —A Rooppt fpt the House eyHAKTOLUS. 

lipiter Bartoi.cs and .Amaranta. 

Atpiij. Why \%'ill you bring men in, and yet be jealous ^ 
Why will you lodge a young man, a man able, 

.And yet repine ? 


* Estate. 
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Sar . He shall not trouble thee, sweet; 

A modest poor slight thing ! Did I not tell thee 
He was only given to the book, and for that 
How royally he pays? finds his own meat too ? 

Ama, I will not have him here : I know* your courses, 
And what fits you will fall into of madness. 

Bar. I* faith, 1 will not, wife. 

Ama. I will not try* you. 

Bar. lie conies not near thee, shall not dare to 
tread 

Within thy lodgings : in an old out-room, 

\Vhcrc logs and coals were laid- 

Ama. Now you lay fire ; 

Fire to consume your (luict. 

Bar. Didst thou know him, 

'Thou wouldsi think as I do. Ho distjuiet thee ! 

'I’hou innyst wear him nc.xt thy heart, and yet not warm 
him. 

His mind, poor man, 's o’ the law, how to live after, 

.And not on Icwdnes.s. On my conscience, 

I Ic knows not ht,)w lf> look upon a woman. 

More tlv.an In* rea<ling what sex she is. 

Ama, I do not like it, sir. 

Bar. Dost thou not see, fool, 

Wliat presents he sends hourly in his gratefulness? 

What lielicate meats? 

Ama. You had best trust him at your table ; 

Do, and repent it, tlo ! 

Bar. If thou be st willing, 

Uy mv troth, I think he might come ; he's so modest. 

I lo ne\*cr speaks : there’s part of that lie ga\'e me : 

Ile‘ll eat but half a tio/en bits, and rise iniiiiediately ; 
I'.ven as he eats, he studies ; he’ll not distpiiet llice. 

I>o as thou pleasest. wife. 

Ama. What means this woodcock ? ' \^AsiJt’ 

[ Knocking U’ifhin. 


' biiiiplctoii. 
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Bar. 


Retire, sweet ; there’s one knocks. 

\^E.xii Amarania, 
Come in ! 


Enter Servant. 


Your business ? 

Sen\ My lord I>on Henrique would entreat you, sir, 
To come immediately, and speak with him ; 

He h;is business of some moment 

Bar. ril attend him {^Extt Servant. 

I must be gone : I prithee, think the best, wife; 

[7a Amaranta, u*ithin. 

At my return, I’H tell thee more : good morrow.— 

Sir, keep you close, and study hard : an hour hence 
I*ll read a new case to you. Leandro, unthin. 

I^an. {IVithiti.) riI be ready. [Exit B.AKTotus. 


Re-enter Amaranta. 

Arna. So many liundred ducats, to lie scurvily. 

And learn the pelting ' law? This sounds but slenderly, 
But very poorly. I would see this fellow, 

Verj' fain see him, how he looks : I will find 

'I'o what end, and what study-'I'here’s the place : 

ril go o’ th’ other side, and lake my fortune ; 

I think there is a window. [Zf.v/V, 

Enter T.eandro. 

Lean. He’s gone out. 

Xow, if I could but see her ! she is not this way'. 

How nastily he keeps his house ! my chamber. 

If I continue long, will choke me up, 

It is so damp : I shall be mortified 

For any woman, if I slay a month here 

I'll in, and strike my lute : that sound may' call her. 

' f E.vit. 


* I’altry. 
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[act 11, 


SCHN1-: V.-~AMo//ttr Room itt the Same. 

Enter Amakant.c 

Ama. He keeps very close. LortI, how 1 long to see 
him ! — 

A lute struck handsomely ! a voice too ! I'll hear that. 

SoxG to the lute by Leandro unthin. 

Dearest, do not you delay me, 

Since, thou know’st, I must be gone ; 

Wind and tide, 'tis thought, doth slay me, 

But ’tis wind that must be blown 

From that breath, whose native smell 
Indian odours far excel. 


Oh, tlicn, speak, thou fairest fair ! 

Kill not him that vows to serve thee; 

Hut perfume this neighbouring .air, 

Klse dull silence, sure, wilt starve me : 

’Tis a word that’s quickly spoken, 

^^'h^ch being restrained, a heart is broken. 


'I'hcsc verses arc no law, they sound too sweetly. 
Now I am more desirous. 


/.eon. 
Amo. 
/.eon. 
Ama. 
/.eon. 
.t mo. 


{/W/inj^ in.) I'is she, certain. 

W’hat’s that that peeps ? \AsiJe. 

Oh, admirable face ! Asuie. 

Sure, 'tis the man. \^Asiiie 

I will go out a little. [.-/r///<*, and then odtuinees. 
He looks not like a fool ; his face is noble. 


ilow still he staiuls ' \^Aside. 

/.eon. I am strucken dumb with wonder ; 

Sure, all the excellence of earth dwells here ! 

.‘Imo. How pale he looks ! yet, how his eyes, like 
torches, 

Kling llieir beams round ! how manly his face fhows .' 
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He comes on : surely, he will speak. He is made most 
handsomely. 

This is no clcrk-bchaviour. Now I liave seen you, 

I’ll take my time. Husband, you have brought home 
tinder. tfun drops hrr glove, ami e.xii. 

Ijati. Sure, she has transformed me ; 1 hat! forgot my 
tongue clean. 

I never saw a face yet, but this rare one. 

But I was able boldly to encounter it, 

And speak my mind ; my lips Nvere locked upon me . 

This is divine, and only served with reverence. 




ACT 


TMK 


THIRD. 


SCICN'E 1 .—A part me fit in the //aiese of DON 

Hknki^jue. 

P.nii'f’ M ENRIQUE it fid BaRTOLL'S. 

iCN. You know nu‘ cause suiTicientlv'? 

Jiar. I do, sir. 

Uen. Anti, ihougii it will impair niy 
honesty, 

And strike tleep ^it Jiiy credit, yet, iii)' 
Bartolus, 

'rhcrc being no other evasion left to free me 
From the vexation of my spiteful brotlier, 

That most insultingly reigns over me, 

I must and go forward. 
nar. Do. mv lord. 

And look not after cre<lit ; vve sliall cure that ; 

bended honesty wc shall .set right, sir ; 

\Vc surgeons of the law do <,lcs[>craie cures, sir ; 

An<l you shall see how heartily I’ll handle it ; 

Mark, how I 11 knock it home. Be of g<Jod cheer, sir; 
You giv'c gotxl foes, and those beget good causes ; 

'I'he prerogative of your crowns will carry the matter, 
Carry it sheer : the .Assistant ' sits tomorrow. 

And he's your friend ; your monied men love naturally, 
.And as voiit loves are cle.ir, so are your causes. 
lien. He sh.ill not want for tliat. 

/iitr. Xo, no, he must nt>t : 

I.ine your tause vvarnily, sir (the times are agucisli); 

' Sp. . lsislifj/t', tlic cliicf olticci of jusucc at ™ 
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That holds a plea in heart Hang the pc*nurious 
I'heir causes, like their purses, have poor issues. 

Hen. That way I was ever Vjountiful. 

Bar. ’Tis true, sir ; 

'Phat makes you feared, forces the snakes * to kneel to you. 
Live full of money, and supply the lawyer, 

.And take your choice of what man’s lands you please, sir, 
What pleasures, or what profits, what revenges ; 

They are all your own. I must have witnesses 
Enough, and ready. 

Hen. You shall not want, my Bartolus. 

Bar. Substantial, fearless souls, that will swear sud¬ 
denly. 

That will swear any thing. 

Hen, 'I'hey shall swear truth too. 

Bar. That’s no great matter : for variety, 

'Phey may SAvear tnith ; else ’tis not much looked after. 

I wnll serve process, presently and strongly. 

Upon your brother, and Octavio, 

Jacintha, and the boy. Provide your proofs, sir, 

.And set 'em fairly off* be sure of witnesses ; 

'Phough they cost money, waru no store of witnesses : 

I have seen a handsome cause so foully lost, sir. 

So beastly cast aw'ay, for want of w-itnesses- 

Hen. 'Phere shall want nothing. 

Jiar. Then begone : be provident ; 

Send to the judge a secret way,— you have me?— 

.And let him understand the heart—- 

Jlen. 1 shall, sir. 

Bar. .And feel the pulses strongly beat. I’ll study ; 
And at rny hour but mark me ' (lo ; be ha[ii>y ; 

Go, and believe i’ the law^ 

Hen, 1 hope ’uvill help me. _/i.\enn/ severally. 
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TIJE SPAN/SH CUPATE, [ACI III 


SChNE II.—,-//, space iu the Ctty^ near the House 

of Lopez. 


I’.ufer Lopez, I y^v/r PnrishioncTS, Singers. 

Lop. Neer tnlk to me ; I will not stay amongst yc : 
Debauched and ignorant lazy knaves 1 found ye. 

An<l fools 1 leave ye. I liave taught these twenty years, 
Preached spoon-meat to ye, that a child might swallow ; 
Yet ye are blockheads still. AVhat should I sa'* ^o ye ? 
Ve have neither faith nor money left to save ye : 

Am I a fit companion for such beggars ? 

\si Par. If the shepherd will suffer the sheep to be 
scal)bed, sir- 

I.op. Xf), no; yc are rotten. 

Would they were, for my s:ike ! \Asiiie. 

I.op. 1 h.ive nointetl yc and tarred yc \\‘ilh my doctrine, 
^^tnl }ct the murrain sticks to ye, yet ve arc mangy ■ 

I will avoi<l yc, 

2 fui P\it\ I'ray you. sir, be not angry 
In the pride of your new cassock ; do not part with us. 
We do acknowledge you a citreful curate, 

,*Vnd one that seldom troubles us with sermons ; 

.A short slice ol a reading serves us, sir ; 

^\ e do acknowledge you a (juiet teacher ; 

Hefore you’ll vex your audieiue, you’ll sleep with 'em ; 
And tliat’s a loving thing. 

■\rd Par, We grant you, sir, 

'Ihc only benefactor t(j our bowling, 

'I'o all tnir merry sports tlic tir.st provoker ; 

Arul, at our feasts, wc know there is no roastui 
lint you, that ethfy u> most, shouUt eat most. 

L<p. I will not stay, lor all this : ye shall know me 
A man bom to a more beseeming fortune 
d'han ringing all-in u> a rout of dunces. 

.\/h /*ar. W'e will un rease \mui tithes ; you sliall have 
eggs loo. 

1 hough they may piox'e most tiangerous to our is.sues. 
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\st Par, I am a smith ; yet thus far, out of my love. 
You shall have the tenth horse I prick, to pray for : 

I am sure, I prick five hundred in a year, sir. 

2 nd Par. I am a cook, a man of a dried conscience ; 
Yet thus far I relent,—you shall have tithe porridge. 

^rd Par. Your stipend shall be raised too, good 
neighbour Diego, 

Die, Would ye have me speak for ye ? 1 am more angry, 
Ten times more vexed ; not to be pacifietl : 

No, there be other places for poor sextons, 

Places of profit, friends, fine stirring places, 

And people that know how to use our oftices, 

K.now what they were made for : I speak for such capons ! 
Ye shall find the key o’ the church under the door, 
neighbours ; 

You may go in, and drive away the tlaws. 

I,op, My surplice with one sleeve you shall find there. 
For to that dearth of linen you have driven me ; 

;\nd the old cutwork * cope that hangs by geometry 
Pray ye, turn ’em carefully, they are very tender. 

The remnant of the books lie where they did, neighbours, 
Half puft away with the churchwardens’ pipings, 

Such smoky zeals they have against hard places. 

The poor-man’s box is there too : if ye find any thing 
Beside the posy, and that half rubbed out too, 

For fear It should awake loo much charity, 

Give it to pious uses, that is, spend it. 

Die. 'Phe bell-ropes, they are strong enough to hang ye 
So wc bequeath ye to your destiny. 

\st Par, Pray ye, be not so hasty. 

Die. Pll speak a proud word to ye : 

Would ye have us stay ? 

2 nd Par, Wc do most heartily pray ye. 

37 - 4 / Par. I’ll draw as mighty drink, sir- 

J.x>p. A strong motive ; 

The stronger still, the more yc come unto me. 


, » Open work cut out with tlu- 
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3 /v/ I\xr, And I’ll send for my daughter. 

Lop. This may stir too : 

The maiden is of age, and must be edified. 

4 /// Par, You shall have any thing. Lose our 
learned vicar ! 


And our most constant friend^ honest, dear Diego ! 

Die. ^ ct all this will not do. I’ll tell ye, neighbours. 
And tell ye true ; if you will have us stay, 

If you will have the comforts of our companies, 

\ ou shall be bound to do us tight in these points, 

V’ou shall be bound, and this the obligation - 
Die when ’tis fit, that we may have fit duties, 

Ajttd do not seek to draw out our undoings ; 

Marrj’ tried women, that are free and fruitful ; 

(iet children in abundance, for your christenings. 

Or sulTer to be got, 'tis equal justice. 

Lop. Let weddings, christenings, churchings, funerals, 
And merry gossijungs. go rouiui. go round still ; 

Round as a pig, that \vc may fmd the profit. 

DU. .And let your old men fall sick handsoniclv. 

And die iiimic'dlaicly, their sons may slioot up. 

Let women die o’ the sulleiis loo ; ’tis natural ; 

Rut be sure their daughters be ol age first, 

'I'bat they may stock us still. Your queasy young wives, 
’I'hat [»crish undelivoretl, I am ve.\e<i with. 

And vexed abundantly ■ it much concerns me ; 
riicre's a chikrs burial lost ; look th,il be mende<l. 

Dp. Let 'em be brought to bed, then die wlien they 
j>]easc. 

'I'hcse tilings < onsiderc*l. countrymen, and sworn to- 

2 tui Par, All these, and all our sjiorts again, and 
g.unbols. 


5/v/ Pijr. We must die, and we must live, and wc’JI be 


merry ; 

livery man shall lie rich by one .mother. 

zuti /’//'. \\*e are here to-morrow, aiul gone lo t lay, 
I*or my part. 


255 


SCENE II*] THJi- ajK/frE’ 

If getting children can befriend my neighbours, 

I’ll labour hard but I will fill your font, sir. 

\st Par. I have a mother now, and an old father ; 

3 rg as sure your own, within these two months' 

4 /// Par. My sister must be prayed for too; she is 
desperate. 

Desperate in love. 

DU. Keep desperate men far from her. 

Then ’twill go hard. Do you see how melancholy ? 

Do you mark the man ? Do you profess ye love him, 
And would do anything to stay his fury? 

And are ye unprovided to refresh him ; 

To make him know your loves? fie, neighbours ! 

zmi Par. We’ll do any thing. 

We have brought music to appease his spirit ; 

And the best song we’ll give him. 

DU. Pray you, sit down, sir; 

They know their duties now, and they stand ready 
To tender their best mirth. 

Dip. ’Tis well.—Proceed, neighVjours : 

I am glad 1 have brought ye to understand good 
manners ; 

Ye had Puritan hearts a while, spurned at all p.as- 
times; 

Put I see some ho|)c now. 

J)it. We are set : proceed, neighbours. 

SoNO. 

Let the bells ring, and let the boys sing, 

The young lasses skip and play ; 

Let the cups go round, till round goes the ground ; 
i)uT learned old vicar will stay. 

I^et the pig turn merrily, merrily, ah. 

And let the fat goose swim ; 

For verily, verily, verily, ah. 

Our vicar this day shall be trim. 
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The bteivetl cock shall crow, cock-a-loodle-loo, 

A loud cock-.a-loodle shall he crow ; 

I'hc (luck and the drake shall swim in a lake 
C)f onions and claret below. 

Our wives shall be neat, to hiing in our meat 
To thee our most noble adviser ; 

Our pains shall be great, and bottles shall sweat. 
And we ourselves will be wiser. 

We’ll labour and swink,* wo’ll kiss and we’ll drink, 
.'\nd tithes shall come thicker and thicker; 

We’ll fall to our plough, and get children enow, 

.*\nd thou shall be learn^rd old vicar. 

Enter Arsknio and Mii.anes. 

Ars. W’liat ails this priest? how higlily the thing takes ll; 
.Mi/. I-ord, how it looks ! has he not bought some 
prcV>end ? 

Leandro's money makcu'^ the rasc. 1 l merry, 

Merry at heart. He spies us. 
lop- Hegone, neighbours ; 

Here are some gentlemen : begone, good neighbours, 
licgone, and labour to redeem my favour j 
No more words, but begone, 'I'hese two arc gentlemen ; 
No comioanv for crustv-handed fellows. 

I>te. We ■will Slav for a year or two, and trv' ve. 

Top. Fill all your hearts with joy ; we will stay with ye. 
Begone ; ikj more : I take your i>.aslimes graciously. 

[/i.vtV/«/ Parishioners and Singers. 
Would ye with me, my friends ? 

Ars. We would look upon you ; 

For, metJiinks, you look lovely. 

lAfp. \'c liave no letters ? 

Nor any kiirtl ieiiictnl>rarices ? 

.Mii. Remembrances ; 





^ I lilt. 
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Top, From Nova Hispania, or some part rcinoic, sir ,• 
Vou look like travelled men : may be» some oUl friends, 
That happily I have forgot ; some signiors 

In China or Cataia* ; some companions- 

DU, In the Mogul’s court, or elsewhere. 

Ar$.. 'I'hey are mad, sure. 

Dp, Ye came not from Peru ?—Do they look, Diego, 
As if they had some mystery about ’em ? 

Another Don Alonso, now ! 

DU. Ay, marry, 

And so much money, sir, from one you know not, 
l>et it be who it will ! 

Dp, They have gracious favours."— 

Would ye be private ? 

.1///. 'Phere’s no need on’t, sir ; 

We come to bring you a remembrance from a merchant. 
Dp. *'ris vcr>' well ; ’lis like I know him. 

Ars. No, sir, 

1 do not think you do. 

D?p. A new mistake, Diego ; 

Let’s carr>- it decently. 

An. We come to tell you, 

You have received great sums from a young factcjr 
'I'hcy call Leandro, that has robbed his master. 

Robbed liim, and run away, 

DU. Let's keep close, master ; 

This news comes from a cold country. 

I^p. I>y my faith, it freezes. 

Alii, Is not this true ? tlo you shrink now, Goodman 
Curate ? 

Do I not touch you ? 

D>p. ^^’e have a humlred tlucals 

Yet left : we do beseech you, sir- 

MU. You’ll hang, both. 

' The curate is liere to (li.s]>lay lus Caln.ia 

the ;tn(:iL’nt name Ijy wtiicl) C'liinu was known in L*'nToj»e. - 
' Cuunteiianccs. 


lieau. —a. 
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A()/>. One may sunicc. 

I will not hang alone, master ; 

I had the least part, you shall liang the highest. 

Plague o* this 'Piveria, and the letter I 
*rhe devil sent it jKJ.st, to pepper us, 

From Nova Hispania : we shall hang at home now. 

Ars. I see ye are penitent, and I have compassion : 

Ye are secure both, do hut what we charge ye ; 

\*c shall have more gold too, and he shall give it. 

Yet ne’er endanger ye. 

Ix^p. Command us, ma-sler, 

Command ns presently, and see how nimbly- 

Hit', And, if we do not handsomely eiuleavour— 

Ars. Go home, and, till yc licar more, keep private ; 
'I’ill we appear again, no worfp^ vicar ; 

There’s somcthitig added. [O'iirs fftotuy fo l,orK2. 

jMi/. hdr you loo. yCrives mofiey to Dikgo. 

Lop. We ate ready. 

J//7. Cio, and exj>ecl u:!» hourly : if ye falter, 

Though ye had twenty lives- 

Hit'. We are fit to lose ’em. 

J.op. ’'Pis mo.st c-x[>c<lient that wc should hang lioth. 
Hu. If we be hangeil, wc cannot blame our fortune. 
Afii. Farewell, and be your own friends. 

Lop. Wc expect yc. 

[A.IV/////, on onf siLt\ I,opez (rnL Hikco ; on tht 
ot/ur, A R s t NI o ami A1 1 la n fs. 




SCFN K 11 l.~A Court of Justice. 

Enter Ocr.\vh.». Ialin i ii.v. auJ Ascanio- 

Ocf. ^\’e t ited to the roiirt ’ 

Jnc. It is my womlcr. 

ih't. liul nut out fear, Jacintha. Wealthy men, 
'Ph.it have esc .tes to lose, whose con^eiMUs thoughts 
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Are full of inward guilt, may shake with horror 

'I'o have their actions sifted, or appear 

Before the judge : but we, that know ourselves 

As innocent as poor, that have no fieece 

On which the talons of the griping law 

Can take sure hold, may smile with scorn on all 

rhat can be urged against us, 

Jac. I am confident 

There is no man so covetous that desires 
To ravish our wants from us ; and less hope 
There can be so much justice left on earth, 

Though sued and called upon, to ease us of 
The burden of our wrongs. 

Oct. What thinks Ascanio ? 

Should we be called in question, or accused 
Unjustly, what wouUl you do to redeem us 
P'rom tyrannous ojipression ? 

Asc. I could pray 
To him that ever has an open ear 
To hear the innocent, and right their wTongs ; 

Nay, by my troth, I think I could out-i>lead 
An advocate, and sweat as much as he 
Does for a double fee, ere you should suffer 
In an honest cause. 

Oct. Happy simplicity ! 

Jac, My dearest and my best one ! 

Enter DoN Jamie and Baktolus. 

1 )on Jamie. 

Oct. And the advocate that caused us to be summoned. 
Asc. My lord is moved ; 1 sec it in his looks : 

And that man in the gown, in iny opinion, 

Ix>oks like a proguing ^ kiiave. 

Jac. Peace ! give them Icav'c. 
yarn. Serve me with process ! 

Bar. My lord, you are not lawless. 

’ Filcirmi;. 
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Jit in. Xor thou honest ; 

One that not long since was the buckram scril)c, 
riKit would run on men’s errands for an asper,* 

And, from such baseness having raised a stock 
To bribe the covetous judge, calleti to tlie bar : 

So poor in iiractice, loo, that you would plead 
A needy client's cause for a starved hen. 

Or half a little loin of \'eal, though tly-blown ; 

And these the greatest fees you could arrive at 
For just proceedings. But, since you turned rascal — 
Ear, Ciood words, my lord. 

[am. And grew my brother’s b*awd 
In all his vicious courses, soothing him 
In his dishonest practices, you are grown 
The rich and eminent knave. In the devil's name, 

\Vhat am 1 cited for ? 

Ear. You shall kno\^• aiton ; 

And then too late re])eiu this hitter language,— 
i. )r ril miss of my ends. ^Asid€, 

m. \Vere’t not in court, 

I woukl l)cat that fat of tlnnc, raised by the food 
Snatched from poor clients’ mouths, into a jelly ; 

I would, my man of law : but 1 am patient, 

.And would obey the judge. 

Ear. ’ ris your best course.— 

Would every vncuiy 1 have woukl bent me ! 

I would wish no belter action, \_Ast\f<. 

Ot't. Sa\'c yovir Iordshi]> * 

Asi'. Mv humble service. 

/am. My good boy, how do.st thou? 

Wlw art thou called into tlic court ? 

A>ir. 1 know not, 

I kit tis my lord the .Assistant’s pkwsurc 
1 shoukl attend licre. 

Jam. He will soon resolve* us. 


A i'ltikkli coil) alxjiit thicc l.ittliiiii; 


' ll)k)Tll). 
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EfiUr Orftcer, ihe Assistant, Don Henriquk, and 

Witnesses- 

OJJi. Make way there for the judge ! 

Jam, How ! niy kind brother ! 

Nay, then, ’tis rank, there is some villainy towards. 

Assist. This sessions, purchased at your suit, Don 
Henrique, 

Hath brought us hither to hear and determine 
Of what you can prefer. 

Htn. I do beseech 

The honourable court I may be heard 
In my advocate. 

Assist, ’ fis granted. 

Bar, Hum, hum— 

Jam. That preface, 

If left out in a lawyer, spoils the cause. 

Though ne’er so good and honest. {jistde. 

Bar. If I stood here 
To plead in the defence of an ill man, 

Most equal ' judge, or to accuse the innocent, 

('I'o both which I profess myself a stranger,) 

It would be requisite I should deck my language 
With tropes and figures, and all Hourishes 
That grace a rhetorician ; ’tis confessed 
Adulterate metals need the goldsmith’.s art 
To set ’em off; what in itself is perfect 
Contemns a borrowed gloss. rhis lord, my client, 
Whose honest cause, when ’tis related truly, 

Will challenge justice, finding in his conscience 
.'\ tender scruple of a fault long since 
iJy him committed, thinks it not sufficient 
To be absolved of't by his confe.ssor, 

If that in open court he [lublish not 
What Nvas so long concealcd- 

* Just. 
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Jam, 'I'o what tends this ? 

Ear, In his young years (it is no miracle 
That youth and heat of blood should mix together) 
Me looked upon this woman, on whose face 
'I'he ruins yet remain of excellent form ; 

He looketl on her, and loved her. 

Jac. You good angels, 

What an imiiudence is this ! 

Bar. And used all means 
Of service, courtship, presents, that might win her 
To be at his devotion : but in vain ; 

Her maiden fort, impregnable, held out 
Until he promised marriage ; and before 
These witnesses a solemn contract jiassed, 

To take her as his wife. 

Assist, Give tlicm their oath. 

Jam. They are incompetent witnesses, his 
creatures. 

And will swear anything for half a royal. 

Offi. Silence! 

Assist. Proceed. 

Bar. Upon this strong assurance, 
lie did enjoy his wishes to the full ; 

Which satisfied, and then, with eyes t>r judgment, 

I lootl-winked with lust before, consi<iering tluly 
I he inetjualiiy of the matcli, he being 
Xobly clescendeil and allied, but she 
Witliout a name or family, secretlv 
I Ic purchased a divorce, to disannul 
Mis former contr.ict, marrying openly 
1 he Ladv Violante. 

/a*'. j\s you sit lierc 
'rile deputy of the great king, who is 
i'he suh.stitnte of th.at imjiartial judge. 

With wliom or wealth or titles prevail nothing, 

(irant It) a much-wronged widow, or a nife, 

\’our j).itience, with liberty to S])eak ^ 


% 


own 
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In her own cause ; and let me, face to face 
'I'o this bad man, deliver what he is : 

And, if my wrongs, with his ingratitude balanced. 
Move not compassion, let me die unpitied. 

His tears, his oaths, his perjuries, I pass o'er; 

To think of them is a disease ; but death, 

Should I repeat them. I tlare not deny 
(For innocence cannot justify what’s false), 
but all the advocate hath alleged concerning 
His falsehood, and my shame in my consent, 

I'o be most true. but now I turn to thee, 

To thee, Hon Henritjuc ; and, if impious acts 
Have left thee blood enough to make a blush. 

I’ll paint it on thy cheeks. Was not the wre^ng 
Sufficient, to defeat me of mine honour, 

To leave me full of sorrow as of want, 

7 he witness of thy lust left in my womb, 

'I'o testify ihy falsehood and my shame ? 
but, now so many years I had concealed 
'I'hy most inhuman wickedness, and won 
This gentleman to hide it from the world. 

To father what was thine (for yet, by Heaven, 

'I hough in the city he passed for my husbaml, 
lie never knew me as his wife)- 

Assist. ’ ris strange. 

Give him an oath. 

Oct. I gladly swear, and truly. 

Jac, After all this, i say, when I had borne 
'I'hese wrongs with salnt-like patience, saw anolh 
Freely enjoy what was in justice mine, 

Yet still so tender of thy rest and quiet, 

I never would divulge it, to disturb 

'i'hy peace at home ; yet thou, nujst barbarous, 

'I'o be so careless of me and my fame, 

(For all re*ipect of thine, in the first step 
' 1*0 thy base lust, was lost) in Of^en court 
l o publish my disgr.aco, and on record 
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f (> write me up an easy-yielding wanton^ 

I think can hn<l no precedent ! In niy extremes 
One comfort yet is left, that though the law 
Oivorced me from thy lied, and made free way 
To the unjust embraces of another, 

It cannot yet deny that this thy son— 

J-ook up, Ascanio, since it is come out— 

Is thy legitimate heir. 

Confederacy 1 

A trick, my lord, to cheat me I Ere you give 
Vour sentence, grant me hearing. 

Assis/. New chimeras ? 

/am, I am, my lord, since he is wnihout issue, 

Or hope of any, his undoubted heir : 

And this forged by tlie advocate, to defeat me 
Of what the laws of Spain confer upon me, 

A mere imposture, and conspiracy 
Against my future fortunes. 

Assist. You arc too bold.— 

Speak to the cause, Don Hcnri<jue. 

Hen. I confess 

('riiough the acknowledgment must wound mine hono’ir) 
'I'hat all the court hath heanl touching this catise, 

Or with me or against me, is most true ; 

'rhe later part my brotlicr urged excepted ; 

For what I nt»w do is not out of spleen. 

As he pretends, l>ul from remorse of conscience, 

And to repair the wrong that I have done 

'I o this poor woman ; and I beseech vour lordship 

'I'o think I have not so far lost my reason, 

'I'o bring into my family, to succeed me. 

The stranger issite of another’s bed. 

IJy proof, this is iny son ; I challenge him, 

Accept him, and ackno^eloxlge hint, and desire, 

Uy a definitive senienco of the court, 
lie may be so rccortic<i, and full power 
To me to lake him home. 
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y</^. A second rape 

To the |>oor remnant of content that’s left me, 

If this be granted ; and all my former wrongs 
Were but beginnings to my miseries, 

But this the height of all. Rather than part 
With my Ascanio, I’ll deny my oath. 

Profess myself a strumpet, and endure 
Wh.it punishment so’er the court decrees 
Against a wretch that hath forsworn herself. 

Or playetl the impudent whore. 

Assisf. This tastes of jiassion, 

And tliat must not divert the course of justice. 

Oon Henrique, take your son, with this condition, 

You give him maintenance as becomes his birth ; 

And 'twill stand with your honour to do something 
For this wronged woman : I will compel nothing. 

But leave it to your will. — Break up the court !— 

It is in vain to move me ; my doom is passed. 

And cannot be revoked. [iS'jc// Oflicer. 

Jfen, \_(Ji7nng money to Bartoi-US. } 'I'here’s your reward. 
Ear, More causes, and such fees! Now to my wife* 

I have too long been absent. Health to yoiir 

lordship ! [Exit. Exeunt Witnesses. 

A sc. You all look strangely, and, I fear, believe 
This unexpected fortune makes me proud : 

Indeed it does not, — I shall ever pay you 
The duty of a son, and honour you 
Next to iny father.—Good my lord, for yet 
1 dare not call you uncle, be not sad : 

I never shall forget those noble favours 
You did me, being a stranger; and, if ever 
I live to be the master of a fortune, 

You shall command it. 

Jam. Since it was determined 
I should be cozened, I arn glad the profit 
Shall fall on thee. I am too lough to melt ; 

But someti)ing I will do. 
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IHh. Pray you, tike leave 

Of your steward, g^cntle brother, the goofi husband 
That rakes U]j all for you. 


/itm. Very well ; mock on : 

It is your turn : I may liavc mine. 

O^f. But tlo not 
Forget us, dear Aseanio. 




Ayr. 1)0 not fear it : 

I every day will sec you ; every hour 
Remember you in rny prayers. 

/nr. .My griefs too great 
1 o he expressed in Wfjrds ! 

Hru. {^irivhig tnoftry to J.acintha.] Take that, and 
leave us ; 

Leave us without repl)*. 

[E.xrtifit J.\f INTMA iiftd Oci.wio. Ascanio of^rrs 
to /oEoti' thrm. 


Xay, come I jack, sirrah ; 

And study to forget such things .as these. 

As arc not worth the knowledge. 

A$r. Oh, good sir, 

'I'hcse are Icid princl])les f 

II<n. Such as you must learn. 

Now you are mine ; for ^vcalth and povertv 
(jan Iiold no frietuLldn : anti what is niv will 

• -if 

\ ou must observe anti do, though good or ill. \^Exr.unt. 
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lititrr liAk'iou's, 

/*(/r. Where is my wile ? 'Fore Heaven, I have done 
wonders. 


I lone mighty things t<.)-tl;iy. M v .Am.aranla !— 
•My licart rejoices at niy ^vvalth)• gle.iihngs : 
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A rich litigious lord I love to follow, 

A lord that builds his happiness on brawlings*. 

Oh, *iis a blessed thing to have rich clients !— 

Why, wife, I say !—How fares my studious pupil? 

Hard at it still ? you are too violent ; 

All things must have their rests, tliey will not last 
else ; 

Come out and breathe. 

[/C/V///«] I do beseech you, pardon me; 

I am deeply in a sweet point, sir. 

Par. ril instruct you : 

I say, take breath ■, seek health first, then your stiidy. 

EnUr Amar.\nt.\. 

Oh, my sweet soul, I have brought thee golden birds 
home, 

Birds in abundance ! I have done strange wonders : 
There’s more a-lialching too, 

Ama. Have you done good, husband ? 

Then ’tis a good day spent. 

Par. Good enough, chicken : 

I have spread the nets o’ the law, to catch rich 
boobies, 

And they come fluttering in. How does niy pupil. 

My modest thing ? hast thou yet spoken to him ? 

Ama. As I passed l>y his chamber, 1 might sec him ; 
But he is so bookish ! 

Par. Anti so bashful loo ; 

I’ faith, he is; before he will speak, he will starve there. 
Ama. I pity him a little. 

Par. So do I too. 

Ama. Ami, if he please to lake the air o’ the gardens, 

Or walk i' th’ inward rooms, so he molest not- 

Par. He shall not trouble thee ; he dare not speak to 
thee.— 

Bring out tlic chess-board I— C'oinc, let’s liave a game, 
wife. 
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EnRr Kc;i.A, 7 vith a C/icss-i><tarJ^ and then exit, 

rU try your master)' ; you say you are cunning. 

/Ima. As learned as you are, sir, 1 shall beat you. 

Enter Leandro. 

Ear. Here he steals out ; put him not out of counte¬ 
nance ; 

Prithec» look another way ; he will he gone else.— 

Walk and refresh yourself; I'll l>e with you presently. 
fxan. ril take the air a little. 

Ear, ’Twill be healthful. 

[I.KANOKO goes to the door^ and stands there peeP' 
ing at thein^ udiile they p/ay at chess. 

Anta. Will you be there? then, here, I’ll spare you that 
man. 

Lean. Would I were so near too, and a mate fitting. 

[Aside, 

Anta. What think you, sir, to tliis ? have at your knight 
now ! 

Ear. 'Twas .subtly played. Vour queen lies at my 
service— 

Prithee, look off ; he is ready to pop In again ; 

Look off, I say ; dost thou not see how he blushes? 

A/na. I do not blast him. 

I,ean. But you do, and burn too. 

\Vhat killing looks shv steals ! [Aside. 

Ear. I have you now close ; 

N*o\v for a mate ! 

Ean. You arc a blessed man. 

That may so have her. t)]i, that I might play wilh 
her \ [Aside. 

( A^noehinj^ roithin. 

Jiar. Who*s there ? I come.— Voii cannot 'scape me 
now, wife.— | Enoeking a^atn. 

1 <'onu:, I f omc! 

t.ean. Most blesscti hand, that calls him ! ^ 


[Aside. 



SCENE IV.] TV/Zi vVAS// CURAT'J^^ 


269 


Bar, Play quickly, wife. 

Ama. ’Pray you, give leave to think, sir, 

Be-€nter Kola. 

Egla, An honest neighbour that dwells hard by, sir, 
Would fain speak with your worship about business.[Zi a//. 
I^an, 'I'he devil blow him off! [Asi^/t\ 

Bar, Play. 

Ama. 1 will study : 

For, if you beat me thus, you will still laugh at me. 

\Knocking tigain. 

Bar, He knocks again ; I cannot stay.—Leandro, 

Pray thee, come near. 

I^an. I am well, sir, here. 

Bar. Come hither : 

He not afraid, but come. 

A ma. Here’s none will bite, sir. 

/^aa. \Comifig for-uuird^ God forbid, lady! 

Ama. Pray, come nearer. 

/.ean. Yes, forsooth. 

Bar, Prithee, observe these men, just as they stand 
here, 

.\nd sec this lady do not alter ’em ; 

And be not partial, pupil. 

I^ati. No, indeed, sir. 

Bar, Let her not move a pawn : I’ll come back pre¬ 
sently.— 

Nay, you shall know I am a conqueror.— 

Have an eye, pupil. [Aa//. 

Ama. Can you play at chess, sir ? 

Lean. \ little, lady. 

Ama. Hut you cannot tell me 
How to avoid this mate, and win the game too?— 

He has noble eyes. [AsrWe .]—You dare not friend me 

so far ? 

/.ean. 1 dare do any thing that’s in man’s power, lady, 
To be a friend to such a noble beauty. 
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Af/iti. 'I’his is no lawyer’s language [As/dtrJ] _I pray 

you, tell me 

Whither may I remove (you see I am set roun' 

To avoid my husband ? 

Erafi, I shall tell you happily ; 

Hut hap[)ily you will not be instructed. 

Ama, Ves, and Til thank you too: shall I move this 
man ? 

7'liose arc unseemly : mov'c one can serve you, 
Can honour you, can love you, 

Ama, Pray you tell cjuickly ; 

He will return, and then- 

ril tell you instantly : 

-Move me, and I’ll move any way to scr\'e you ; 

Move your heart this way, lady. 

A//j(7. How 1 

I^a//. Pray you, hear me : 

Hehold the sport of love, when he is imperious ! 
ilehold the slave of love I 

Affiti. .Move my ijucen this ^v:ly ?— 

Sure, he’s some worthy man [Asi\f<.\\ — Then, if he hedge 
me. 

Or here to (>j>en him- 

It\t/i. Do but behoiil me ; 

If there be ()ity in you, do but view me ; 

Hut view ibc misery I have mulertaken 

For y«>u, the poverty- 

yl/ffit. He will come presently. 

Now play y(>ur best, sir; ibougli 1 lose this rook here, 

^ et 1 get libert)'. 

/.can. Pit sei/,e your lair hand, 

.Ami warm it with a hiinfired, humlred kisses : 

I'he god ot lov'c* warm your desires but eijual ! 

Thai sluill play my' game n<>w. 

Atfiii, What do you mean, sir ? 

\\ hy do V'oii stop me 

Lt-iin, That you may intend * me. 

I 

’ Attcml to. 
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The lime has blest us botli : Love bids us use it 
1 am a gentleman nobly desccncleci. 

Young to invite your love, rich to maintain it : 

I bring a whole heart to you ; thus I give it, 

And to those burning altars thus I offer. 

And thus, divine lips, where perpetual spring grows— 

[A'/sst's her. 

Ama. 'l ake that ! you are too saucy ! 

hr OIOS the chess-board at his head. 

Lean. How, proud lady 1 
Strike my deserts ! 

Ama. I was to blame. 

Ee-enter IJaktoi.us. 

Bar, What, wife, there 1 
Heaven keep my house from thieves ! 

Ijeatt, I am wretched ! 

Opened, discoveretl, lost to my wishes ! 

I shall be hooted at. [As/de 

Bar. What noise was this, wife ? 

Why dost thou smile ? 

I^an, This proud thing will betray me. [Aside. 

Bar. Why lie these here ? what anger, dear? 

Arna. Why, none, sir, 

Only a chance ; your pupil said he played well. 

And so, indeed, he does ; he undertook for you. 

Because I would not sit so long time idle : 

I made my liberty, avoided your mate, 

And he again as cunningly endangered me ; 

Indeed, he put me strangely to it : when presently, 
Hearing you come, and having broke his ambush too. 
Having the second time brought ofi my queen lair, 

I rose o’ th’ sudden smilingly to show you ; 

My apron caught the chess-board and the men, 

.A.nd there the noise was. 

Bar. 'Thou art grown a master ; 

For all this 1 shall beat you. 
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I^au. Or I you, lawyer ; 

Kor now I love her more : 'iwas a neat answer, 

Ami by it hangs a mighty hope ; I thank her ; 

She gave iny pate a sounti knock, that it rings yet; 
lint you shall have a sounder, if I live, lawyer : 

My 

^ j I V-i 1 c 1 not be in that fear— 

^Asii/t\ 

/jitr. I am glad you arc a gamester, sir ; sometimes, 
For recreation, wc loo shall fight hard at it. 
lie will prove loo hart I for me. 

Liiiu. I hope he shall do : 

Cut your chess-board is too hard for my head ; line that, 
good lady. {As'kP. 

/iitr. I have been atoning’ two most wrangling neigh¬ 
bours ; 

i hey had no money, therefore I made even. 

Come, let’s go in and eat ; truly, J am hungry. 

I have eaten already ; 1 must entreat your 

pardtin. 

Bar. Do as you [ilcase : we shall expect you .at 


supper — 

He has got a little heart now ; it seems haiulsomely. 
Ama. You’ll get no little head, if 1 do not look to you. 

\^AstJ<\ 

Iran. If ever I do catch llice ag.iin, thou vanity— 
.^Una. 1 was to l>iame to be so rash : 1 am sorry. 

[ Bxtunt. 


Koconcilinf*. 




ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCKNK I.— Aft Apiirttm'fii in f/ir Jfottsc of DtiN 

11 KNki<^>ui:. 

F.nUr Don Hknrioijk, Vioi ani k, and Ascanio. 

KN. Hear but my reasons. 

Vto. Oh, my patience ! hear Vm ! 

Can cunning falsehood colour an excuse 
With any seeming shape of borrowed 
truth, 

T’ extenuate this woful wrong, not error ? 
Hen. You gave consent that, to defeat my brother, 

I should lake any course. 

Vio. But not to make 

The cure more loathsome than the foul disease. 

NVas't not enough you took me to your bed, 

'Fired with loose dalliance, and with empty veins, 

AM those abilities spent before and wasted, 

'Fhat could confer the name of mother on me. 

But that (to perfect my account of sorrow 
For my long barrenness) you must heighten it 
By showing to my face that you were fruitful. 

Hugged in the base embraces of another? 

If solitude, that dwelt beneath my roof. 

And want of children, was a torment to me. 

What end of my vexation, to behold 
A bastar<l to upbraUl me with my wants, 

.\nd hear the name of father j>aid to yoU; 

Yet know myself no mother ? 
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J/tn. What can I say ? 

Shall I confess my fault, and ask your pardon? 

Will that content you ? 

Vio. If it could make void 

What is confirmed in court. No, no, Don Henriquc, 
You shall know that 1 find myself abused 
And add to that, I have a \V{>man’s anger \ 

And, while I look upon this basilisk, 

Whose envious eyes have blasted all my comforts, 
Rest confident I'll study my dark ends. 

And not your fdeasures. 

^Isc. Noble lady, hear me; 

Not as my father's son, but as your servant, 

Vouchsafe to hear me ; for such in my duty 
I ever will appear ; and far be it from 
My poor ambition ever to look on you, 

But with that reverence wliicli a slave stands bound 

'I'o pay a worthy mistress. 1 have heard 

That dames ol highest place, nay, queens themselves 

Disdain not to be served by such as arc 

Of meanest birth ; and I shall be most happy 

d o be employed, when you please to command niCj 

1-ven in the coarsest ofiiix*. As your |>aiie, 

1 can wait on your trencher, fill your wine, 

Carry your pantotlcs,’ and be sometimes blest 
In all humility to touch your feet : 

Or, if tliat y<>u esteem that too much grace, 

I can run l>y your coach, observe your looks, 

Arul hoj>c to gain a fortune by my service. 

With your good favour ; which now, as .a son, 

I tl.'ire not challenge. 

\'io. A.s a son ! 

A sc. Forgive me : 

I will forget lire name ; let it be death 
l‘'or me to call you mother. 

/7(C Still upbr.tificd I 
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Hfn, Norway left to appease you ? 

Vio. None. Now hear me ; 

Hear what I vow before the face of Heaven, 

And, if I break it, all plagues in this life, 

And those that after death are feared, fall on me ! 

While that this bastard stays tinder my roof, 
l>ook for no peace at home, for I renounce 
All olhees of a wife. 

Hen, What am 1 fallen to . 

Vh. I will not eat nor sleep with you; and those 

hours 

Which I should spend in prayers for your health 
Shall be employed in curses. 

Hen. Terrible ! 

Vio, All the day long. I’ll be as tedious to you 
As lingering fevers, and I’ll watch the nights, 

I'o ring aloud your shame, and break your sleeps ; 

Or, if you do but slumber, I’ll appear 

In the shajie of all my wrongs, and, like a Fury, 

Fright you to madness : and, if all this fail 
To work out iny revenge, I have friends and kinsmen. 
That will not sit down tame with the disgrace 
That’s offered to our noble family 
In what I suffer. 

Hen. How am I divided 
Between the duties 1 owe as a husband, 

And piety of a parent ! 

Asc. I am taught, sir, 

By the instinct of nature, that obedience 
Which bids me to prefer your peace of mind 
Before those pleasures that are dearest to nic : 

Be wholly hers, my lord ; I (juit all parts 

That I may challenge : May yon grow old together, 

And no distaste e’er find you ; and bcfoie 

The characters of age are printed on you, 

M ay you sec many images of yourselves, 

Though I,.like some false glass that’s never looked in 

I 2 
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Am cast aside and broken ! From this hour. 

Unless invited, which I dare not hope for, 

1 never will set my forbidden feet 
Over your threshold : only give me leave, 

1 hough cast off to the world, to mention you 
In my devotions j ’tis all I sue for : 

-And so, I take my last leave. 

I fen, 'I'hough I am 
Devoted to a wife, nay, almost sold 
A slave to serve her pleasures, yet I cannot 
So part with all humanity, but I must 
Show something of a father. 'I'hou shalt not go 
Unfurnished and unfriended too: take that 
To guard thee from necessities. [O'izvs a purse 

May thy goodness 

Meet many favours, and thine innocence 

Deserve to be the heir of greater fortunes 

Than thou wert born to !—Scorn me not, Violantc : 

'rhis banishment is a kind of civil death ; 

And now, as it were at Iiis funeral, 

'I'o shed a tear or two is not unmanly :— 

And so, farewell for ever I One word more j 
I hough I must nev’cr see thee, my -Ascanio, 
hen this is S|»ent, for so the judge decreed. 

Send to me for supply. {Exit Ascaxio. 

Arc you pleased nou- ? 

I'io. Ves ; I liavc cause, to sec you howl and blubber 
At iIk* i>arting of my torment and your shame. 

' 1 is well; proceed ; supply his wants; do, do; 

I-et tlio great dower I brought serve to maintain 
^ our bastar<,l s riots ; scntl my clothes anti jewels 
I o your old ac<]uaiiitanco, your dear dame, iiis mother: 
Xow you begin to melt, I know ’twill follow. 

I/fu, Is all I <lo misconstrued ? 

Vio. I will lake 

A course to right myself, a sj>ccdiiig one ; 
ily iIiL- blest saints, I will ! If I prove cruel, c 
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The shame to see thy foolish pity taught me 
To lose my natural softness. Keep off from me : 

Thy flatteries are infectious, and I’ll flee thee 
As I would do a leper. 

Hen. Let not fury 

Transport you so ; you know I am your creature ; 

All love, but to yourself, with him, hath left me. 

I'll join with you in any thing. 

Vio. In \’ain ; 

I’ll take mine own ways, and will have no partners. 

Hett. I will not cross you. 

Vio. Do not.—They shall find. 

That, to a woman of her hopes beguiled, 

A viper trod on, or an aspic, 's mild. \Aside. 

\ILxeunt severaiiy. 



SCENE II,—^ Sircel. 

Enier Lopfz, Mii.anks, and Arsenic. 

Lop. Sits the game there ? I have you. By mine order, 
I love Leandro for t. 

Mil. But you must show it 
In lending him your help, to gain him means 
And opportunity. 

Ix>p. He shall want nothing. 

I know my advocate to a hair, and what 
Will fetch him from his prayers, if he use any. 

I am honeyed with the project : I would have him hon.ctl 

For a most precious beast. 

Ars. But you lose time. 

Lop. I am gone. Instruct you Diego; you will find him 
A sharp and subtle knave ; give him but hints, 

-'\nd he will amplify. See all things ready, 
ril fetch irim with a vengeance. 


f li.\ it. 
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Af^s. li he fail now, 

We'll give him over too. 

A/il. Tush, he is fleshed,' 

And knows what vein to strike for his own credic 
Ars. All things are ready. 

J//7, 1 hen wc shall have a merry scene, ne’er fear it 



SCEN E II I.— A Room itt the House 0 / liARTOLUS. 

Enter .\maranta 7vith a note, and EuLA. 

Ama. Is thy master gone out? 

Eg/a. Even now the curate fetched him. 

About a serious business, as it seemed, 

hor he snatched up his cloak, and brushed his hat straight. 

Set his band handsomely, and out he galloped. 

Ama. ’I’is well, ’tis vcr>- well : he went out, Egla, 

As luckily as one would say, Go, husband : ” 

He was called by Provitlence. Fling this short paper 
Into Leandro’s cell, and \\'aken liim ; 

He is monstrous vexed and musty at my chess-jday; 

But this shall supple him, when he has read it. 

1 ake your own recreation for two hours. 

Ami himler noihiiu;. 

Eg/a, If 1 do, ni hang foEt. \Excuni severai/y. 



SCENE IV. — A Street, near t/te /louse of OCfAVlo. 

Enter Or iAVto <///(/J acini IIa. 

Oet. If that you lo\'ed Ascanio for himself, 

And not your private ends, you rather should 
B1 oss the tair opporlunit)' that icslores him 


1 imred. 
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To his birth-right and ihe honours he was born to. 
Than grieve at his good fortune. 

Jac. Grieve, Octavio * 

I would resign my essence, that he were 
\s happy as my love could fashion him, 

Though every blessing that should fall on him 
Might prove a curse to me. My sorrow springs 
Out of my fear anti doubt he is not safe. 

I am acquainted with Don Henriques nature, 

And I have heard too much the fiery temper 
Of Madam Violante ; can you think 
That she, that almost is at war with Heaven 
For being barren, will Avith equal ^ eyes 

Behold a son of mine? 

Oct. His father s care, 

'Fhat, for the want of issue, took him home, 
Though with the forfeiture of his own fame. 

Will look unto his safety. 

Jac. Stepmothers 

Have many eyes to find a way to mischief, 
Though blind to goodness. 

Oct. Here comes Don Jamie, 

And with him our Ascanio. 

Enter Don Jamie and Ascanio. 

/am. Good youth, leave me : 

I know thou art forbid my company. 

And, only to be seen with me, will call on 

'I'hy father’s anger. 

Asc. Sir, if that to serve you 
Could lose me any thing, as indeed it cannot, 

I still would follow you. Alas, I was born 
To do you hurt, but not to help myself ‘ 

I was, for some particular end, took home. 

But am cast off again. 

Jam. Is’t possible ? 


* Just, 
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Asi\ Tlve lady, whom my father calls his tvifc 
Abhors my sight, is sick of me, and forced him ' 

To turn me out of doors. 

Jac. By my best hopes, 

I thank her cruelty ; for it comes near 
A saving charity. 

A$c. I am only happy 

That yet I can relieve you ; pray you, share : 

father^s wondrous kind, and promises 
rhat I should be supplied : but, sure, the lady 
Is a malicious woman, and I fear 
Means me no good. 

/urn. I am tui ned a stone with wonder, 

And know not what to think. 

EnUr Servant. 

[77? Don Jam if.] ITom my larly, 

Your private car, and this- 

/of/i. New miracles ! 

She says, if you dare make yourself a fortune. 
She w,ll propose the means. My lord Don Henrique 
Is now from liomc, and she alone e.xperts you : 

If you dare trust her, so ; if not, despair of 
A second olTer. rr' o 

[/:AYr. 

I hough there were an ambush 
I.aid for my life. I’ll on, and sound this secret— [AsUh. 
Retire thee, my Ascanio, with thy mother; 

But stir not forth ; some great design’s on foot: 

I'all what can fat), if. ere tlie sun be set, 

I SCO you not, give me dead. 

Asi. \\ c will expect yo\i ; 

Aiul those blest angels that love goodness guard you 1 

[A.wvr///, ox f>fie Ooiwio, Jaciniha, anj 
?\sc.\Nio j on t/if ot/ter. Don 1 amik. 
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SCENK V. — .-I Room in the House oj DiEGO. Table 

loith writing mateHa/s. 

Enter Lopez and Bartolus. 

Bar. Is’t possible he should be rich ? 

Lop. Most possible; 

He hath been long, though he had but little gettings, 
Drawnng together, sir. 

Bar. Accounted a poor sexton ; 

Honest, poor Diego. 

Lop. I assure you, a close fellow ; 

Both close and scraping, and that fills the bags, sir. 

Bar. A notable good-fellow ' too. 

Lop. Sometimes, sir ; 

When he hoped to drink a man into a surfeit. 

That he might gain by his grave. 

Bar. So many thousands ? 

L^p. Heaven knows what. 

Bar. ’I'is strange, 

’Tis very strange : but, w^e see, by endeavour, 

.A.nd honest labour- 

Lcp. Milo, by continuance, 

Grew from a silly calf (with your worship’s reverence) 

To carr)' a bull. From a penny to a i>ound, sir, 

And from a pound to many : ’tis the progress. 

Bar. You say true : but he loved to feed well also, 

And that, methinks- 

I^p. From another man’s trencher, sir, 

And there he found it seasoned with small charge ; 
There he would play the tyrant, and would devour ye 
More than the graves he made : at home he lived 
Like a chameleon, suckctl the air of misery. 

And grew fat by the brewis * of an egg shell ; 

Would smell a cook’s shop, and go home and surfeit, 
And be a month in fasting out tliat fever. 

* t.e. coinpaiiiuii. 


- lirulh. 
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Bar. These are good symptoms. Does he he so sick, 
say you ? 

Top. Oh, very sick f 

Bar. And chosen me executor ? 

/.op. Only your worship. 

//ar. No hope of his nmendmcut ? 
f.op. None that we find. 

Bar. He hath no kinsmen neither ? 

Lop. ’Tnith, very few. 

Bar, Mis mind will be the quieter. 

What doctors has he ? 

I^p. There's none, sir, he believes in. 

Bar. They are but needless things in such extremities. 
Who draws the good man’s will ? 

Top. Marry, that do I, sir ; 

And to my grief. 

Bar. Grief will tlo little now, sir : 

Draw it to your comfort, friend, and as I counsel you. 

An honest man : bvU such men live not always. 

Who arc about liiin ? 

Lop. Many, now he is passing, 

'I'hat would ]>retcnd to his love ; yes, and some gentlemen 
'I'hat woultl fain counsel him, and be of his kindred : 
Rich men can want no heirs, sir. • 

Bar. They do ill, 

Indeed they do, to trouble him ; very ill, sir : 

But we shall take a care. 

Lip. Will you come near, sir ? 

Br.ay you bring him out. 

[Dliit.o is broii^/it iti ofi a bed attended by 
Milanks, Af<-SV.Nio, and Parishioners. 

Now you may see in what state—— 

Give him fresh air. 

Bar. I am sorry, ncighl>our Diego, 

To find you in so weak a state. 

/>/>. You are welcome ; 

But 1 am lleeting, sir. i 


283 


SCENE vj THE SPANISH Cl/E ATE. 

Bar. Methinks he looks well ; 

His colour fresh and strong ; his eyes are cheerful. 

Lop. A glimmering before death ; Vis nothing else, sir. 
Do vou see how he fumbles >vith the sheet ? do you note 
that ? 

DU. My learned sir, 'pray you, sit. 1 am. bold to send 
for you, 

To take a care of what I leave. 

Lop. Do you hear that ? 

Ars. Play the knave 6nely ! [Aside to Diego. 

DU. So I will, 1 warrant you. 

And carefully. 

Bar. Pray ye, do not trouble him : 

You see he’s weak, and has a wandering fancy. 

DU. My honest neighbours, weep not I must leave ye ; 

I cannot always bear ye company : 

We must drop still ; there is no remedy.— 

Pray you. Master Curate, will you write my testament, 
And write it largely it may be romembered ?— 

And be witness to my legacies, good gentlemen.-—• 

Your worship I do make my full executor; 

[To Baktolus. 

You are a man of wit and understanding.— 

Give me a cup of wane to raise my spirits, 

For I speak low [Drifiks\ — I would, before these neigh¬ 
bours. 

Have you to sw’ear, sir, that you wUl see it executed. 

And what I give let equally ‘ be rendered. 

For my soul’s health. 

Bar. 1 vow it truly, neighbours :— 

I.,et not that trouble you j before all these. 

Once more 1 give my oatli. 

Die. 'Phen set me higher ; 

And, pray ye, come near me all. 

Ja>p. \Vc arc ready for you. 

J^ii. Now spur the ass, and get our friend time. 

[_Aside to Dikoo. 


* Justly. 
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Hu. First, then. 

After I have given my body to the worms 
(For they must be served first, they are seldom 
cozened)-- 

I^p. Remember j'oiir parish, neiglibour. 

Hie. You speak truly ; 

I do remember it, a lewd vile parish, 

And pray it may be mended. To the poor of it, 

(Which is to all the parish), I give nothing ; 

For nothing unto nothing is most natural : 

Yet leave as much space as will build an hospital, 

'Fhat children may pray for me. 

Bar. What do you give to it ? 

Hie. Set down tw'o thousand ducats. 

Bar. 'Tis a good gift. 

And will be long remembered. 

HU. I'o your worship, 

Because you must take pains to see all finished, 

1 give two thousand more—it may be three, sir— 

A poor gratuity for your pains-taking. 

Bar. 'I'hcsc arc large sums. 

J^p. Nothing to him that has ’em. 

HU. To my old master vicar I give five hundred ; 

Five hundred and five hundred are too few, sir; 

But there be more to serve. 

Bar. 'I'his fellow coins, sure. a/c. 

DU. frive me some more tlrink [Z^ri/iA's^. — Pray you, 
buy books, buy books, 

\o\\ have a learned head, stuH' it with libraries, 

.Anti understand when you have done, ’tis justice. 
Run not the parish rnad with controversies. 

Nor preach not abstinence to longing women. 

’Twill purge the l>ottoms of their consciences. 

I wouUl give the church new organs, Init I prophesy 
’I'he churchwardens would rjuickly pipe ’em out o’ tlie 
parish. 

'l*vvo hundred ducats mure to mend I he chancel ; 
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And, to paint true orthography, as many ; 

'i'hey write sunt with a which is abominable : 

Pray you, set that down. To poor maidens’ marriages- 

I^p. Ay, that’s well thought of ; what’s your will in 
that point ? 

A meritorious thing. 

Ear. No end of this will ? 

Z>ie. I give per annum two hundred ells of lockram' 
That there be no strait dealings in their linens, 

But the sails cut according to their burdens. 

To all bell-ringers I bequeathe new ropes, 

And let them use ’em at their own discretions. 

Ars. You may remember us. 

E>ie. I do, good gentlemen ; 

And I bequeath ye both good careful surgeons, 

A legacy you have need of more than money ; 

I know you want good diets, and good lotions. 

And, in your pleasures, good take-heed. 

Eop. He raves now ; 

But ’twill be quickl}* off. 

Die. I do bequeathe ye 

Commodities of pins, brown papers, packthreads. 

Roast pork, and puddings, gingerbread, and Jews-trumps, 
Of penny-pipes, and mouldy pepper ; Uke ’em, 

'l ake ’em even where you please, and be co/.ened with 
’em : 

I should bequeathe yo executions also ; 

But those PH leave to the law. 

Lop, Now he grows tern iterate. 

Ear. You will give no more ? 

Die. I am loth to give more from you, 

Because 1 know you will have a care to execute : 

Only, to pious uses, sir, a little. 

Ear. If he be worth all these, I am made for ever. 

\^Astd^, 

■^te. I giv'C to fatal dames that spin men’s threads out, 
* * A kiiul of linen. 
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And iKJor distressed damsels that are militant 
As members of our own aftlictions, 

A hundred crowns to buy warm tubs to work' in. 

1 give five hundred pounds to buy a church-yard, 

.\ spacious church-yard, to lay thieves and knaves in : 
Kicli men and honest men take all the room upu 
Lop. Arc you not weary? 

Never of well-doing. 

'I'hese are mad legacies. 

/Jit. 'I'hcy were got as madly ; 

My sheep, ami o.xen, and my moveables. 

My plate, and jewels, and five hundred acres ;— 

I have no heirs— 

This cannot be ; ’tis monstrous. [Aside. 

Die. 'I'hree ships at sea too. 

J^ar. You have made me full executor ? 

Die, h ull, full, and total; would I liad more to give you! 
Hut these may serve an honest mind. 
iSar. You snv true, 

A very honest mind ; .anti make it rich too, 

Rich, wondrous rich. But where shall I raise these 
moneys ? 

About your house I see no such great promises : 

Where shall I find those sums ? 

L>it. F.ven where you please, sir ; 

You arc wise and provitlcnt, and know business; 

Kven raise ’em where you shall think good ; I am 
reasonable. 

lUtr. 'fhink good ! will that raise thousands? what do 
)'Ou make me ? 

Die. \'ou have sworn to see it done; that’s all my 
comfort. 

Dor. Where I please! This is packed,* sure, to dis¬ 
grace me. 

’ This rofcTs i<» the sweatii»j^ uf patients in lK»t ttilvs as a cure foi 
the veiieTC.'il <h\e.i>e. 

- t.r. < ’on'^lufeU. • 
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/7/V. You arc just and honest, and I know you will do 

it ; 

Even where you please, for you know where the wealth is. 

Bar. I am abused, betrayed ! 1 am laughed at, scorned, 
Baffled, and bored,* it seems ! 

Ars, No, no ; you are fooled. 

lu^p. Most finely fooled, and handsomely, and neatly : 
Such cunning masters must be fooled sometimes, sir, 

And have their worships' noses wiped * ; ’tis healthful. 

We are but quit : you fool us of our moneys 
In every cause, in every quiddit^ wipe us. 

T>U. Ha, ha, ha, ha !—some more drink, for m>' heart, 
gentlemen !— \£>nnks. 

This merry lawyer—ha, ha, ha, ha ! this scholar— 

i think this fit will cure me—this executor- 

I shall laugh out my lungs ! 

Bar. This is derision above sufl'erance ; villainy 
Plotted and set against me ! 

L>U. Faith, tis knavery ; 

In troth, I must confess thou art fooled indeed, lawyer. 

Jilii. Did you think, had this man been rich- 

Bar. 'Tis well, sir. 

MU. He would have chosen such a wolf, a canker. 

A inaggot-pate, to be liis whole c.xccutor ? 

Et>p. A lawyer, that entangles all men's honesties, 

.‘\nd lives like a spider in a cobweb lurking, 

.'\nd catching at all flies that pass his pit*fall 
Puts powder to all states* to make 'em caper,— 

^Vould he trust you ? do you deserve- 

Die. I find, gentlemen, 

'Phis cataplasm of a well-cozened law\ er, 

Laid to my stomach, lenifies rny fever : 

Methinks 1 couUl eat now, and walk a little. 

Bar. I am ashamed to feel how flat I am cheated, 


' Insultingly imposed uj>on.— Dyce. 
* tjuirUIity, legal subtilty. 


^ CjIIlied, cheated, 
* K!>t.'Ues. 
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How grossly and maliciously made a May-game I 

A damniid trick !—^ly wife, my wife !—some rascal- 

My credit, and my wife !—some lustful villain, 

Some bawd, some rogue, some crafty- 

Ars. Fool, has found you : 

This ’tis, sir, to teach you to be too busy, 

'I'o covet all the gains, and all the rumours. 

To have a stirring oar in all men’s actions. 

£a?P. We did this but to vex your fine officiousness. 
Bar. God yield' ye, and God thank ye ! 1 am fooled, 
gentlemen ! 

The lawyer is an ass, 1 do confess it, 

A weak, dull, shallow ass ! Good even to your worships!— 
Vicar, remember, vicar !—Rascal, remember. 

Thou notable rich rascal !. 

DU. I do remember, sir. 

Pray you, stay a little ; I have even two legacies 
To make your mouth up, sir. 

Bar. Remember, varlets ; 

Quake, and remember, rogues, I have brine for youi 
buttocks ! \_Exit. 

Lap. Oh, how he frets, and fumes now, like a dunghill ! 
DU, His gall contains fine stuff now to make poisons. 
Rare damned stuflT ! 

Ars. Let’s after him, and still vex him, 

And take my friend off. liy this time he has prospered ; 
Me cannot lose this dear time, ’tis imi)OSsiblc. 
jl///. Well, Oiego, thou hast done. 

Dp. Ha.st done it tlaiiilily. 

aMU. And shalt be as well paid, boy. 

Ars. Go ; let’s crucify him. \^hx(un(. 




1 
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SC IC N E I. —A Street. 

Enter Amakanta ami Leandro, 

Lean. I have told you all my slory, and how 
desperately- 

Ama. I do believe. Let’s walk on ; time is precious. 
Not to be spent in words ; here no more wooing; 

The open air’s an enemy to lovers. 

Do as I tell you. 

I^an. I’ll do anything : 

1 am so over-joyed. I’ll fly to ser\*e you. 

Ama. Take your joy moderately, as it is ministered. 
And as the cause invites : that man’s a fool. 

That at the sight o’ the bond, dances and leai>s ; 

Then is the true joy when the money comes. 

Lean. You cannot now deny me, 

Ama. Nay, you know not; 

Women have crochets and strange fits. 

Lean. You shall not. 

Ama. Hold you to that, and swear it confidently, 

Then I shall make a scruple to deny you. 

Pray you, let’s step in, and see a friend of mine ; 

'I'he weather’s sharp : we’ll stay but half an hour, 

We may be missed else : a private fine house ’tis, 
sir, 

.\nd wc may find many good welcomes. 

JLean. Do, lady ; 

Do, happy lady ! 

Ama, -\ll your mind’s of doing : 

You must be modester. 

I^n. I will be any thing, \^Exrunt. 



- 2 . 
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SCENK \'II.— A before fhc House al Baki'OLUS. 

Eflier Bar lOi.us, who knocks ai ihe door. 

Ear. Open the doors, and give me room to cliafc in, 
^^ine owm room, and my liberty ! ^Vhy, maid there ! 
Oi>en, I say, and do not anger me ! 

I am subject to much fur>-. When, you dish-clout, 

When do you come ? asleep, you lazy hell-hound ? 
Nothing intended but your ease and eating ?— 

Nobody here ?—'Vhy, wife ! why, wife ! Avhy, Jewel !— 
No tongue to answer me?—Prithee, good pupil, 
Dispense a little wnth thy careful study, 

And step to the door, and let me in.—Nor he neither? 
Ha ! not at’s study ? nor asleep? nor nobody ? 
ril make ye hear! \Knocks vioiently.'^ 'I'he house of 
ignorance ! 

No sound inhabits here. I have a key yet, 

Thai commands all. I fear I am metamorphosed ! 

[ Unlocks the door^ and e.xit into the house. 

Enter Lopf.z, Arsknio, Mii-anks, and Diego- 

Lof*. He keeps his fury siill, anti may do mischief- 
A///. He shall be hanged first; wcMl be sticklers tlicre, 
boys. 

Die. 'The huntlred thousand dreams now that possess 
him, 

or jealousy, and of revenge, aiul frailty. 

Of drawing bills against us, and petitions ! 

Anti casting \vhat his credit shall recover. 

Afii. T.ct him cast' till his maw come up ; we care not. 
Vou shall be still secured. 

Die. We’ll pay him home, then. noise within. 

Hark, what a noise he keeps within ! 

Certain, 

I Pas set his ctiiinnevs o* fire, or the tlevil roars there. 

Die. 'The codexes 'o the law are broke loose, gentlemen. 
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Ars. He*s fighting, sure. 

L>ie. 1*11 tell you that immediately. 

\^Exti ifito the houie. 

MU. Or doing some stn'ingc outrage on himself. 

Ars, Hang him ! he dares not be so valiant. 

Ee-ent^r Diego. 

DU, There’s nobody at home, and he chafes like a 
lion. 

And stinks withaL \^Hots6 s/til. 

Lop. Nobody ! 

DU. Not a creature : 

Nothing within, but he and his law-tempest: 

'I'he ladles, dishes, kettles, how they lly all. 

And how the glasses, through the rooms 1 
Ars. My friend, sure. 

Has got her out, and now he has made an end on’t- 

l^p. See, where the sea comes ! how it foams and 
brustles ! 

The great leviathan o’ the law, how it tumbles 1 

Ee-cti/er IIartoi.us. 

Ear. Made every way an ass ? abused on all sides ? 
And from all quarters people come to laugh at me ? 

Rise like a comet, to be wondered at ? 

A horrid comet, for boys’ longues and ballads ? 

I will run from my wits ! 

Ars. Do, do, good lawyer, 

.•\nd from thy money too ; then thou wilt be quiet. 

Aft/. Here she comes home : now mark the saluta¬ 
tions. 

How like an a.ss my friend goes : 

j^lrs. She has pulled his ears down. 

E/t/er Amakan iw oftL Heanoiu.). 

Ear. Now, what sweet voyage ? to what gj.rdcn, lady ? 
Or to wha^ cousin's liouic ? 


u 2 
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Anta, Is this my welcome ? 

I cannot go to church, but thus I am scandaled; 

Use no devotion for rny soul, but, gentlemen- 

Bor. 'I'o church * 

Ama. Yes ; and you keep sweet youths to wait upon 
me, 

Sweet bred-up youths, to be a credit to me ! 

'There’s your delight again ; pray, take him to you; 

He never comes near me more to debase me. 

Bar. How’s this? how's this? Good wife, how has 
lie wronged you ? 

Ama. I was fain to drive him like a sheep before me : 
1 blush to think how people fleered and scorned me. 
Others have hantlsome men, tliat know behaviour. 

Place, and observance : ' this silly thing knows nothing. 
Cannot tell ten, let every rascal justlc me ; 

And still 1 puslied him on, as lie had been conning.' 
Bar. Ha ) did you push him on ? is he so stupid ? 
Ama. When others were attentive to the priest, 

Ciood devout gentleman, then fell he fast. 

Fast, sound asleep ; then first began the bagpipes, 

'The several stojis on’s nose made a rare music, 

A rare and loud, and those played many an anthem : 
i’ut out of that, he fell straight into dreaming. 

ytrs. As cunning as she is sweet ! I like this carriage. 

Bar, What did he then ? 

^tma. W'liy, then he talked in his sleep too,— 

Nay, I’ll divulge your moral virtues, shceps-facc ! 

Aiui talked aloud, that every ear w.is fi.xed to him ;— 

I )itl not 1 sufter, do you think, in this time?— 

'Talked of your bawling law, of appellations, 

Of derlar.itions and excommunications. 

Warrants ami executions, an<l such devils, 

'That drove all the gentlemen out o’ the churen by 
hurries, 



* Kcsjjvct. 


* Al«orl>ca in .sUiUy.' 
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With execrable oaths they would never come there 
again. 

Thus am I served and manned ! * 

L^att, I pray you, forgive me : 

I must confess I am not fit to wait upon you. 

Alas, I was brought up- 

Ama. To be an ass, 

A lawyer’s ass, to carry books and buckrams 1 
Bar. But what did you at church ? 

Lop. At church, did you ask her ?— 

Do you hear, gentlemen ? do you mark that question ?— 
Because you are half an heretic yourself, sir, 

Would you breed her too? This shall to the Inqui¬ 
sition. 

A pious gentlewoman reproved for praying ! 

I’ll see this filed ; and you shall hear further, sir. 

Ars. You have an ill heart. 

Lop. It shall be found out, gentlemen ; 

There be those youths will search it. 

Z?/V. You are warm, signior. 

But a faggot will warm you better : we are witnesses. 

Lop. Knough to hang him, do not doubt. 

Afii. Nay certain, 

I do believe h’as rather no religion. 

I^p. That must be known too. Becatise she goes to 
church, sir ! 

0 mons/rxtr/ty tpi/orme^ ingens f 
Die. I.et him go on, sir; 

His wealth will build a nunnery^, a fair one, 

.\nd this good lady, when he is hangetl and rt)Hcn, 

May there be abbess. 

Bar. You arc cozene<l, honest gentlemen : 

I do not forbid the use, but the form, mark me. 

Lop. Form ! what <lo you make of form ? 

Bar. 'rhey will undo me ; 
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Swear, as 1 oft have done, and so betray me : 

I must make fair way, and hereafter— [Asii/e]. —Wite, 
You’re welcome home ; and henceforth lake your 
pleasure \ 

Go when you shall think fit, I will not hinder you ; 

My eyes are open now, and I sec my error— 

My shame, as great as that, but I must hide it : 

The whole convej'ance now I smell : b\it basta : * 
Another time must serve [As/i7 ^].—You see us friends 
now, 

Heartily friends, and no more chiding, gentlemen ; 

I have been too foolish, I confess.—No more words. 

No more, sweet wife. 

Aw(i. You know my easy nature. [ExR into tiu house. 
Bar. Go, get you in. You see she has been angry ; 
Forbear her sight a while, and time will pacify j 
And learn to be more bold. 

Lean. I would I could J 

I will do all I am able. \^Rxi( Fkandkci into the house. 
Liar. Do, I.eandro. 

We will not part but friends of all hands. 

/.op. Well said 1 

Now you are reasonable, we can look on you. 

Jiar. Yo have jerked me ; but, for all tliat, I forgive 

horgive ye heartily, and do invite ye 

'ro morrow to a breakfast ; I make but seldom, 

but now we will be merry. 

Ars. Now you are friendly. 

Your doggedness and niggardi/.e llung from you, 

An<l now wc will ctJine lt> you. 

Jiar. {iive me your hands, nil ; 

You shall be welcome heartily'. 

/.op. We will he, 

For we'll cat hard. 


Sp, ICnuvij^h- 
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Piir. The harder, the more welcome : 

And, till the morning, farewell- I have business, 
h'arewell, good bountiful Bartolus ! 

[pATt/ Bartolus i/ie~/tONse. 

'Tis a brave wench, 

A sudden witty thief, and worth all service. 

Go, we’ll all go, and crucify the lawyer. 

Die, I’ll clap four tire ' of teeth into my mouth more, 
But I will grind his substance. 

Ars. Well, Leandro, 

Thou hast ha<l a strange voyage ; but I hope 
Thou rid’st now in safe harbour. 

J//7. Let’s go drink, friends, 

.•\nd laugh aloud at all our merry May-games. 

Lop, A match, a match ! ’twill whet our stomachs 
better. \lLxeuni, 

» Tiers. 



I 




ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENIv I .—An Apariment in the House of 

Don HF.NRiguE. 

Knter VioLante and Servant. 

Madam, he's come. 

'Tis well, iiow did he look 
W'lien he knew from whom you were 
sent ? was he not startled ? 

Or confident ? or fearful ? 

Serz'. As ap|jeared, 

Like one that knew hi.s fortune at the worst. 

And cared not what could follow. 

Vioi. ’I'is the Letter. 

Kcacli me a chair. So ; bring him in ; be careful 
'Fhat none disturb ns \Exii Servant].—I will try his 
And, if I find hint apt for my emi>Ioyments, [temiier; 
rU work him to iny ends; if not, I shall 
I’'in<i other engines. 

A\-’enfer Servant 7Z'ith Do.v Jamie. 

So^r. There's niy lady. 

I /<fA Leave us. [/T.v//Servant. 

/(Iff!, ^'ou .sent for me? 

/W. I dhl : aiul does the favour, 

N our present state considered, ami my [lower, 

I )cservL' no greater ceremony ? 

/am. Ceremonv ! 

I use t<i pay th.it where I do owe rluty. 

Not to my brother’s wife ; I cannot fawn ; 
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If you expect it from me, you are cozened : 

And so farewell. 

Viol, He bears up still; I like it.— [ Asidti. 

Pray you, a word. 

yam. Yes ; I will give you hearing 
On equal terms, and sit by you as a friend. 

But not stand as a suitor. Now, your pleasure. 

Viol. You are very bold. 
yam. "Tis fit, since you are proud ; 

I was not made to feed that foolish humour 
With flattery and observance.^ 

Viol. Yet, with your favour, 

A little fonn, joined with respect, to her 

That can add to your wants, or free you from 'era, 

Nay, raise you to a fate beyond your hopes, 

Might well become your wisdom. 

yam. It would rather 
Write me a fool, should I but only think 
'rhat any good to me could flow from you, 

Wiom for so many years I have found and proved 
My greatest enemy. 1 am still the same ; 

My wants have not transformed me : I dare tell you, 

To your new-cerused face, what I have spoken 
Freely behind your back, what I think of y^ou. 

You are the proudest thing, and have the least 
Reason to be so, that ever I read of. 

In stature you are a giantess ; and your tailor 
Takes measure of you with a Jacob's staff. 

Or he can never reach you : this, by the way. 

For your large size. Now, in a word or two, 

To treat of your complexion were decorum 
You are so far from fair, I doubt your mother 
Was too familiar with the Moor that served her. 

Your limbs and features I pass briefly over. 

As things not worth description ; and come roundly 
To your soul,—if you have any ; for 'tis doubtful. 

.Obsequiousness. * Keemly, 
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Viol. I laugh at this. Proceed. 

/am. This soul I speak of. 

Or rather salt to keep this heap of flesh 
hrom being a walking stench, like a large inn, 

Stands open for the entertainment of 

All impious practices : but there’s no corner 

An honest thought can take up : and, as it were not 

Sufficient in yourself to comprehend 

All wicked plots, you have taught the fool my brother, 

15y your contagion, almost to put oft* 

The nature of the man, and turned him devil, 

Ilecause he should be like you ; and I hope 
You’ll march to hell together. I have spoken ; 

And, if the limning you in your true colours 
Can make the painter gracious, I stand ready 
For my reward ; or, if my words distaste you, 

I weigh it not, for, though your grooms.were ready 
To cut my throat fort, be assured I cannot 
Use other language. 

Viol. You think you have said now 
lake a brave fellow. In this woman's war 
You ever have been trained ; spoke big, but suflered 
Like a tame ass ; and, when most spurred and galled. 
Were never master of the spleen or spirit 
That could raise up the anger of a man. 

And force it into action. 

Jam. Yes, vile creature, 

Wert thou a subject worthy of my sword. 

Or that thy death, this moment, could call home 
My banished hopes, thou now wert dead ; dead, woman! 
But, being a.s thou art, it is sufticient 
I scorn thee and contemn thee. 

Vtol. 'I'llis shows nobly, 

I must confess it : I am taken with it ; 

For, had you kneeled, and whined, and showed a 
liasc 

And low dejected mind, I had despised you. 
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This braver^', in yovir adverse fortune, conq\icrs 
And does command me; and, upon the sudden, 

I feel a kind of pity growing in me 

For your misfortunes : pity, some say, is the parent 

Of future love ; and I repent my part 

So far in what you have suffered, that I could 

(But you are cold) do something to repair 

What your base brother (such, Jamie, I think him) 

Hath brought to ruin. 

J'am. Ha ! 

Viol. Be not amazed : 

Our injuries are equal in his bastard *. 

V'ou are familiar with what I groan for ; 

And, though the name of husband holds a tie 
Beyond a brother, I, a poor weak woman. 

Am sensible and tender of a wrong, 

And, to revenge it, would break through all lets * 

That durst oppose me. 

Jam. Is it possible ? 

Vioi. \ki5siftg him.'\ By this kiss! Start not. 'I’luis 
much, as a stranger, 

You may take from me ; but, if you were pleased 
I should select you as a bosom friend, 

I would print *em thus, and thus. him. 

J^am. Keep off! 

Viol. Come near, 

Nearer, into the cabinet of my counsels : 

Simplicity and patience dwell with fools. 

And let them bear those burdens which wise men 
Boldly shake off: be mine, and join with me ; 

And w'hen that 1 have raised you to a fortune,— 
r>o not <leny yourself llie happy means,— 

Youll look on me with more judicious eyes, 

And swear 1 am most fair. 

^am. What would this woman ?— ( Aiidi- 

The purpose of these words? speak not in riddles ; 


' Hindrances. 
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And, when I understand what you would counsel. 
My answer shall be sudden. 

Viol. 'I'hus, then, Tainie : 

The objects of our fury are the same ; 

For young Ascanio, whom you snakedike hugged 
(Frozen with w'ants to death) in your warm bosom, 
Fives to supplant you in your certain liopes. 

And kills in me all comfort. 

_/am. Now 'tis plain ; 

I apprehend you ; and, were he removed- 

Viol. Vou once again were the undoubted heir. 
Jatn. ' Tis not to be denied : I was ice before, 
liut now you have fired me. 

Viol. I'll add fuel to it : 

And, by a nearer cut, do you but steer 
As I direct you, we’ll bring our bark into 
'I'he port of happiness. 

///- II ow ? 

Viol, By Hcnriqiie's death. 

But, you’ll say, lie’s your brother : in great roriuncs, 
Wliich are epitomes of slates and kingdoms, 

'The politic brook no rivals. 
ram. K.xcellont ■ 

For, sure, I think, out of a scrupulous fear. 

To feed in e.\|)ectation, when I may, 

Dispensing but a little with my conscience. 

Come into full possession, would not argue 
One that desired to thrive. 

Vioi, Now you sjicak like 
man that knows the world. 
yam, I needs must learn, 

'That have so good a tut'ress. And what think you, 
(Don lieiiritiiie and Asc.inio cm o(T) 

That none may live that shall desire to trac e us 
In our black patlis, if that OcUivio 
Ili.s foster-father, and the sad Jacintha 
(Faith, pity her. and free her from her sorrows) 
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Should fall companions with ’em ? When we are red 
With murder, let us often bathe in blood ; 

'I'hc colour will be scarlet, 
yioi. And that’s glorious, 

And will protect the fact. 

/am. Suppose this done : 

If undiscovered, we may get for money 
(As that, you know, buys any thing in Rome) 

A dispensation. 

Viol. And be married ? 

/am. True. 

Or, if it be known, truss up our gold and jewels, 

And fly to some free state, and there with scorn— 

ywl. Tjiugh at the laws of Spain. ’Twere admirable ! 
/am. We shall beget rare children. I am rai)t with 
'I'he mere imagination. 
yiol. Shall it be done? 

/am. Shall ! ’tis too tedious. Furnish me with means 
'I'o hire the instruments, and to yourself 
Say it is done already, 1 will show you, 

Fre the sun set, how much you have wrought upon me ; 

Your province is only to use some means 

'l‘o send my brother to the grove that’s neighbour 

To the west port of the city ; leave the rest 

To my own practice. I have talked too long. 

But now will do. ^I'his kiss, with my confession, 

'I'o work a fell revenge a man’s a fool. 

If not instructed in a woman’s school. sez^eraily. 



SC K NIC II. — -A Pooni itt the f'fouse ty/ BaktOI.US. 

A Table /or lireakfast^ and Stools. 

ILnter Bartoi.us Algazeirs,* and a Paritor"/'// dtsgtitse. 

Par. You are well enough disguised; furnish the table ; 
Make no show what yc are, till I discover ; 

* A corruptfor Alpuajtils, constables* ' Aj {.^aritor. 
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Not a soul knows ye here : be quick and diligenU 
These youths I have inv'itcd to a breakfast, 

But wliat the sauce will be—I am of opinion 
I sliall take off the edges of their appetites, 

And grease their gums* for eating heartily 
Tins month or two : they have played their prizes ’ with 
me, 

And with their several Hurts tlicyVc lighted dangerously j 
But, sure, I shall be quit. 1 hear ’em coming. 

Co off, and wait the bringing-in your service, 

And do it handsomely : you know where to have it— 

\Excufit Algazcirs and Bari tor. 

En/cr Ml LANES, AksemO, LoteZ, and DiEGO. 
Welcome i’faith. 

Ars. 'That’s well said, honest lawyer. 

Said like a neighbour. 

Ear. Welcome, all ; all’s over 1 
And let’s he merry. 

A/f/. 'To that end we came, sir : 

An hour of frcctloiii s worth an age of jugglings. 

T)/r. I am come too, sir, to specify my stomach 
A poor retainer to your worsliii>’s bounty. 

/far. And thou shall liave it tilled, my merry Diego, 
My liberal and my bonny bounteous Diego, 

Kven filled till it groan again. 

Hie'. Lei it liave fair play. 

And, if it founder then- 

/w?/-. Til tell ye, neighbours : 

'Though I were angry yesterday with ye all, 

And ver\' angry, for inethouglit ye l>obbc<i * me— 

H>p. No, no, by no mc.in.s. 

Ear. No ; when I tonsidere<l 
It was a jest, and carried olT so quaintly, 

* All :ilUisio» i<i A common nick of - llir of a 

lioisc s prevent it fioiii tatidg. — ff V/vr. 
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It made me merry, very merry, gentlemen. 

I do confess I could not sleep to think on’t ; 

The mirth so tickled me, 1 could not slumber. 

Lop, Good mirth does work so, honest mirth. 

Now, should we have meant in earnest- 

I3ar, You say true, neighbour. 

I^p. It might have bred such a distaste and sourness. 
Such fond ^ imaginations in your brains, sir. 

For things thrust home in earnest- 

J3ar. Very certain ; 

But I know ye all for merry wags, and, ere long. 

You shall know me too in another fashion ; 

Though ye're pampered, yc shall bear part o’ the burden. 

EnUr Amaranta aud Leandro. 

Come, wife; come, bid ’em welcome; come, my jewel :— 
And, pupil, 3 'ou shall come too; ne’er hang back¬ 
ward ;— 

Come, come, the woman’s pleased, her anger’s over; 
Come, be not bashful. 

Aoia. What does he prepare here ? 

Sure, there’s no meat i* th’ house, at least none <lressed. 
Does he mean to mock ’em ? or some new-bred crotchet 
Come o’er his brains ? I do not like his kindness ; 

But silence best becomes me. If he mean foul plaj'. 
Sure, they are enough to right themselves ; and let ’em ; 
I’ll sit by, so they beat him not to powder. \^Astd*\ 

Bar. Bring in the meat there, ha !—Sit down, dear 
neighbours ; 

little meat needs little compliment; 

Sit down, I say. 

Afua, What do 3 'OU mean by this, sir ? 

Bar, Convey away their weapons handsome!). 

Ama. You know there’s none i’ ih’ house to answer 
you, 

But the |joor girl ; you know there’s no meat neither. 

• > FoolWi. 
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Ear. PeacCj and be quiet ; I shall make you smoke 
else : 

There’s men and meat enough. 

Re-fntcr Algazeirs with coife red dishes^ tv hieh they 
plaee on the tah/e^ and Pari tor. 

Set it down formally. 
Ama. I fear some lewd ‘ trick, yet I dare not speak 
on’t [AsidOy and rentozes their stvords. 

Ear. 1 have no dainties for ye, gentlemen, 

Nor loads of meat to make the room smell of’em : 

Only a dish to ev ery man 1 have dedicated ; 

And, if I have pleased his appetite- 

E^//>. Oh, a cai)on, 

A bird of grace, aii't be thy will! I honour it. 

/lie. Por me some forty pound of lovely beef. 

Placed in a Mediterranean sea of brewis.* 

Ear. Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and laugh 
after.— 

Wail diligently, knaves. 

A/a. \li/tini^ the eover.^^ What r.irc hit’s this? 

An execution ! bless me ! 

/>ar. Nay, take it to you, 

'i'llore’s no avoiding it : ’lis somewhat tough, sir, 
l>ut .a good stomach will endure * it easily ; 

'I'hc sum is but a thousand ducats, sir. 

Ari\ \Ji/tiny the eolvr.'] A capias from my surgeon, and 
mv silk-man ! 

E'ar. Your careful makers ; but they have marred your 
diet. 

Stir not ; your swords arc gone ; there’s no .avoiding 
me ; 

/\nd these are algazcirs,—do you hear that passing-bell ? 
/f,^, \^li/tin^ the eerver.'X strong citation ! bless me ! 

J * lUnth. 

® A eoimnuii icmi hi Ultotiry to Uii;cst, 
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Bar. Out with your beads, curate,— 

The devirs in your dish,—bell, book, and candle ! * 

Z?/>. S^Liftiagthe coier.\ A warrant to appear before the 
I must needs rise, and turn to the wall. [judges ! 

Bar. You need not; 

Your fear, I hope, will make you find your breeches. 

AIL We are betrayed ! 

Bar. Invited : do not wrong me. 

Fall to, good guests; you have diligent men about ye ; 
Ye shall want nothing that may persecute ye ; 

'rhese will not see ye start. Have I now found ye ? 
Have I requited ye ? You fooled the lawyer. 

And thought it meritorious to abuse him, 

A thick ram-headed knave ; you rid, ye spurred him, 
And glorified your wits, the more ye wronged him : 
Within this hour ye shall have all your creditors, 

A second dish of new debts, come upon ye. 

And new invitements to the whip, Don Diego, 

And excommunications for the learned curate ; 

A masque of all your Furies shall dance to ye, 

Ars, V'ou dare not use us thus ? 

Bar. You shall be bobbed, gentlemen. 

Stir, and, as I have a life, ye go to prison, 

To prison, without pity, instantly ; 

Before ye speak another word, to prison. 

1 have a better guard without, that waits.— 

Do you see this man, Don Curate? ’tis a paritor, 

That comes to tell you a delightful story 
Of an old whore you have, and then to teach you 
What is the penalty. Laugh at me now, sir 1 
What legacy would you bequeathe me now, 

(And pay it on the nail,) to fly iny fury? 

Bop. Oh, gentle sir— 

Bar. Dost thou hope I will be gentle, 

Thou foolish unconsiderate curate ? 

I^p. Let me go, sir- 

* I^i order to drive* ^way the devil vvifh 
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/utr. ril see thee liang first. 

And, as I am a true vicar- 

Hark, in your ear, hark softly. 

/uir. No, no bribery ; • 
ril have my swinge upon thee.--Sirrah rascal. 

You lenten-chaps ! you that lay sick, and mocked me, 
Mocked me abominality, abused me lewdly,^ 
ril make thcc sick at heart, before I leave thee. 

And groan, and die indeed, and be worth nothing, 

Not worth a blessing, nor a bell to knell for thee, 

A sheet to cover thee, but tliat thou steal’dsi, 

SteaPtlst from the merchant, and the ring he was buried 
with, 

Steal’dst from his grave : do you smell me now ? 

/^/V. Have mercy on me ! [thcc.— 

J.>47r. No p.salm of mercy shall hold me from hanging 

Ifow do ye like your breakfast.^ ’tislnit short, gentlemen. 
Hut sweet and healthful.—Your punishment, and yours, 
sir, [^'Po '\M.\R.\Nr-\ <///// I^fanpro. 

For some near reasons that concern my cretlil, 

I will take to myself. 

Amu. Do, sir, and spare not ; 

1 have been too good a wife, and too obedient ; 
lint, since voii tlare provoke me to be tooli'^h 

Liiifi. Slie has. yes, and too worthy for your usage ; 
Hefore the world I justify her gootlness ; 

//i.f jTrvw/, 

An«l turn that man, that dares but taint her virtues, 

'To my sword’s point,—that lying man, that Ijase man.— 

'I'urn lnm but lace to face, that 1 may know liim 

/itjr. W'hat have I here ? 

A gentleman, a free man : 

< )ne that made trial oi tliis l.uly s constancy. 

And tound it strong as fate. Leave off your fooling j 

I*'or. if you fo!l(»\v this course, you will be chronicled 

]*'iH a devil, whilst a saint she is menlionetl. 

Vou know my naii^e, indeed ; I am now no lawyer. 

* * 

‘ Vitclv. 
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Enter I>oN Jamie and Assistant. 

Eie. Some comfort now, I hope ; or else, would I were 
lianged up ! 

And yet, the judge ! he makes me sweat. \yistde. 

Bar, ^VIlal news now ? 

/am, I will justify, upon my life and credit, 

What you have heard for truth ; and will make proof of. 

Assist. I will be ready at the ap|X)intcd hour there : 
And so, I leave you. 

Bar, Stay, I beseecli your worsirip. 

And do but hear me. 

Jam, Good sir, intend ' this business, 

And let - this bawling fool.—-No more words, lawyer. 

And no more angers ; for I guess your reasons : 

'I'his gentleman I’ll justify in all places, 

And that fair lady’s worth, let who dare cross it, 

'l‘he plot was cast ^ by me, to make thee jealous, 

I»ut not to wrong your wife ; she is fair and virtuous. 

/Jie, Take us to mercy too, we beseech your honour ; 
We shall be justified the way of all ilesh else. 

Jam. No more talk, nor no more dissension, lawyer ; 

I know your anger ; ’tis a vain and slight one ; 

For, if you do. I’ll lay your whole life open, 

\ life that all the world sh.all—I’ll bring witness, 

And rip before a judge the ulcerous villanics- 

You know I know you, and 1 can bring witness. 

Bar. Nay, good sir, noble sir-- 

Jam. Be at peace, then, presently ; 

I mmefliately take honest anrl fair truce 

With your good wife, and shake hands with that gentle 
man,— 

Il’as honoured you loo much,—and do it cheerfully. 

Lop. 'lake us along, for 11 eaven*sake, tool 
Bur. I am friends— 

'I'here is no remedy ; I must put up all. 


I 


i.e. Atlcnrl to. 


Heed not. 


^ Connived. 

X i 
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And, like my neighbours, rub it out by the shoulders— 

And perfect friends.—I Sandro, now I thank you, 

And there’s my hand ; I have no more grudge to you ; 
But I am loo mean henceforward for your company. 
Lfan. I shall not trouble you. 

Ars. We will be friends too. 

Afii. Nay, lawyer, you shall not fright us farther ; 

For all your devils, we will bolt. 

Ear. I grant ye ; 

The gentleman’s your bail, and thank his coming : 

Did not he know me too well, you should smart for’t. 

Go all in peace ; but, when ye fool next, gentlemen, 
Come not to me to breakfast. 

DU. I'll be baked first. [merr\-. 

Bar. And, pray ye, remember, when ye arc bold and 
'i'he lawycr’.s l>.aiu|uet, and the sauce he gave ye. 

Jam. Come, go along : I have employment for you,— 
Em|)loyment for your lewd brains too, to cool you,— 
For all, for every one. 

Ail. Wc arc all your serv'ants. 

DU. All, all, for any thing. From this day forward. 
I’ll hate all breakfasts, and depend on dinners. 

Jam. I am glad you come off fair. 

I^an. The fair has blest me. \^Ex€unt. 



SCENE 111 .—A Grai’C ntar the liUs/ Port of thr City. 

Enter Octavio, I.vciniha, and Ascanio. 

Oct. This is the place ; but why wc are appointed 
Bv Don J.amic to stay hero, is a depth 
I cannot souml. 

.‘Uc, Believe't, he is too noble 
'I’o inirpose any thing but for our good. 

1 latl I assurance of a thousand lives. 
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And with them perpetuity of pleasure, 

And should lose all, if he prov'ed only false, 

Vet I durst run the hazard. 

Jac. ^'is our comfort, 

\Vc cannot be more wretched than we are; 

And death concludes all misery. 

Oct. Undiscovered, 

W'e must attend him. 

Enicr Don Henkique and Don Jamie. 

A$c. Our stay is not long. 

With him Don Henrique ! 

Jac. Now I fear : be silent 

Ectircs ivith Oci'AVio aftd Asc.\nio. 

Men. Why dost thou follow me ? 

Jam. To save your life ; 

.\ plot is laid for^t : all my wrongs forgot, 

I have a brother’s love. 

Men. But * thy false self, 

I fear no enemy. 

Jam. You have no friend. 

But what breathes in rne. If you move a step 
Beyond this ground you tread on, you are lost. 

Men. 'Tis by thy practice,- then. I am sent hither 
To meet her that prefers my life and safety 
Before her own. 

Jam. That you shouhl be abused thus 
With weak credulity ! She, for whose sake 
You have forgot we had one noble father, 

Or that one mother bear us ; for whose love 
\ ou brake a contract to which Heaven was witness ; 

'1 o satisfy whose pride and wilful humour 
You have exposed a sweet and hopeful son 

1 o all the miseries that want can bring him 


i.e. Kxcept. 


• Slratogciu. 



310 


TII/^ SPANISH CURATE. 


[Acr V. 


(And such a son, though you are most obdurate. 

To give whom entert«aininent savages 

Would {jiiit their caves themselves, to keep him from 

Bleak cold and liimger^ ; this dissembling woman, 

'I'his idol whom you worship, all your love 
And service trod under her feet, designs you 
To fill a grav'e, or, dead, to lie a prey 
h'or wolves an<i vultures. 

Hen. ^Tis false. I defy ihcc, 

Ami stand U])on iiiy guard. 

/am. Alas, ’tis weak ! 

Come on I 

Enter, disguheiL T-kanoko, Mii.vnks, AksENio, Bak- 
TOLUS, l.ovEZy and Dlixo tLfiih Servants. They seize 
Don Hknreoi'e. 

.Sinct: YOU will icacli me to be cruel 
By having no faith in me, lake your fortune.— 

Brinu the rest forth, and hind them fast. 

^'I'/tev seize and I»ind Octavio, .\Sc.\nio, az/r/J .\cix i ha. 
Oct. My lord ! 

A sc. In wltat have we offended ? 

/am. I am deaf ; 

.'\ik 1, following iny will. I do not stand 
Accouittable to rc<isoii.—See her ring, 

'I'he first plcflgc of your love and service to her. 
Delivered as a warrant for your ileath ! 

'I'hcsc bags of g*.>ld you gave ui> to her trust, 

'I'lic use of wliich you did deny yourself, 

Be^iovrcd on me with a jirodigal liantl). 

Whom she picked forth to l>e the architect 
Of her most bloody building ! and to fee 
'I'hese Instruments, to bring maleiials 
'I'o taise it u[>, she bade me spare no cost 
.\nd, as a suri»lu'^age, i>fJcred herseil 
'I'o be at my tlevoiion. 

Hen. Oh, accursed 1 
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Jam. But be incredulous still ; think this my jilot 
P'ashion excuses to yourself, and swear 
That she is innocent, that she dotes on you ; 

Believe this as a feaiful dream, and that 
\'ou lie not at my mercy, which in this 
I will show only, — she herself shall give 
The dreadful sentence, to remove all scruple 
^Vho 'tis that sends you to the other world. 

Hfitcr Vioi.AN'J I- 

Appears my Violante ? speak, my dearest, 

I.>oes not the object please you ? 

Vioi. More than if 

All treasure that’s above the earth, with th'Ji 
I'hat lies concealed in both the Indian mines, 

^\'e^e laid down at my feet. Oh. bold Jamie, 

'n>ou only canst deserve me ! 

Jam. I am forward ; 

.Ami, as you easily may perceive, I sleep not 
On vour commands. 

/inter Assistant and Oftlcers. 

Viol. But yet they live : I looked 
I’o fmd them dead. 

Jam. 'I’hat was deferred, that you 
Might triumph in their misery, and have the power 
'I'o say “ they arc not.” 

Viol. 'Twas well thought upon. 

This kiss, and alt the pleasures of my bed 
'i'his night, shall thank thee. 

J/en. Monster ! 

Viol. You, sir, that 

Would have me mother bastards, being unable 
'I o honour me with one chi hi of mine own : 

1 hat undcrne.'ith my' roof kept y'our cast strumpet. 
And out of my revenues would maintain 
Her riotous issue; now you fmd what ’tis 
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'fo tempt a woman. With as little feeling 
As I turn oft" a slave that is unfit 
'To do me service, or a horse or dost 
I’hat have out lived tlieir use, I shake thee olf, 

To make thy peace with Heaven. 

JNn. I do deserve this ; 

And never truly felt before, what sorrow 
Altcnds on wilful dotage. 

i'ioi, h'or you, mistress, 

I'hal had the pleasure of his youth before me, 

And triumphed in the fruit that you had by him, 

Hut tliat I think, to have the bastard strangled 
Before thy face, and thou with speed to follow 
'The way he leads thee, is sufticicnt torture, 

1 would cut off thy nose, put out thine eyes, 

And set my foot on these bewitching lips, 

'riiat hatl ilie start of mine: but as thou art, 
do to the grave utipitietl. 

jrlisist. \\*ho would bvlieve 
Such rage could be in woman ? 

Viol. Tor this fellow. 

He is not worth my knowledge, 

/offi. I.el him live, then, 

Since you esteem liim innocent. 

I'ioi. No, jamie, 

He shall make up the mess. Now strike togctlver, 

.And let them fall so. 

Assist. Unlieard-of crucllv ! 

I c an ciuiure no longer.—Seize on her I 

Vioi. Am I betrayed? [/V/<p* \’‘iolan'TL, 

Is this ihv faith, Jamie ? 

liitft. Could vour (icsircs 
Challenge pci ionnanrc of a deed so horrid ? 
t )t. thou"li that vcui had sold vourself to licll, 

1 should make up the bargain?—l.ive, tlear brollicr, 

1-ive long and h:ipi)y! I forgive you freely : 

I'o have done vou this service, is to me 
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A r^iir inlieritance ; and, howe’er harsh laiiguaije. 
Called on by your rough usage, passed my lips. 

In my heart I ever loved you. All my labours 
Were but to show how much your love was cozened. 
When it beheld itself in this false glass. 

That did abuse you; and I am so far 

From envying young Ascanio his good fortune, 

That, if your state ^ were mine, i would adopt him. 
These are the murderers, my noble friends ; 

Which, to make trial of her bloody purpose, 

I won to come disguised thus. 
lien. I am too full 

Of grief and shame to speak : but what I’ll do, 

Shall to the world proclaim my penitence ; 

And, howsoever I have lived. I’ll die 
A much-changed man. 

yam. Were it but possible 
V'ou could make satisfaction to this woman, 

Our joys were perfect. 

Hen. That's ray only comfort, 

'rhat it is in my power ; I ne’er was married 
To this bad woman, though I doted on her, 

But daily did defer it, still expecting 
When grief would kill Jacintha, 

Assis/. All is come out. 

And finds a fair success. 'I'akc her, Don Henritpie 
Anti once again embrace your son. 

Hen. Most gladly. 

Assisf. Vour brother hath deserved well. 

Hen. And shall share 
The moity of my stale. 

Assist. I have heard, advocate. 

What an ill instrument you have been to him ; 

From this time strengthen him with honest counsels. 
As you’ll deserve my pardon. 

IJar. I'll change my co(>y ; 
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Hut 1 am punished, for 1 fear I iiavc had 
A smart blow, though unseen. 

Assist. Clurate, and Sexton, 

1 hav'e heard of you too ; let me hear no more, 

And what’s past is forgotten. For this woman, 

Though her intent were bloody, yet our law 
Calls it not death ; yet, that her punishment 
May deter others from such b.ad attempts, 

The dowry she brought with her shall be employed 
To build a nunnery, where she shall spend 
'rhe remnant of her life. 

I'iol. Since I have missed my ends, 

I scorn what can fall on me. 

Assist. The strict discipline 

Of the church will leach you better thoughts.—And, 
You that are bachelors, if you ever marry, [signiors. 

In liartolus you may behold the issue 
Of covetousness and jealousy, and of dotage 
And falscliood in Don Heriritiue. Ivecp .a mean, then ; 
For be assured, that weak man meets all ill, 

I'hat gives himself up to a woman's will. \F,.xeufit. 



Fd’IFOtU'K. 


Thk play is done, yet our suit never ends. 

Still when you [Kirt, vou wouUl still p.irt our Ineiids, 
C)ur noblest friends. If .augfit have fallen amiss, 
l )h, let it be sutlicicnt tliai it i". 

And vou li.ive ]>:irtit)ned it. {In buildings gre.u. 

All the whole body cannot be so neat 

Hut somelhlivg may be mended.) Phe^e are f.iir. 

.And woitUy hive, that may destroy, but sjjare. 










E FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS 
was the work of Flctclier alotte. The 
first edition of it has no tlatc, but it 
was certainly published before the 
spring of 1610, as i>ir \N*illiam Skip- 
with, one of the persons to whom it is 
dedicated, died in May, 1610. 

In sl>le and treatment 7'h<r Faithful Sheplurdess shows 
the intUience of the Italian pastoral drama, especially of 
Guarini’s Pasiar Fido. I hal it was not well received on 
its first representation is evident from the conimeiidator> 
verses by Hen Jonson. Cliapman, Beamnonl, and others, 
which were jrrefixed to the play when it was printed. On 
its subsequent revival (after being performed before the 
Cor>rt at St>inetsei House on 'I welftli Night, 1635) with an 
ailditiuti by D’Avenaiit, it w,as several limes acted at 
the lilackfriars Theatre. “ .-X most simple thing,” Pepys 
wrote of it in "and yet much ilironged after, and often 

shown, but it is only for the scene's sake, which is very fine 
irrdcetl, and wtirtli seeing. ’ 

Jonson, in the lines which he addressed to the author of 
///£* Faithful Sht'ph(rd<’ss, ui.akes no disguise of his con- 
tem]it for the audiences of the period. He writes : — 

The wi^c nn<l ui.'\nydu:at)c<l l*cuch, that sil.s 
Upon the life .and dc.ath <1!'jilays .and v'.iis, 
tCt>inpt)st*il (.)f g.aiiieSlCf, c.apt.iiti, knight, knight's m.an, 
b.ady •>r jnisill,* (hat wc.u.? m.askor f.an, 

\'elvcl <‘f t.athxt:* cap, cauked in the dark 

Wjih tin- .i-hop's foicman, <'r s^.unc SUCli brave sjvuk, 

' X'lri'in. h r. ts*trlU. I he M«»r»l is here ri?cil iiotiicall)* 

- .Vl.isk'- weic worn by wiuneii in theatres down (u about the 
noddle of the iSth century. 
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/NT/iOnirCTORV /VOllCK. 

That ntay judge Tor his six|>cncc ') tiad, bcfofc 
They saw it half, damneti the whole play arul more ; 

Their motives were, since it had not to do 
With vices, which they looked for an<l came to. 

1, that am glad thy innocence was tliy guilt. 

And wish that all the Muses’ hl<x>«l were spilt 
In such a martyrdom, to vex their eyes, 

Oo crown thy mtirdcrctl poem : which shall rise 
glorifieil work to time, when fire 
Or moths shall cat what all these fools a<linirc.” 

Many passages in MiUon*s Comus were suggested by 
Fletcher's ** delightful pastor.al ’’ as Charles L.amb calls it. 
“ If,*’ rem.arks Fainb, ** all its parts had been in unison with its 
many innocent scenes and sweet lyric intermixtures, it had 
been a poem fit to vie with Comas or 77/e* to have 

been put into the hands of boys and vdrgins, to have made 
matter for young dreams like the loves of Hermia and 
Ly Sander. IJut a spot is on the face of this Diana. Nothing 
short of infatuation could have drivm Fletcher upon mixing 
with this ‘ blessedness ' such an ugly deformity as Cloc, the 
wanton shepherdess. If Cloc was meant to set otT Clorin 
by contrast, Fletcher should have known that such weeds, 
by juxtaposition, do not set otT but kill sxveet flowers.” 

’ The lowest price charged for admission to the theatres. 




TO THAI NOHI.I. ANP IKPI-: T<'Vt:K pi' 1 l AltNINti, 

SIR WALTER AS'ION,' 

I^NH.IIT OF TIIF HATH. 

Sir, I must ask your patience and be true ; 

'1‘his play was never liked, unless by few 

That brou^'ht thei r judj^inents \vitl» ’em ; for, of late, 

First the infection, then the common prate 
Of common people, have such customs got, 

Either to silence plays or like them not : 

Under the last of which tliis interlude 

Had fallen forever, pressed down by the rutle. 

That like a torrent, which the moist south fectls. 

Drowns both before him the ripe corn anti weeds, 

Had not the saving sense of better men 
Reticemed it from corruption. Dear sir, then, 

Among the better souls, be you the be^it. 

In whom, as in a centre, I take rest 
And proper being ; from whose c<pial eye 
And judgment nothing grows but purity. 

Nor df» 1 hatter, for, by all those dead, 

(beat in the Muses, by Apollo's head, 
lie that ad(U anything to you, ‘lis tione 
Like his that lights a candle to the sun : 
riien be, as you were ever, yourself still. 

Moved by your ju<lgment, not by love or will ; 

And when I sing ag.iin, (as who can tell 
My next devotion to that holy well .') 

\'oui goodiicxs tt) the Muses shall lie all 
Able to make .1 work heroical. 

Given to vour service. 

F 

John I LKiX'Ur.R- 

^ i )jie ihc Ut>1 crc-iti'fl biiroiicts* a kiiiglit mI Uic lk\ih 

\\ tkic cunjuAtion ) aiikn-j L 


% 



lO TIIK INHERllOR OK AM. WOKFlirNKSS, 

SIR WIRMAM SKIPWrni.i 


OUE. 


If, from servile hope or lo\'c, 

1 may prove 

liul so happy lo be thouijhi for 

Such a one, whose greatest ease 

Is to please. 

Worthy sir, Eve all I sought for : 

. For no itch of greater nante. 

Which some claim 

Hy their verses, do 1 show it 

To the world ; nor to protest 

'Tis the best ;— 

These are lean fatiUs in a poet ;— 

Nor to make it serve to feed 

At iny need, 

Nor to gain actjuainiance by' it, 

Nor to ravish kind attornies 

In their journies 

Nor to read it after tliet. 

Far from me are all these aims. 

Fittest frames 

To buihl weakness on and pity. 

Only to yourself, and such 

Whose true touch 

Makes all good, let me seem witty. 

'I he admirer of your virtues, 

JOlfN FLETCHER. 

* ** Cclcbrslirfi antong his friends,” says burton, ** for his witty 
conceits in making hi anti acute epigtauif, poesies, motloc^', anti 
devices.” 



TO THE rEUFF-CT GENTLEMAN, 

SIR ROBERT TOWNSH EN D.i 

If the greatest faults luay crave 
Pardon where contrition is. 

Noble sir, I needs must Itavc 
A lonj» one for a lonj^ amiss." 

If you ask me, how is this? 

Upon n\y faith, I’ll tell you frankly. 

You love above my means to thank ye. 

Vet, accordin'' to my talent, 

As sour fortune loves to use me. 

A poor she[)hert 1 I h.ave sent 
In home-spun gray for to excuse me ; 

And may all iny hopes refuse me. 

But when better comes ashore. 

^'ou shall have belter, newer, more ! 

'rill when, like our desperate debtors. 

Or our thrcc'piled^ sweet protesters, 

1 must please you in bare letters, 

A ml so pay my debts, like jesters ; 

^'et 1 oft have seen good fc.asters. 

Only for to please the pallet, 

I.e.tve gre.al meat and choose .1 sallct. 

All voiirs. 

FOnX I I KTilHF.R. 


' Vmtng'-'it sen of Ssf It'wnshcnd. Ilu- ancestor of the 

1.0. ent noble family ol tlmt n.aine. Me scivol as mcnilHT for 
(. astle Ki'Wi”-in.t ( 'xford in .all pailinmeiits from the 42111! lCli/.abeth 

Uj the last of f.imes I.-— ffV/v/. 

= A fault of hxig contimiaiice. — 

' Wearer> of the lint'•< velvet. 



TO THE REAI>ER. 



1 ' you be not reasonably assured of your 
knowledge in this kind of poem, lay down 
the book, or read this, which I woukl wish 
had been the prologue. It is a pastoral 
' ^ tragi-comedy, which the people seeing 

. when it was played, having ever I)ad a 
—^ singular gift in defining, concluded to be 
a plav of country hired shepherds in gray cloaks, with curtailed 
dogs in strings, sometimes laughing together, and sometimes 
killing one another ; and, missing Whitsun-alcs, cream, 
wassail, and morris-dances, began to be angr>-. In Uicir 
error 1 would not have you fall, lest you incur their censure. 
I'ndersiand, therefore, a pastoral to be a representation of 
shepherds and shepherdesses with their actions and passions, 
which must be such as may agree with their natures, at least 
not exceeding fonner fictions and vulgar traditions *. they are 
not to be adorned with any art, but such improper' ones as 
nature is said to bestow, as singing and poetry ; or such as 
experience may teach them, as the virtues of herbs and foun¬ 
tains, the ordinan.' course of the sun, moon, and stars, and 
such like. lUit you are ever to remember shepherds to be 
such as all the ancient poets, and modern, of undcrstantling, 
h.ave received them ; that is, the owners of flocks, and not 
hirelings. A tragi-comedy is not so called in respect of 
mirth and killing, but in respect it wants deaths, which is 
enough to make it no tragedy, )*ct brings some near it, which 
is enough to make it no comedy, which must be a represen¬ 
tation of familiar people, with such kind of trouble as no 
life be questioned ; so that a god is as lawful in this as in a 
tragedy, and mean people as in .a comedy. Thus much I 
hope will ser\'e to justifymy poem, and make you understand 
it ; to teach you more for notliing, I do not know that I am 
in conscience bound. 

John' FLK'icHKit. 
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I’KKICO'I. 

Thknoi-. 

l>AfHXIS. 

Al.nxi?;. 

SiiUcn ^5llepllt.'^<^. 

Old Shepherd, 
i'riest of I'an. 

(Jod of the Ktver. 
Satyr. 

Shepherds. 

Cl OK IN. 

Amokki*. 
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Cl.ou. 
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THE 

FzAITHFUL S H ETH E‘J^T>ESS. 

—-♦*-*€«<•- 

ACT THE FIRST. 

sc 1£ N K I.— 7Vie l^’ood befnrc C i.uu I N^s fio~i>cr. 

llntt^r C i-ORIN. 

T-.ORIN. Hail, holy £*artli, whose cold 
anns do embrace 

The truest man that ever fed Ids flocks 
liy the fat plains of fruitful 'riiessaly I 
Thus I salute thy grave ; thus do I pay 
My early vows and tribute of mine eyes 
To thy still-loved ashes • thus I free 
Myself from all ensuing hc^ats and fires 
Of love ; all sports, delights, and jolly games, 

'I'hat shepherds hold full dear, thus put I off : 

Now no more shall these smooth brows be begirt 
With youthful coronals, and lead the dance ; 

No more the company of fresh fair maids 
.And wanton shepherds be to me delightful. 

Nor the shrill pleasing sound of merry pipes 
Under some shadv dell, when the cool wind 
Plays on the leaves : ail be far away. 

Since iho^ art far away, by whose dear side 
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How often Iiave I sal crowned with fresh flowers 
For summer's queen, whilst every shepherd's boy 
Puls on his lusty green, with gaudy hook, 

And hanging scrip of finest cordevan.' 

But thou art gone, and these arc gone with thee, 
And all are dead but thy dear memory; 

'I hat shall outlive thee, and shall ever spring, 

Whilst there are pipes or jolly shepherds sing. 

And here will I, in honour of thy love. 

Dwell by thy grave, forgetting all those joys 
That former times made precious to mine eyes ; 
Only remembering what my youth tlid gain 
In the dark, hidrlen virtuous use of herbs : 

That will I practise, and as freely give 
All my endeavours as I gained them free. 

Of all green wounds I know the remedies 
In men or cattle, be they stung with snakes, 

Or charmed with powerful words of wicked art, 

Or be they love-sick, or through too much heat 
Grown wild or lunatic, their eyes or ears 
thickened with misty film of dulling rheum; 

'rhese 1 can cure, such secret virtue lies 
In herbs applied by a virgin’s hand. 

M V meat shall be wliat these wild woods afloiil. 
Berries ami chesnuts, plantains, on whose cheeks 
'I'he suit sits smiling, and the lolly fruit 
Pulled from the fair head of the straight-grown pine 
On these I’ll feed with free content, and rest, 

When night shall blind the world, by thy side blest. 

E>it< r Satyr U'iih a AV/.v/vr of Lruit. 

Sot. d'hrough yon same bending plain, 

'That tUngs his arms down to the main. 

And through these thick w'tjo^ls, have I run, 

Wlmse bullom never kissed the sun 
Since the lusty spring began ; 

* Spaiibli leather. , 
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All to please my master Pan, 

Have I trotted without rest 
To get him fruit; for at a feast 
He entertains, this coming night. 

His paramour, the Syrinx bright.— 

But, behold, a fairer sight ! 

[.Scc/V/jf Ct^ORIN. he siiiftds arnazfd. 
By that heavenly form of thine. 

Brightest fair, thou art divine. 

Sprung from great immortal race 
Of the gods ; for in thy face 
Shines more awful majesty 
'Phan dull weak mortality 
Dare with misty eyes behold. 

And live : therefore on this mould 
J^owly do I bend my knee 
Jn worship of thy deity. 

Deign it, goddess, from niy hand 
To receive whate’er this land 
From her fertile womb doth send 
Of her choice fruits ; and but lend 
lielief to that the Satyr tells ; 

Fairer by the famous wells 
To this present day ne’er grew, 

Never better nor more true. 

Here be grapes, whose lusty blood 
Is the Icarn^rd poets' good, 

.Sweeter yet did never crown 

'I'hc head of Bacchus ; nuts more brown 

Than the squirrel’s teeth that cr.ic**. them ^ 

Deign, O fairest fair, to take them ! 

For these black-eyed Dryopc 
Hath oftentimes commaiiflcd me 
With my clasped knee to climb : 

•See how well the lusty time 

Hath decked their rising cliecks in red. 

Such as 05 your lips is spread 1 
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Here be berries for a (juecn, 

Some be red, sonic bo ^rccii ; 

These are of that luscious meat, 

'I'he great god Pan himself doth eat : 

All these, and what the woods can yield, 

'rhe hanging mountain or tlie field, 

I freely offer, and ere long 

Will bring you more, more sweet and strong; 

Till when, humbly leave I take. 

Lest the great Pan do awake, 

'I'hat sleeping lies in a deep glade, 
lender a broad beecli’s shatle. 

I must go, I must run 

Swifter than the fiery sun. \^Exit. 

do. And all my fears go with thee ! 

What greatness, or what private hi<]<len power, 

Is tliere in me, to draw submission 

Prom this riulo man and beast ? Sure I am mortal, 

'I'he daughter of a shci>herd ; he was mortal, 

And she that bore me mortal : prick my hand, 

And it will bleed ; a fever shakes me, and 

The self-same winil that makes the voung lambs shrink 

Makes me a-cold : my fear says I am mortal. 

Vet I have heaitl (my mother told it me, 

Aiul now I ilo believe it), if I keep 

My virg in-tlowcr imcropt, pure, chaste, and fair, 

Nt> goblin, wood-god, fairy, elf, or fiend, 

Satyr, or other ptiwer that haunts the groves. 

Shall hurt my body, or by vain illusion 
I )raw me to wander after idle fires ; 

Or voices calling me in dca<l of night, 

'I'o make me follow, an<i so lolc ' me on, 

'Chrougli mire and staruling pools, to fiiul my ruin : 

P.lse why shouUI this rough tiling, who never knew 
Manners nor smooth hnmanitv, whose iieals 
Arc roughci than himself aiul more mis-shapen. 


' hnticc. 
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Thus mildly kneel to me? Sure there is a j>o\ver 
In that great name of virgin, that binds fast 
.'Ml rude uncivil bloods, all appetites 
That break their confines : then, strong chastity. 

Be thou my strongest guard, for here I’ll dwell 
In opposition against fate and hell ! 

\Eitircs itito i/te boiver. 



SCF. NIL II. — Iti the Ht'tjrJibourhooil 0/ o 

hnter Old Shepherd, 7 vii/i /our couj>/rs 0/ Shepherds ottd 
Shepherdesses, amo?ig ’whom are Bekigot a?id Amori- r. 

Old Shep. Now we have done this holy festival 
In honour of our great god, and his rites 
Performed, prepare yourselves for chaste 
.\nd uncorrupted fires ; tliat as the priest 
With powerful hand shall sprinkle on your brows 
H is pure and holy water, ye may be 
Prom all hot flames of lust and loose thoiinhts free. 
Kneel, shepherds, kneel ; here comes the priest of P.an, 

Itufer Priest 0/ Pan. 

Eriest, She[>herds, thus I purge away 

\Sprhikling t/tem 'loif/i iOuEr 

Whatsoev'er this great tlay. 

Or the past hours, gave not good, 

'I'o corrupt your maiden blood. 

hrom the high rebellious heat 

(Jf the grapes, and strength of meat, 

I*'rom the wanton quick desires 
'1 hey do kindle by their fires 
I do \v'ash you with this water ; 

Be you pure and fair hereafter ! 

Prom your livers and your veins 
Thus 1 take away the stains : 
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All your thoughts be smooth and fair j 
He yc fresh and free as air ! 

Never more let lustful heat 

'I'hrough your purged conduits beat, 

Or a plighted troth be broken. 

Or a wanton verse be spoken 
In a shepherdess's ear ; 

Go your ways, ye are all clear. and sing. 

Sing his praises that doth keej) 

Our flocks from In'trm, 

Pan, the father of our sheep ; 

And arm in arm 
Tread we softly in a round. 

Whilst the hollow neighbouring ground 
Fills the music with her sound. 

I*an, (.) great god I’an, to thee 
Thus do we sing ! 

'I'hou that keep'st us chaste and free 
As the young spring ; 

Ever be thy honour spoke. 

From that place the Morn is broke 
'I'o that place l^ay <lotli unyoke ! 

\^Fx^ufif aii exerpf Pkkigoi' afid Amoket. 

Fcri. [AR/iu'nifjg Stay, gentle Ainorel, thou fair- 

browed maitl ; 

'I'hy shephertl prays thee stay, that liolds thee dear, 

Etpial witlv his soul’s good. 

Amo. S|)cak ; 1 give 

I'hee freedom, ''liej)herd ; and thy tongue be still 
'The same it ever was, as free from ill 
As lie whose conversation never knew 
'I'he court nr city ; be thou cv'cr true ! 

When 1 fall off from my affection. 

Or mingle my clean thoughts with foul desires. 

First, let our great god cease to keep niy Hocks. 
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That, being left alone without a guard. 

The wolf, or winter’s rage, sumnier^s great heat 
And want of water, rots, or what to us 
or ill is yet unknown, fall speedily. 

And in their general ruin let me go ! 

Amo, I pray thee, gentle shepherd, wish not so : 

I do believe thee ; ’tis as hard for me 
To think thee false, and harder, than for thee 
'I'o hold me foul. 

Eeri. Oh, you are fairer far 
Than the chaste blushing morn, or that fair star 
That guides the w'andering seaman through the deep ; 
Straighter than straightest pine upon the steep 
Head of an aged mountain ; and more white 
'I'han the new milk we strip before day-light 
h'rom the full-freighted bags of our fair flocks ; 

Your hair more beauteous than those hanging locks 
Of young .Apollo ! 

Amo. Shepherd, be not lost ; 

You .are sailed too far already from the coast 
Of your discourse. 

Peri. Did you not tell me once 
I should not love alone, 1 should not lose 
I'hose many passions, vows, and holy oaths, 

I have sent to heaven ? did you not give your hand 
Even that fair hand, in hostage.^ Do not, then, 

Give hack again those sweets to other men, 

You yourself vowed were mine. 

Amo. Shcphertl, so far as maiden's modesty 
May give assurance, I am once more thine. 

Once more I give my hand : be ever free 
l*rom that great foe to faith, foul jealousy ! 

Pen. I take it as ii^y best good ; ami desire, 

For stronger confirmation of our love, 
lo meet this hapj>y night in that fair grove. 

Where all true shepherds have rcwardetl been 
For their l^ng service : say, sweet, shall it hold ? 
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A wo. Dear friend, you must not blame me, if 1 make 
A doubt of what the silent night may do, 

Coupled with this day’s lieat, to move your blood : 

Maids must be fearful. Sure you have not been 
Washed white enough, for yet 1 see a stain 
Stit:k in your liver : go and purge again. 

Pen. Oh, do not wrong my Iionest simi>lc truth ! 
Myself and my affections are as pure 
.As those chaste flames that burn before the shrine 
Of the great Dian : only my intent 
'I'o draw you thitlicr was to jdight our troths. 

With interchange of mutual chaste embraces, 

.And ceremonious tying of our souls, 

I'or to that lioly wood is consecrate 
A virtuous well, about whose flower^" banks 
'I'lie nimblc-footccl fairies dance their rounds 
My the pale moonshine, tlip[)ing oftentimes 
rheir stv>len clnldren, .so to make them free 
From dying llesh an<l dull mortality : 

My tins fair fount h.ath many a sliepherd sworn, 

.\ml given away his freedom, many .a troth 
Meen pligfu, which neither envy nor old time 
(’oiild ever break, with many a chaste kiss given, 

In lu>]>e of coming ha])[Mncss ; 

My this fresh fountain many a blu.shing maid 
I iatli crowned the head of lier long-lovctl slieirlicrti 
With gaudy llowcrs, whilst he haj>py sung 
Lays of his love .lUil <le.ir captivity : 

' There grow all lie tbs til to c riol loo.ser (lames 
i tui sensual parts provoke, chitling our bloods, 

.\nd <}uen< Iiing by their power those hitlden sparks 
'Dial el',e would break out. ami provoke otir sense 
'To o])cn fit os ; so virtuous is that place. 

Then, gentle shepliei'tlcss, believe, and gmnt : 

111 troth, it fits not with that face to scant 
\'^>ui (aithfiil shet>hertl of tlrose r haste desires 
lie e\'er aiuic<l at, .ami- 


S. 


V 
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Amo. T!iou hast prevailed : farewell. 'rhis coming 
night 

Shall crown thy chaste hopes with long-wished delight. 

Feri. Our great god Pan reward thee for that good 
Thou hast given thy poor shepherd ! Fairest bud 
Of maiden virtues, when I leave to he 
'I'he true admirer of thy chastity, 

Ixrt me deserve the hot polluted name 

Of a wild woodman, or aftect * some dame 

Whose often prostitution hath begot 

More foul diseases than e’er yet the hot 

Sun bred thorough his burnings, whilst the Oog 

Pursues the raging I^ion, throwing fog 

And deadly vapour from his angry breath, 

Filling the lower world with plague and death ! 

\^Exit Amot?i:t. 

Enter Am AKIM.is- 

Amar, Shepherd, may I desire to be believed. 

What I shall blushing tell ? 

Peri. Fair maid, you may. 

Amur. Then, softly thus : I lov'e thee, Perigot ; 

And would l)e gladder to be loved again 
'I'han the cold earth is in his frozen arms 
To clip - the wanton spring. Nay, do not start. 

Nor wonder tiiat I woo thee ; thou that art 
The prime of our young grooms, even the top 
Of all our lusty shepherds. What dull eye, 

'I'hat never was acquainted with desire. 

Hath seen thee wrestle, run, or cast the stone 
With nimble strength and fair delivery. 

And hath not sparkled fire, and speedily 
Sent secret heat to all the ncsghboiiring veins? 

\\ ho ever hcar<l thee sing, that brought again 
1 hat freedom back was lent unto lliy v'oicc ? 

I hen, do not blame me, sluqilierd, if I be 


I^IVC- 
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One to be numbered in this company. 

Since none that cv'cr saw thee yet were free. 

Ft'ri. Pair shepherdess, much pity I can lend 
I'o your complainLs; but sure I shall not love : 
AM that is mine, myself and my best hopes, 

Are given already. Do not love him, then* 
‘I'hat cannot love again ; on other men 
Hestow those heats, more free, that may return 
Vou fire for fire, and in one flame equal burn. 

A mar. Shall I rewarded be so slenderly 
For my affection, most unkind of men? 

If I were old, or had agreed with art 
To give another nature to my cheeks, 

Or were 1 'ommon mistress to the love 
Of cver>' swain, or could I with such ease 
(..all back m\ love as many a wanton doth, 

I hou miglust refuse me, shepherd j but to thee 
I am only fixed and set; let it not be 
A sport, thou gentle shepherd, to abuse 
'I'hc love of siliv maid. 


/<'/■/. I'air soul, you use 
'I'hese words to little end : for, know, I inav 
I letter call back that time was yesterday, 

Or stay the coming night, than bring my love 
Home to myself again, or recreant prove. 

I will no longer hokl you willi delays : 

1 his i>rescnt night I ha\’e appointed been 
'To meet that chaste fair tiiat enjoys my soul, 
In yomler grove, there to make up our loves, 
lie not <Iereive<l no longer, rlioose again : 


riiese neigh!>ouring plains have many a comely 
Fresliei and freer far than I e'er was ; 
lJe:»tovv that love on tlicm, .and let me pass, 
haiewell be ha]>py in ;i better choice ! 

Cruel, thou hast struck me deader 


swain. 


[ F.vi/. 
wlih thy 


VOU'C 


Than if the angry 


heavens with their quicK flanjcs 
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Mad shot me througli. 1 must not leave to love, 

1 cannot ; no, 1 must enjoy thee, boy, 

'J'hough the great dangers ’twixt my hopes an<l that 
Be infinite. There is a shepherd dwells 
Down by the moor, whose life hath ever shown 
More sullen discontent than Saturn’s brow 
When he sits frowning on the births of men ; 

One that doth wear himself away in loneness, 

And never joys, unless it be in breaking 
The holy plighted troths of mutual souls ; 

One that lusts after every several beauty. 

But never yet was known to love or like, 

Were the face fairer or more full of truth 
Than Phoebe in her fulness, or the youth 
Of smooth Dya;us ; whose nigh-starved docks 
Are always scabby, and infect all sheep 
They feed withal ; whose lambs are ever last. 

And die before their weaning ; and whose dog 
IBooks, like his master, lean and full of scurf, 

Not caring for the pipe or whistle. 'I'his man may'. 

If he be well wrought, do a deed of wonder. 

Forcing me passage to my long desires : 

.\nd here he comes, as fitly to my purpose 
As my c]uick thoughts could wish for. 

Rfit<r Sullen Shepherd. 

Suil. Shep. Fresh beauty, let me not be thought uncivil. 
'I'hus to be partner of your loncness : ’tvvas 
My love (that ever-working passion) drew 
M e to this place, to seek some remedy 
f or my sick soul. Be not unkind and fair. 

For such the mighty Cupid in his doom 

Hath sworn to be avenged on ; then, give room 

To rny consuming fires, that so I may 

Knjoy my long desires, and so allay 

Those dames th.at else wouhl burn my life awa)'. 

Amar. Shepherd, were 1 but sure lliy heart were sou.id 
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As thy words seem to be, means miglit be found 
To cure thee of thy long pains; for to me 
'I'hat Iieavy youth-consuming misery 
1 he love-sick soul endures never was [jlcasing : 

I couUi he well content with the quick easin'^ 
in tlice and thy hot fires, might it procure 
'I'hy faith and farther service to be sure, 

,Su//. Name but that great work, danger, or wjtat 

can 

l>e compassed by the wit or art of man. 

And, if I fail in raiy performance, may 
1 never more kneel to tlte rising day [ 

A mar. 'I'lien, thus I try thee, shepherd. 'I'his same 
night 

'I'hat now comes stealing on, a gentle pait 

Have prorniscil ec^ual love, and do aj>poinl 

'I'o make yon wood the place where hands and hearts 

Are to be tied for ever : break their meeting 

And their strong faith, and I am ever thine. 

Su/L S/up. 'Tell me their names, anti if I do not move 
I»y my great power, the centre* of lheir love 
l-'rom his fixed being, let me never more 
Warm me by those fair eyes 1 thus atlorc. 

^'Imar. <\)me : as wc go. I’ll toil ihee what tlu-y arc, 
Aiul give thee lit directions for ihy work. f 



St 1 *. XI-. 1 1 I.— A not her part of the li'‘ootf. 

Enter (,'i.ok, 

<7oe. I low have I wronged tlic limes or men, that thuS; 
Alter tins holy feast, I [>ass unknown 
And nnsaluled ? ' I'was not wont to be 

'I'luis h'o/en with the younger comjKiny 
Of j <Aly i^hcphcFils , twMS nut tlicn licld 



SCENE III.} THE EAJTHEUI. SHE PH ER HESS, 


33 S 


For lusty grooms to mix their c|iuckcr blood 
With that tlull humour, most unfit to be 
The friend of man, cohl and dull chastity. 

Sure 1 am held not fair, or am too old. 

Or else not free enough, or from my fold 
I )rive not a flock sufficient great to gain 
The greedy eyes of wealth-alluring swain. 

Yet, if I may believe what others say. 

My ftce has foil enough ; nor can they lay 
Justly loo strict a coyness to my charge; 

My flocks are many, and the downs as large 
They feed upon : then, let it ever be 
Their cohlness, not my virgin-modesty 
Makes me complain. 

Efti^r Theno'i. 

The. Was ever man but I 
Thus truly taken with uncertainty ? 

Where shall that man be found that loves a mind 
Made up in constancy, and dares not lintl 
His love rewarded ? Here, let all men know*, 

A wretch that liv'es to love his mistress so. 

Cioc. Shepherd, I pray thee stay. Wlmre hast thou 
been ? 

Or whither goest thou ? Here be woods as green 
As any ; air likewise as fresh and sweet 
As where smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled streams; with flowers ns many 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any : 

Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells. 

Arbours o'ergrown with woodbines, caves, ami dells ; 
Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing, 

Or gather rushes, to make many a ring 

I*or thy long fingers ; tell thee tales of lov'e,— 

How the pale Pheebe, limiting in a grove. 

First saw the boy Fndymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies ; 
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I Io\\' she conveyed him softly in a sleep. 

His temples bound with poi>py, to the steep 
Head of old Latmiis, where she sloops each night, 
(iilding ihe mountain with her brother's light, 
d'o kiss her sweetest. 

Th^, Far from me are these 
Hot Hashes, bred from wanton heat and ease ; 

I have forgot wbat love and loving meant ; 

Rhymes, songs, and merry rounds,* that oft arc sent 
'To the soft car of maid, arc strange to me : 

<)nly I live to admire a chastity, 

'I'liat neither pleasing age,' smooth tongue, nor gold, 
Could ever break uj)on,^ so sure the mould 
Is that her mind was cast in ; ’tis to her 
I only am reserved ; she is my form I stir 
Hy, breathe and move ; ’tis she, and only she, 

Can make me happy, or give misery, 

Ciov. Good shepherd, may a str.inger crave to know 
'To whom this dear observance you tlo owe ? 

77/c. Vou may, and by her virtue learn to S(]u,ire 
And level out your lile ; for to bo fair, 

And nolliing virtuous, only fils the cve 
Of gaudy youth and swelling vanity. 

'I'hcn, know, she’s called the \’irgin of the Grove, 

She thai hath long slru:c buried her c haste lo\e. 

And now lives l»y his grave, for whose tlcar soul 
She hath vowed herself into die holy roll 
I )r strict virginity : ’tis her I so admire. 

Not , 111 )' looser t>lood or new desire. {E.xR. 

dot'. Farewell, pot>r swain 1 thou art not for my 
htmd ; * 

1 iiinsi liavc quicker souls, whose words may tentl 
'I'o some free action : give me him dare love 
At first encounter, and as soon tlare prove ! 

* IxnKntlt'lAy.s. 

^ Hn'.ik III upon. 


• i.f. Vou til. IM. 1778. 

* i.f. I tent, juirposc. 
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Si»i^s. Come, shepherds, come I 
Come away 
Without delay, 

Whilst the gentle time doth stay. 

Green woods are dumb. 

And will never tell to anv 
Those dear kisses, and those many 
Sweet embraces that are given ; 

Dainty pleasures, that would even 
Raise in coldest age a fire. 

And give virgin-blood desire. 

Then, if ever. 

Now or never. 

Come and have it : 

Think not I 
Dare deny, 

If you crave it. 

Enter Daphnis. 

Here comes another. Better be my speed. 

Thou god of blootl ! But certain, if I read 
Not false, this is that modest shepherd, he 
That only dare salute, but ne’er couhi be 
Brought to kiss any, hold discourse, or sing, 

Whisper, or boldly ask that wisht^d thing 

We all are bom for ; one that makes loving fares, 

-And could be well content to covet graces. 

Were they not got by boldness. In this thing 
Aly hopes are frozen ; and, but fate doth bring 
Him hither, I would sooner choose 
A man made out of snow, and freer use 
.An eunuch to my ends ; but since he's here, 

Thus 1 attempt him.— \Asidc,'\ Thou, of men most dear, 

AV’clcome to her that only for thy sake 

Hath been content to live ! Here, boldly t.ikc 

-My hand in pledge, this hand, that never yd 

Was given^away to any ; and but sit 

A- F —1, ^ 


* 
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Down on this nishy bank, whilst I go pull 
Fresh blossoms from the l)Oughs, or quickly cull 
The choicest dclicates from yonder mead, 

'I'o make thee chains or cha[)lets, or to spread 
Under our fainting bodies, when delight 
Shall lock up all our senses. How the siglit 
Of those smooth rising cheeks renew the story 
Of young Adonis, when in pride and glory 
lie lay infolded ’twixt the lieating arms 
(3f willing V'enus ! Methinks stronger charms 
Dwell in those speaking eyes, and on that brow 
More sweetness than the painters can allow 
'To their best pieces. Not Narcissus, he 
‘That wept himself away in memory 
(Jf his own beauty, nor Silvanus’ boy, 

Nor the twice-ravished maid, for whom old Troy 
Tell by the hand of I’yrrhiis, may to thee 
be otherwise compared, than some dead tree 
d'o a young fruitful olive. 

Diip/i. I can love, 

liut I am loath to say so, lost I prove 
d'oo soon unhappy. 

CVec. liaijpy. thou wouldst say. 

My dearest Daphnis, blush not ; if the day 
To tiicc anti thy soft lieai.s be enemy, 

Then take the comiiig night ; fair youth, 'tis free 
'I'o all the worUl. Slicpherd, I’ll meet thee then 
When tlarkness hath shut u\i the eyes of men, 

In yonder grove : si)eak, shall our meeting hold? 
liuleed you are tt»o bashful ; be more bold. 

And tell me ay. 

I am content to say so, 

\ihI would be gla<i to meet, might I but pray so 
Mueh from your fairness, ilial you wouUl be true. 
cVi^c. ShepbenI, thou hast thy wish, 
hresh maid, adieu. 

Vet one word more : since you have drawn me on 

%■ 
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To come this nighty fear not to meet alone 
'I’hat man that will not offer to be ill, 

'rhough your bright self would ask it, for his fill 
Of this world’s goodness ; do not fear him, then, 

But keep your 'pointed time. Let other men 
Set up their bloods to sale, mine shall be ever 
Fair as the soul it carries, and unchaste never, [/T-v/V. 

Cloe. Yet am I iJoorcr than 1 was before. 

Is it not strange, among so many a score 
Of lusty bloods, 1 shouUl pick out these things, 

\Vhose veins, like a dull river far from springs, 

Is still the same, slow, heavy, and unfit 

For stream or motion, though the strong winds hit 

M’iih their continual power upon his sides ? 

Oh, happy be your names that have been brides. 

And tasted those rare sweets for which I pine ! 

And far more heavy be thy grief and tine*, 

1 Ixou lazy swain, that mayst relieve my needs, 

I han his, upon whose liver always feeds 
A hungry vulture I 


JSnRr Aiaixis. 

A/^.v, Can such beauty be 
Safe in his own gixard, and not draw the eye 
Of him that passeth on, to greedy gaze 
Or covetous desire, whilst in a maze 
I he better part contemplates, giving rein. 

And W'ish^d freedom to the labouring vein ? 
hairest and whitest, may I crave to know' 

I he cause of your retirement, why you go 
1 hus all alone ? Methinks the downs are sweeter, 
And the young company' of swains more meeter, 

1 han tliese forsaken and untrodden places. 

(jivc not yourself to loneness, and those graces 
Hide from the cy'es of men, that were intended 
1 o live amongst us swains. 



injury, ."vc. 
z. .2 
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Clof. Thou art befriended^ 

Shepherd : in all my life I have not seen 
A man, in whom greater contents have been. 

Than thou thyself art. I could tell thee more, 

Were there but any hope left to restore 
My freedom lost. Oh, lend me all thy red, 

Thou shame-faced Morning, when from Tithon's bed 
Thou risest evcr-maiden ! 

AUx. If for me, 

Thou sweetest of all sweets, these flashes be, 

Speak, and be satisfied. Oh, guide her tongue, 

My better angel; force my name among 

Her modest thoughts, that the first word may be— 

Clof. Alexis, when the sun shall kiss the sea. 

Taking his rest by the white Thetis’ side. 

Meet me in the holy wood, where I’ll abide 
Thy coming, she|>hcrd. 

AUx. If I stay behind. 

An everlasting dulness, and the wind, 

'I'hat as he passeth by shuts up the stream 
Of Rhine or Volga, whilst the sun’s hot beam 
Boats back again, seize me, and let me turn 
To coldness more than ice ! Oh, how I burn 
And rise in youth and fire ! I dare not stay. 

Cioe. My name shall be your word. 

AUx. Fly, fly, thou day ! [Z*.r/V. 

CUr. My grief is great, if both these boys should fail : 
lie that will use all winds must shift his sail. f Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I.— A.Pti3/ure.^ 

JLtiUr Old Shepherd ringing a and Priest ol Pan 

yoUoTving, 

RIEST. Shepherds all, and maidens 
fair. 

Fold your flocks up, for the air 
^Gms to thicken, and the sun 
Already his great course liath run. 
See the dew-drops how they kiss 
Every little flower that is ; 

Hanging on their velvet heads. 

Like a rope of cr>'stal beads : 

See the heavy clouds low falling. 

And bright Hesperus down calling 
T*he dead Night from under ground \ 

At whose rising mists unsound. 

Damps and vapours fly apace. 

Hovering o’er the wanton face 
Of these pastures, where they come, 

Striking dead both bud and bloom : 

Therefore, from such danger lock 
Every one his lovt*d flock ; 

And let your dogs lie loose without, 
the wolf come as a scout 
From the mountain, and, ere day, 

Rear a lamb or kid away ; 

Or the cra/iy thievish fox 
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Break upon your simple flocks. 

To secure yourselves from these. 

Be not too secure in ease ; 

Let one eye his watches keep, 

Whilst the other eye doth sleep ; 

So you shall good shejiherds prove, 

And for ever hold the love 

Of our great god. Sweetest slumbers, 

An<l soft silence, fall in numbers 
On your eyelids ! So, farewell : 

'I'hus I end my evening's knell. 



SCENE II.— The li'ood befopx CLORIN's Eowep\ 

E/itrr Clokin, sor/Iri^ /wrhs. 

Gio. Now let me know what my best art hath done, 
Helped by the great power of the virtuous moon 
In her full light. Oh, you sons of earth, 

\*ou only brooil, unto wliosc happy birth 

Virtue was given, luolding more of nature 

Than man, her flrst-born ami most perfect creature, 

l.el me adore you ! you, that only can 

Hel[) or kill nature, drawing out that span 

Of life and breath even to the end of time ; 

Vou, that these hands did crop long before prime 
Of day, give me your names, and, next, your hidden 
'This is the dole,' bearing a yellow flower; [power. 

And this, black horchound ; both are very good 
l•'or sheep or shepherd bitten l)y a wood * 
i log's venomed tooth : these rhanvnus’ ^ branches arc, 
W'hieh, -Stuck in entries, or about the bar 

‘ I'hc ycUi*w uMiorJily is “sf* cmIIc** in Dorset : in Italnc^* 

I'eK-in^ there J'» he<]UieiU niciitiofi ft ilu' ^nnitniT cloie-*' 

- M,uL luieWthoin- 
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That holds the door, kill all enchantments, charms, 
(Were they Medea’s verses,) that do harms 
To men or cattle : these for frenzy be 
A speedy and a sovereign remedy, 

The bitter wormwood, sage, and marigold ; 

Such sympathy with man’s good they do hold : 

This tormentil, whose virtue is to part 
All deadly killing poison from the heart: 

And, here, narcissus root, for swellings best : 

Yellow lysimachus,* to give sweet rest 

To the faint shepherd, killing, where it comes. 

All busy gnats, and every fly that hums : 

For leprosy, darnel and celandine. 

With calamint, whose virtues do refine 
The blood of man, making it free and fair 
As the first hour it breathed, or the best air : 

Here, other two ; but your rebellious use 
Is not for me, whose goodness is abuse ; 

Therefore, foul standergrass, from me anrl mine 
I banish thee, with lustful turpentine ; 

You that entice the veins and stir the heat 
To civ'il mutiny, scaling the seat 
Our reason moves in, and deluding it 
With dreams and wanton fancies, till the fit 
Of burning lust be quenched, by appetite 
Robbing the soul of blessedness and light : 

And thou, light vervain, too, thou must go after. 
Provoking easy souls to mirth and laughter ; 

No more shall I dip thee in water now, 

And sprinkle every post and ever>' bough 

With thy well-pleasing juice, to make tlie grooms 

Swell with high mirth, and with joy all the rooms. 

Entir TiiLNor, 

The. This is the cabin where the best of all 
Her sex that ever breathed, or ever shall 

t * W'illow-Jit'rb, or 
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Give heat or happiness to tlie shepherd’s side, 

I )oth only to her worthy self abi<le» 

'I'hou blessed star, I thank thee for thy light, 

Thou by whose power the darkness of sad night 
Is banished from the earth, in whose dull place 
'I lly chaster beams play on the heavy face 
Of all the world, making the blue sea smile, 

'I'o see how cunningly thou dost beguile 
'I’hy brother of his brightness, giving day 
Again from chaos ; whiter than that way 
That leads to Jove’s high court, and chaster far 
'I'han chastity itself, you blessiid star 
That nightly shines ! thou, all the constancy 
'rhat in all women was or e'er shall be; 

From whose fair eye-balls flies that holy fire 
That poets style the mother of desire, 

Infusing into every gentle breast 
A soul of greater price, and far more blest, 

Than that <iuick power which gives a difTerenco 
*'l'wixt man and creatures of a lower sense ! 

Chf. Shepherd, how cam’st thou hither to this place ? 
No way is trodden ; all the verdant grass 
'i'he spring shot up stands yet unbruised here 
Of any foot ; only the dappled deer, 

Far from the feared sound of crooked horn, 

Dwells in this fastness. 

yVii*. Chaster than the morn, 

I have not wamlered, or by strong illusion 
Into this viitiious place have made intrusion : 

But hither am 1 come (believe me, fair,) 

'I’o seek you out, of whose great good the air 
Is full, and strongly labours, whiCi the sound 
Breaks against heaven, and <lrivx'.s into a stoiind 
'Di' amazed shepherd, tluit such virtue can 
Be re-jiilent in lesser than a man. 

F/tf. If any art I have, or hidden skill, 

^lay cure thee of disease or festered ill 
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Whose grief or greenness lo another’s eye 
May seem unpossible of remedy, 

I dare yet undertake it. 

The, *Tis no pain 

I suffer through disease, no beating vein 
Conveys infection dangerous to the heart. 

No part imposthumed, to be cured by art. 

This body holds ; and yet a fuller grief 
Than ever skilful hand did give relief 
Dwells on my soul, and may be healed by you. 

Fair, beauteous vnrgin. 

Clo, Then, shepherd, let me sue 
To know thy grief: that man yet never knew 
The way to health that durst not show his sore. 

TJu, Then, fairest, know, I love you. 

Clo. Swain, no more ! 

Thou hast abused the strictness of this place. 

And offered sacrilegious foul disgrace 
To the sweet rest of these interred bones ; 

For fear of w'hose ascending, fly at once, 

Thou and thy idle passions, that the sight 
Of death and speedy vengeance may not fright 
Thy very soul with horror. 

The. Let me not. 

Thou all perfection, merit such a blot 
For my true zealous faith. 

Clo. Dar'st thou abide 
To see this holy earth at once divide, 

And give her body up? for sure it will, 

If thou pursu’st with wanton flames to fill 
This hallowed place : therefore repent and go. 

Whilst I with prayers appease his ghost below. 

That else would tell thee what it were lo be 
A rival in that virtuous love that he 
Kmbraccs yet. 

The. *Tis not the white or red 
Inhabits in your check that thus can wed 


* 
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My mind to adoration ; nor your eye, 

I hough it be full and fair, your forehead high 
And smooth as Pelops’ shoulder; not the smile 
Lies watching in those dimples to l>eguile 
1 he easy soul ; your hands and fingers long, 

With veins enamelled richly ; nor your longue, 
rhough it spoke sweeter than Arion’s harp ; 

\ our hair wov'en into many a curious warp. 

Able in endless error to enfold 
'rhe wandering soul ; not the true perfect mould 
Of all your body, which as pure doth show 
In maiden-whiteness as the Alpen-snow : 

All these, were but your constancy away, 

Would please me less than a black storniy day 
I'he wretched seaman toiling through the deep. 

Hut, whilst this honoured strictness you do keep, 

Though all the plagues that e’er begotten were 
In the great womb of air were settled here. 

In opposition, I would, like the tree, 

Shake off those drops of weakness, and be free 
Even in the arm of danger. 

C/o. Would St thou have 
Me raise again, fond * man, from silent grave 
Those sparks, that long ago were buried here 
^Vith my dead friend's cold ashes ? 
yV/r. Dearest dear, 

I dare not ask it, nor you must not grant : 

.Staml strongly to your vow, aiul do not faint. 

Remember how he loved you, and be still 
’The same opinion .speaks you : let not will, 

And that great gotl of women, appetite, 

Set up your blood again ; do not invite 
Desire and fancy * from their long exile, 

'To seat them once more in a pleasing smile : 

He, like a rock, m.aflc firmly up 'gainst .all 
T'he ])ower of angry heaven, or the strong fall 

^ I'oolislu * 
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Of Neptune's batter>^ If you yield, 1 die 
'I'o all affection ; *tis that loyalty 
You tic unto this grave I so admire : 

And yet there’s something else 1 would desire. 

If you would hear me, but withal deny. 

Oh, I’an, what an uncertain destiny 
Hangs over all my hopes ! I’will retire ; 

For, if I longer slay, this double fire 
Will lick iny life up. 

Cio, Do ; and let time wear out 
What art and nature cannot bring about. 

T/u. Farewell, thou soul of virtue, and be blest 
For ever, whilst that here I wretched rest 
Thus to myself! Yet grant me leave to dwell 
In kenning of this arbour : yon same dell, 

O’ertopped with mourning cypress and sad yew, 

Shall be my cabin, where IMl early’ rue. 

Before the sun hath kissed this dew away, . 

The hard uncertain chance which fate doth lay 
Upon this head. 

Clo. 'I'he gods give quick release 
And happy cure unto thy’ hard disease ! 

\^Exit Thenot, Ci-ORiN* retiHpig irtto the IStmter. 



SC E N E III.— A not her part of (he I i^oott. 

F. Piter Sun.EN Shkeheru, 

Suit. S/iep. I do not love this wench that I should meet ; 
For ne’er did my unconstant eye yet greet 
That beauty, were it sweeter or more fair 
Than the new blossoms when the morning-air 
Blows gently on them, or the breaking light, 

When many maiden-blushes to our sight 
Shoot from his early face : were all these set 
In somc^ieat form before me, ’twouUl not get 
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J he lesst love from me j some desire it might, 
present burning. All to me in sight 
Are cc]ua1 j be they' fnir, or black, or brown, 

Virgin, or careless wanton, I can crown 
appetite with any ; swear as oft, 

And weep, as any ; melt niy words as soft 
Into a maidcn*s ears, and tell how long 
My heart has been her serv'ant, and how strong 
My passions arc ; call her unkind and cruel; 

Offer her all I have to gain the jewel 
Maidens so highly prize; then loathe, and fly : 

This do I hold a blessed destiny. 

EttUr Amarillis. 

Amar. Hail, shepherd ! Pan bless both thy flock and 
thee, 

h'or being mindful of thy word to me ! 

SuU. S/up. Welcome, fair shepherdess ! 'Phy loving 
swain 

(iives thee the self-same wishes back again ; 

Who till this present hour ne'er knew that eye 
Could make me cross mine arms, or daily die 
With fresh consumings. Boldly tell me, then. 

How shall we pxtrt their faithful loves, and when? 

Shall I belie him to her ? shall I sw*ear 
His faith is false and he loves every' where? 

I'll say he mocked her th’other day to y*ou ; 

Which will by your confirming show as true, 

For she is of so pure an honesty, 

'I'o think, because she will not, none %\ill lie. 

Or else to him I'll slander Amoret, 

And s.'iy, she but seems chaste; I’ll swear she met 
Me 'mongst the shady sycamores last night. 

And loosely offered up her flame and sprite 
Into my bosom ; made a wanton bed 
Of leaves and many flowers, where she spread 
Her willing body to be pressed by inc ; , 
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There have I carved her name on many a tree. 

Together with mine own. To make this show 
More full of seeming,—Hobinal, you know. 

Son to the ag^ shepherd of the glen, 

Him I have sorted out of many men, 

To say he found us at our private sport. 

And roused us 'fore our time by his resort : 

This to confirm, I've promised to tlie boy 
Many a pretty knack and many a toy ; 

As gins to catch him birds, with bow and bolt * 

To shoot at nimble squirrels in the holt ■ ; 

A pair of painted buskins, and a lamb 
Soft as his own locks or the down of swan. 

This have I done to win you ; which doth give 
Me double pleasure : discord mokes me live. 

A mar. Loved swain, I thank you. These tricks might 
prevail 

With other rustic shepherds, but will fail 
Even once to stir, much more to overthrow. 

His fixM love from judgment, who doth know 
Your nature, my end, and his chosen’s merit ; 

Therefore some stronger way must force his spirit. 

Which I have found : give second, and my love 
Is everlasting thine. 

Su//, Shep. Try me, and prove. 

A mar. These happy pair of lovers meet straightway 
Soon as they fold their flocks up with the day. 

In the thick grov'e bordering upon yon hill, 

In whose hard side nature hath carv'ed a well. 

And, but that matchless spring which poets know, 

\Vas ne'er the like to this : by it doth grow, 

About the sides, all herbs which witches use, 

-All simples good for medicine or abuse, 

All sweets that crown the happy nuptial day. 

With all their colours ; there the month of ^fay 
Is ever dwelling, all is young and green ; 

• ^ * i.e. Arrow. 


' Grove. 
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1 here s not «i grass on w'hich was ever seen 
I'he falling autumn or cold winter’s hand ; 

So full of heat and virtue is the land 
About this fountain, which doth slowly break, 

IJelow yon mountain’s foot, into a creek 
'I'hat waters all the valley, giving fish 
Of many sorts to fill the shepherd’s dish. 

'I'his holy well, my grandame that is dead, 

Right wise in charms, hath often to me said, 

Hath power to change the form of any creature, 
licing thrice dipped o’er the lic.ul, into what feature 
Or shape ’twould please the letter-down to crave, 

W’ho must prouounce this charm too, which she gave 

a scroli. 

Me on her death-bed ; told me what, and 
1 should apply unto the patients' brow 
'I'hat would be changed, casting them thrice .asleep, 
Refore I trusted them into this deej) : 

All this she showed me, and did charge me prove 
'I'his secret of her art, if crost in love. 

I’ll this attempt now, shepherd : 1 have here 
All her prescriptions, and I will not fear 
'IV) be myself dip])e<i. Come, my temples bind 
\Vith these s.id herbs, and when J slee[), you find. 

As you do speak your charm, thrice down me let, 

.And bid the water raise me Ainoret : 

Wliich being done, leave me to my affair, 

And ere the tlay shall quite itself outwear, 

1 will return unto my shepherd’s arm ; 

Dip me again, and then repeat this charm, 

.\n<l jiluck me up myself, whom freely take. 

And the hott’st fire of thine affection sl.ike. 

.V////. Shep. And if I fit thee not, then fit not me. 

I long the truth of this well's [lower to see. 



SCENE IV.] 7'HIC rA nifFUL sirEPHEFDICSS. 


.^5 I 


SC F- N E IV^. —A ttoiher part of the 11 'oo^t. 

Enter Daphnis. 

Daph. Here will I stay, for this the covert is 
Where I appointed Cloe. Do not miss. 

Thou bright-eyed virgin; come, oh come, my fair? 
Be not abused with fear, or let coid care 
Of honour stay thee from thy shepherd’s arm, 

Who would as hard he won to offer harm 

To thy chaste thoughts, as whiteness from the day. 

Or yon great round to move another way : 

My language shall be honest, full of truth. 

My flames as smooth and spotless as my youth ; 

I will not entertain that wandering thought. 

Whose easy current may at length be brought 
To a loose vastness. 

A/exis f IFt/h/n.’] Cloe 1 
Daph. ’d'is her voice. 

And I must answer.—Cloe !—Oh, the choice 
Of dear embraces, chaste and holy strains 
Our hands shall give I I charge you, all my veins. 
Through which the blood and spirit take their way, 
Lock up your disobedient heats, and stay 
Those mutinous desires that else would grow 
To strong rebellion ; do not wilder show 
I han blushing modesty may entertain. 

Alexis [/fV/Zt/Vz. ] Cloe ! 

Daph. riiere sounds that blessed name again. 
And I will meet it. Let me not mistake ; 


Enter Ai.EXis. 

This is some shepherd. Sure, I am awake : 
\\ liat may this riddle mean? I will retire, 
'I'o give myself more knowledge. 

Alexis. Oh, my fire. 

How thou consum’st me ! — Cloe, answer me ! 
Alexis, strong Alexis, high and free, 


S^Eetires. 
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Calls upon Cloe- See, mine arms are full 
Of entertainment, ready for to pull 
That golden fruit which too, too long hath hung 
Tempting the greedy eye. 7 'hou stay’s! too long ; 

I am impatient of these mad delays: 

I must not leave unsought those many ways 
That lead into this centre, till I find 
Quench for my burning lust, I come, unkind ! 

Daph. forward.'^ Can my imagination work me 

so much ill, 

That I may credit this for truth, and still 
Believe mine eyes? or shall 1 firmly hold 
Her yet untainted, and these sights but bold 
Illusion? Sure, such fancies oft have been 
Sent to abuse true love, and yet arc seen 
Daring to blind the virtuous thought with error : 

But be they far from me with their fond* terror! 

Tarn resolved my Cloe yet is true. 

(Hoe. [ Cloc i 

Daph. Hark ! Cloc \ Sure, this voice is new, 

Whose shrillness, like the sounding of a bell, 

Tells me it is a w'onian,—Cloe, tell 
Thy blessed name again. 

Cloe. [ Cloe ! here ! 

Vnph. Oh, what a grief is this, to be so near. 

And not encounter ! 


Enter Cloe. 

Cloe. She|)herd, wc arc met : 

Draw close into the covert, lest the wet, 

Wiiich falls like la/y mists upon the ground, 
Siiak through your startups'*. 

Dnp/i. h'aircst, arc you found ? 

How have we wandered, that the better part 
Of this good night is perisiicd ? Oh, my heart ! 
11 ovv have I longed to meet you, how to kiss 

’ Ko<itic with high 


* I'oolis)), 
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Those lily hands, how to receive the bliss 
That charming tongue gives to the happy car 
Of him that drinks your language ! But 1 fear 
I am too much unmannered, far too rude. 

And almost grown lascivious, to intrude 
These hot behaviours ; where regard of fame 
Honour and modesty, a virtuous name. 

And such discourse as one fair sister may 
Without offence unto the brother say. 

Should rather have been tendered. But, believe. 
Here dwells a better temper ; do not grieve. 
Then, cvcr-kindest, that my first salute 
Seasons so much of fancy *; I am mute 
Henceforth to all discourses but shall be 
Suiting to your sweet thoughts and modesty. 
Indeed, I will not ask a kiss of you, 

No, not to wring your fingers, nor to sue 
To those blest pair of fixed stars for smiles j 
All a young lover’s cunning, all his wiles, 

And pretty wanton dyings, shall to me 
Be strangers ; only to your chastity 
1 am devoted ever. 

O/oi. Honest swain, 

First let me thank you, then return again 
As much of my love.—No, thou art too cold. 
Unhappy boy, not tempered to my moula; 

Thy blood falls downward. ’Tis not fear 
To offend in boldness wins ; they never wear 
Deserved favours that deny to take 
When they are offered freely. Do I wake. 

To see a man of his youth, years, and feature, 
And such a one as we call goodly creature, 

Thus backward ? What a world of precious art 
Were merely* lost, to make him do his part ! 

But I wall shake him off, that dares not hold : 

I-et men that hope to be beloved be bold, 

• ' I^ve. * L'Ut’rly. 

buu- fit F-—3. 
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Daplinib, I do desire, since we «ire met 
So liappily, our lives and fortunes set 
ITpon one stake, to give assurance now, 

By interchange of hands and holy vow. 

Never to break again. Walk you that way, 

Whilst 1 in zealous meditation stray 
A little this way : when we both have en<icd 
Those rites ami duties, by the woods befriended 
And secrecy of night, retire and find 
An agbd oak, whose hollovv'ness may bind 
Us both within his body ; thither go; 

It stands within yon bottom. 

Daph. Be it so. \^Exit. 

Cioc. And I will meet there nev'^cr more with thee, 
'I’hou idle shamcfacedncss ! 

Aiexis [ Cloe I 

doe. ' I'is he ! 

That d.arc, I hope, be bolder. 

Aiexis [ Withini\ Cloc ! 

Ciot\ Now, 

Great Ban, for .Syrinx’ sake, bid speed our plough ! 

{Exii 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

f 

SCKNK I ,—Part of ihc Wood'ioith the /toiy It 'e//. 

JEnUr Sullen Shepherd, carrying Amariixis asleep. 

Ul.L. SllEP; From lliy forehead thus 
I take 

These herbs, and charge thee not 
awake 

Till in yonder holy well 
Thrice, with powerful magic spell 
Filled with many a baleful word, 

Thou hast been dipped. Thus, with my cord 
Of blasted hemj>, by moonlight twined 
I do thy sleepy body bind. 

I turn thy head unto the cast, 

.‘\nd thy feet unto the west. 

Thy left arm to the south put forth. 

And thy right unto the north. 

I lake thy bodv from the ground. 

In this deep and deadly swound'. 

And into this holy spring 
I let thee slide dow'n by my .string.— 

[/-c/j her ilotvn ittto the 7ccll. 
'bake this maid, thou holy pit 
To thy bottom ; nearer yet ; 

In thy water pure and sweet 
By thy leave I dii> her feet ; 

'rhus I let her lower yet, 

• * Swooii- 
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That her ankles may be wet; 

V'ct clowTi lower, let her knee 
In thy waters washed he; 

There stop.—Fly away, 

Everj' thing that loves the day ? 

Truth, that hath but one face, 

Thus I charm thee from this place. 

Snakcs that cast your coats for new. 

Chameleons that alter hue, 

Hares that yearly sexes change, 

Proteus altering oft and strange, 

Hecattj wth shapes three, 
l^t this maiden changed be. 

With this holy water wet, 

To the shape of Amoret ! 

Cynthia, work thou with mj*^ charm !— 

'Phus I draw thee, free from harm, 

[DrtiJ/fS her out of the 7ve//, in the shape of 
Amoket. 

Up out of this bless^d lake : 

Rise both like her and awake ! 

A war. Speak, shepherd, am I Amoret to sight ? 

Or hast thou missed in any magic rite, 

I*or want of which any defect in me 
May make our practices discovered he ? 

Suit. Shep. By yonder moon, but that I here do stand, 
Whose breath bath thus transformed thee, and whose 
hand 

Let thee down dry, and jducked thee up thus wet, 

I should myself take thee for Amoret \ 

Thou art, in clothes, in feature, voice and hue. 

So like, that sense can not distinguish you. 

A war. "i lien, this deceit, which cannot cross^d be. 

At once shall lose her him, and gain thee me. 

Hither she needs must come, by promise made; 

Anti, sure, lus n.ature never was so bad, 

'I'o bill a virgin meet him in tlie wood, * 
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When night and fear are up, but understood 
*Twas his part to come first. Being come. I'll say. 

My constant love made me come first and stay ; 

Then will I lead him further to the grove : 

But stay you here, and, if his own true love 
Shall seek him here, set her in some wrong path, 

Which say her lover lately trodden hath; 

I'll not be far from hence. If need there be, 

Here is another charm, whose power will free 

a scroi/. 

The dazzled sense, read by the moonbeams clear. 

And in my own true shape make me appear. 

Enter Perigot. 

Suit. S/iep. Stand close : here’s Perigot; whose con¬ 
stant heart 

Ix)ngs to behold her in whose shape thou art. 

\^Ret{res unth Amarillis. 

Per. This is the place.—Fair Amoret !—'I'he hour 
Is yet scarce come. Here every sylvan power 
Delights to be, about yon sacred well, 

Which they have blessed with many a powerful spell ; 

For never traveller in dead of night, 

Nor strayed beasts have fall’n in ; but when sight 
Hath faile<i them, then their right way they have found 
By help of them, so holy is the ground. 

But I will farther seek, lest Amoret 

Should be first come, and so stray long unmet,— 

My Amoret, Amoret ! 

Amar. ^Doming/of~tvard.\ Perigot! 

Per. [ lVithin.'\ Aly love I 

A mar. I come, my love ! [/T.x/'/ 

Suit. S/iep. Now she hath got 
Her own desires, and I shall gainer be 
Of my long-looked-for hopes, as well as she. 

IIow bright the moon shines liere, as if slic strove 
To show her glory* in this little grove 
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EnUr Amoret. 


To some new-loved shepherd ! Yonder is 
Another A more t Where dihers this 
From thill ? but that she Perigot hath met, 

1 should have ta'en this for the counterfeit. 

Herbs, woods, and springs, the power that in you Hes, 

If mortal men could know your properties I [Asitir. 

Amo Methinks it is not night ; 1 liave no fear. 
Walking this wood, of lion or of bear. 

Whose names at other times have made me quake. 


When any shepherdess in her tale spake 
Of some of them, that underneath a wood 
Have torn true lovers that together stood ; 
Methinks there are no goblins, and men’s talk, 
'I'hat in these woods the nimble fairies walk, 

Are fables ; such a strong heart I have got, 
liecausc I come to meet with Perigot.— 

My Perigot! Who's that ? my Perigot ? 

So//. s/i£p. [Cofnuis/orwori1.\ Fair maid ! 

Amo. Aye me, thou art not Perigot ? 

Sii//. S/op. Hut I can tell you news of Perigot : 


An hour together under yonder tree 


lie sal with wroathetl arms, and railed on tlice. 
And said, “ Why, Amorct, stay’st thou so long ? 
Then starting \ii>, down yonder path he flung, 
l.esi thou liad-st missed thy way. Wore it daylight 
Me could not vet have borne him out of sight. 


Aoio. 'rhanks, gentle sheiiherd 


and beshrew my slay, 


J'bat ina<,le me fearful 1 hatl lost my' way 


As fast as my weak leg> (illat cannot be 
\\*eary' with seeking him i will carry' me. 

I'll follow ; and, for tliis thy care of me, 

Pray Pan thy love may ever follow thee ! 

Su/L S/irp. Mow bright slie was, liow lovely 


[/f.vf/. 
illd she 


sliow I 

Was it not pity to dec eive her so ? 
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She plucked her garments up, and tripped away, . 

And with a virgin-innocence did pray 

For me that perjured her.‘ Whilst Mie was here, 

Methought the beams of light that did appear 

Were shot from her; methought the moon gave none 

But what it had from her. She was alone 

With me ; if then her presence did so move, 

Wiry did I not assay to win her love ? 

She would not sure have yielded unto me ; 

Women love only opportunity, 

And not the man ; or if she had denied. 

Alone, I might have forced her to have tried 
Who had been stronger : oh, vain fool, to let 
Such blessed occasion pass ! I’ll follow yet; 

My blood is up ; I cannot now forbear. 

Enter Ai.EXIS and 

I come, sweet .^moret !—Soft, who is here ? 

A pair of lovers ? He shall yield her me ; 

Now lust is up, alike all women be. [Aside and retires. 

Alexis. Where shall we rest ? But for the love of me, 
Cloe, I know, ere this would weary be. 

Cloe. .Alexis, let us rest here, if the place 
Be private, and out of the common trace 
Of every shepherd ; for, I understood, 

This night a number are about the wood ; 

Then, let us choose some jdace, where, out of sight, 

We freely may enjoy our stol’n delight. 

Alexis. Then, boldly here, wlicre we shall ne’er I>c 
found: 

No shepherd’s way lies here, 'tis hallowed ground ; 

No maid seeks here her strayed cow or sheep ; 
dairies and fawns and satyrs do it keep." 

ITicn, carelessly rest here, and clip ^ and kiss, 

And let no fear make us our pleasures miss- 


* Pcrjurctl myself to her. 


* Frcftiicni. 


^ Iviiiljr.icc. 
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C/oe. Then, lie by me : ihe sooner we begin. 

The longer ere the day descry our sin. {They lie down. 
Suii. Shep, {Coming fonvard.] Forbear to touch my 
love ; or, by yon flame,^ 

The greatest power that shepherds dare to name, 

Here where thou sit’st, under this holy tree. 

Her to dishonour, thou shall buried be ! 

AUxis. If Pan himself should come out of the lawns, 
With all his troops of satyrs and of fawns, 

And bid me leave, I swear by her two eyes, 

(A greater oath than thine) I would not rise ! 

Suii. Shep. Then, from the cold earth ne%'er thou shalt 
move, 

But lose at one stroke both thy life and love. 

[ Wounds him with his spear. 
Cioe. Hold, gentle shepherd ! 

Suii. Shep. Fairest shepherdess, 

Come you witli me ; I do not love you less 

Than that fond * man, that would have kept you there 

From me of more desert. 

Aiexis. Oh, yet forbear 
To take her from me ! Give me leave to die 
By her ! 

F.nler Satyr ; Sullen Shepherd runs one tL>ay\ and Cloe 

anotiicr. 

Sif. N’ow, whilst the moon doth rule the sky. 

And the stars, whose feeble light 
Gives a jialc shadow to the night, 

Are up, great Pan commanded me 
'I'o walk this grove about, whilst he, 

In a corner of the wood, 

Where never mortal foot hath stood, 

Keeps dancing, music, and a feast, 

I'o entertain .1 lovely guest; 

Where he gives her many a rose, 

* The « 
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Sweeter than the breath that blows 
The leaves, grapes, berries of the best; 

I never saw so great a feast. 

But, to my charge. Here must I stay. 

To see what mortals lose their way. 

And by a false fire, seeming bright. 

Train them in and leave them right. 

Then must I watch if any be 
Forcing of a chastity ; 

If I find it, then in haste 
Give my wreathed horn a blast. 

And the fairies all ^^'ill run. 

Wildly dancing by the moon. 

And will pinch him to the bone, 

Till his lustful thoughts be gone. 

ARjcis. Oh, death 1 

Sat. Back again about this ground ; 

Sure, I hear a mortal sound.— 

I bind thee by this powerful spell. 

By the waters of this well, 

By the glimmering moonbeams bright. 

Speak again, thou mortal wight ! 

ARjcis. Oh ! 

Sat. Here the foolish mortal lies. 

Sleeping on the ground.—Arise !— 

The poor wight is almost dead ; 

On the ground his w'ounds have bled. 

And his clothes fouled with his blood : 

To my goddess in the wood 
Will I lead him, whose hand pure 
Will help this mortal wight to cure, 

[/T.r/V carrying Alexis. 

Re-enter Clue. 

Cloe. Since I beheld yon shaggy man, my breast 
Doth pant ; each bush, mcthinks, should hide a beast. 
Yet my desire keeps still above my fear : 
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I would fain meet some shepherd, knew I where ; 

For from one cause of fear I am most free, 

It is iniprs>iblc to ravish me, 

I am so willing. Here upon this ground 
I left my love, all bloody with his wound ; 

Yet, till that fearful shaj>e made me begone. 

Though he were hurt, I furnished was of one ; 

Hut now both lost.—Alexis, speak or move. 

If thou hast any life ; thou art yet my love !— 

He^s dead, or else is with his little might 
Crept from the bank for fear of that ill sprite.— 

Then, where art thou that slruck’st my love? Oh, stay ! 
Hri ng me thyself in change, and then I'll say 
Thou hast some justice ; I will make thee trim 
With flowers and garlands that were meant for him ; 

I’ll clip thee roumi with both mine arms, as fast 
As I did mean he should have been embraced. 

Hut thou art fled. -What hope is left for me ? 

I'll run to Oajihnls in the !u)llow tree, 

Whom I did moan to mock ; though hope be small 
'I’o make him bold, rather than none at all, 

I’ll try him ; his heart, and my behaviour too, 

Perhaps may leach him what he ought to ilo. [Ea‘R, 


Sullen Shepherd. 


.S’////. S/irp. M'his was the place. ’Twas but my feeble 
sight, 

Mixed with the horror of my deed, and night. 

That .shaped these fears, and made me run away, 

And 1 ose my beauteous hardly-gotten i>rey.— 

S[>cak, gentle shepherdess I 1 am alone. 


And tetider love for love.—Hut she is gone 
From me, that, hav'ing struck her lover dead, 
I*'or silly fear left her alone, and tied. 

And see, the wounded body is removed 
Hy her of wliom it was so well beloved. 

Hut all these fancies mu.st be tpiitc forgot 
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I must He close ; here comes young Perigot, 

With subtle Amarillis in the shape 

Of Amoret. Pray love, he may not 'scape ! iR^fhrs, 

EtUer Pkrigot, and Amarillis in iht shape 0/ Amorf.t, 

Arnar. Belov 2 ;d Perigot, show me some place. 

Where I may rest my limbs, weak with the chase 
Of thee, an hour before thou cam’st at least. 

Eeri. Beshrew my tardy steps ! Here shall thou rest 
Upon this holy bank : no deadly snake 
Upon this turf herself in folds doth make ; 

Here is no poison for the toad to feed ; 

Merc boldly spread thy hands ; no venomed weed 
Dares blister them ; no slimy snail dare creep 
Over thy face when thou art fast asleep ; 

Here never durst tlie dabbling cuckoo spit ; 

No slough of falling star did ever hit 
Upon this bank : let this thy c.abin be ; 

'I'his other, set with violets, for me. [ Thty lie d*r:ofi~ 

Amar. Thou dost not love me, Perigot. 

Peri. Fair maid, 

You only love to hear it often said ; 

You do not doubt. 

Amar. Believe me, but I do. 

Peri. What, shall we now begin again to woo ? 

'Xis the best way to make your lover last. 

To play with him when you have caught him fast. 

Amar. By Pan I swear, belovtrd Perigot, 

And by yon moon, 1 think thou lov'’st me not. 

Peri. By Pan I swear,—and, if I falsely swear, 
lAit him not guard iny flocks ; let foxes tear 
NIy earliest lambs, and wolves, whilst I do sleep, 

P all on the rest ; a rot among my sheep,— 

I love thee better than the careful ewe 

'I'he new-yeaned lamb that is of her own hue ; 

I dote upon thee more than that young lamb 
Doth on the bag that feeds him from his dam ! 
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Were there a sort * of wolves got in my fold. 

And one ran after thee, both young and old 
Should be devoured, and it should be my strife 
To save thee, whom I love above my life. 

A mar. How should I trust thee, when I see ihce 
choose 

Anotlier bed, and dost my side refuse ? 

r<rri\ "I was only that the chaste thoughts might be 
shown 

*Twixt thee and me, although we were alone. 

A mar. Come, Perigot will show his power, that he 
Can make his Amoret, though she weary be. 

Rise nimbly from her couch, and come to his. 

Here, take thy Amoret ; embrace and kiss, 

[Z/W dawn beside hint. 

Peri. What means my love ? 

Amar. To do as lovers should, 

Tliat are to be enjoye<i, not to be wooed. 

'I'here’s ne’er a shepherdess in all the plain 

Can kiss thee with more art ; there’s none can feign 

•VIore wanton tricks. 

Pert. Forbear, dear soul, to tiy- 
Whether my heart be pure ; I'll rather die 
'rhan nourish one thought to dishonour thee, 

Amar. Still think’s! thou such a thing as chastity 
Is amongst women? IVrigot, there’s none 
'I'hat wiiJi her love is in a wood alone. 

And would come home a maid : be not abused 
With thy fond first belief; let time be usetl. 

[Pkrigot rises. 

Why dost thou rise? 

Peri. My true heart thou hast slain ! 

Amar. Faith, Perigot, I’ll pluck thee down again. 

/\'ri. I.et go, thou sei[)eiit, that into my breast 
Hast with llty cunning dived !—Art not in jest? 

.-h/uir. Sweet love lie down. 


• IJcrU. 
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/Vrr'. Since this I live to see, 

Some bitter north wind blast my flocks and me ! 

A mar. You swore you loved, yet will not do my will. 
Feri. Oh, be as thou wert once. I’ll love thee still ! 
Amar. I am as still I was, and all my kind ; 

Though other shows we have, poor men to blind. 

/V/v'- 'Fhcn, here I end all love ; and, lest my vain 
Belief should ever draw me in again. 

Before thy face, that hast my youth misled, 

I end my life ! my blood be on thy head ! 

[ Oj^irs to kiil /limself ivtih ?iis spear. 
Arnar. [A'/V/V/^.] Oh, hold thy hands, thy Amoret doth 
cry ! 

Peri. Thou counsel’st well ; first, Amoret shall die. 
That is the cause of my eternal smart ! 

A mar. Oh, hold ! 

Peri. This steel shall pierce thy lustful heart ! 

\Exit^ running after her. 
SuU. Shep. [Coming farivani.] Up and down, every 
where, 

I strew the herbs, to purge the air : 

I>et your odour drive hence 
All mists that dazzle sense. 

Herbs and springs, whose hidden might 
Alters shapes, and mocks the sight. 

Thus 1 charge ye to undo 
All before I brought ye to I 
Let her fly, let her ’scape ; 

Give again her own shape 1 [Retires. 

Re-enter Amarillis in her 07 on shapey and PeriGOT 

foIioiLfing iC'ith his spear. 

Atttar. Torbear, thou gentle swain ! thou dost mis¬ 
take ; 

She whom thou follow'’dst fled into the brak^ 

And as I crossed thy way, I met thy vTath ; 

The only^fear of which near slain me hath. 
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/V/v. Pardon, fair shepherdess ; my rage and niglit 
Were both upon me, and begtiiled my sight ' 

But far be it from me to spill the blood 
Of harmless maids that wander in the wood ! 

[Exi/ A M AKILLIS. 

Enter Amoket- 

Amo. Many a weary step, in yonder path, 

Poor hopeless A more t twice trodden hath, 

To seek her Perigot ; yet cannot hear 

II is voice.—My Perigot! She loves thee dear 

'I'hat calls. 

Peri. See yonder where she is 1 how fair 
She shows ! and yet her breath infects the air. 

Amo. My Perigot ! 

Peri, Here. 

Amo. Happy! 

Peri, Hapless ! first 

It lights on thee : the next blow is the worst. 

[ H 'ounds her. 

Amo. Stay, Perigot ! my love, thou art unjust. [Poiis. 
Peri, l^eath is the best reward that’s due to lust. [Exit. 
Suli. She/*. Now* shall their love be crossed ; for, being 
struck, 

ni throw her in the fount, lest being took 
By some night-traveller, whose honest care 
May help to cure her. [Aside^ and then eomes fonoard ,^— 
Shepherdess, prepare 
\'ourself to die f 

Amo. No merev do I crave ; 

'fhou ranst not give a worse blow than I have. 

'Pell him that gave me this ; who loved him too, 

I le sintck my soul, and not my body through ; 

Tell him, when I am tleatl, my soul shall he 
At peace, if he but think he injured me. 

Suit. .Shep. In this fount he thy grave. ' 1 ‘hou wert 
not meant 
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Sure for a woman, thou art so innocent,— 

\^iings licr into tvell. 

She cannot ’scape, for, underneath the ground. 

In a long hollow the clear spring, is bound, 

Till on yon side, where the morn’s sun doth look, 

The struggling water breaks out in a brook. [/T.v//. 

The God of the River rises iviih A^toRliT tn his arms. 

God 0/ the R. What powerful charms n\y streams do 
bring 

Back again unto their spring. 

With such force that I their god, 

Three times striking with my rod. 

Could not keep them in tlieir ranks? 

My fishes shoot into the banks ; 

There’s not one that stays and feeds. 

All have hid them in the weeds. 

Here’s a mortal almost dead, 

Fall'n into my river-head, 

Hallowed so wath many a spell, 

That till now none ever fell. 

’Tis a female young and clear. 

Cast in by some ravisher : 

See, upon her breast a wound. 

On which there is no plaster bound. 

Yet, she’s warm, her pulses beat, 

'Tis a sign of life and heat.— 

If thou be’st a virgin pure, 

I can give a present cure : 

Take a drop into thy wound. 

From my watery locks, more round 
Than orient pearl, and far more pure 
Than unchaste tlcsh may endure,— 

See, she pants, and from her flesh 
'Fhc w’ami blood gusheth out afresh. 

She is an unpolluted maid ; 

1 must b>ve this bleeding stayed. 
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f rom my banks I pluck this flower 
With holy hand, whose virtuous power 
Is at once to heal and draw. 

1 he blood returns. 1 never saw 
A fairer mortal. Now doth break 
Her deadly slumber.—Virgin, speak. 

Amo, Who hath restored niy sense, given me new 
breath. 

And brought me back out of the arms of death ? 

God of the R, I have healed thy wounds. 

Amo. Aye, me ! 

God of thf R. Fear not him that succoured thec^ 

I am this fountain’s god : below, 

My waters to a river grow. 

And ’twixt two banks with osiers set, 

*rhat only prosper in the wet, 

'I'hrougli the meadows do they glide. 

Wheeling still on every' side, 

Sometimes winding round about, 

'I'o find the evenest channel out 
And if thou wilt go with me, 

Ijcaving mortal company, 

In the cool streams shalt thou He, 

Free from liann as well as I : 

1 will give thee for thy food 
No fish that useth in the mud ; 

Hut trout and pike, that love to swim 
Where the gravel from the brim 
Througli the pure streams may be seen ; 

Orient j>carl fit for a queen, 

Will I give, thy love to win. 

And a shell to keej) them in ; 

Not a fish in all iny brook 
'I'hal shall disobey thy look, 

Itut, when thou wilt, come sliding by. 

And from thy white liand take a fly ; 
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And, to make thee understand 
How I can my waves command. 

They shall bubble, whilst I sing. 

Sweeter than the silver string. 

Do not fear to put thy feet 
Naked in the river sweet ; 

Think not leech, or newt, or toad. 

Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod ; 

Nor let the water rising high. 

As thou wad’st in, make thee cry 
And sob ; but ever live with me. 

And not a wave shall trouble thee. 

Amo. Immortal power, that rul’st this holy flood, 
I know myself unworthy to be wooed 
By thee, a god ; for ere this, but for thee, 

I should have shown my weak mortality : 

Besides, by holy oath betwixt us twain, 

I am betrothed unto a shepherd-swain. 

Whose comely face, I know, the gods above 
May make me leave to see, but not to lov'c. 

God 0/ R. May he |)rove to thee as true \ 
Fairest virgin, now adieu : 

I must make my waters fly, 

I>est they leave their channels dry, 

;\n<i beasts that come unto the spring 
Miss their morning's watering ; 

Which I wouUl not ; for of late 
All the neighbour-people sate 
On my banks, and from the fold 
Two white lambs of three weeks old 
Offered to my deity ; 

For which this year they shall be free 
From raging floods, that as they ]>ass 
I^*ave their giavel in the grass ; 

Nor shall their meads be overflown 
When their grass is newly mown. 

d K. 
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A wo. I'or thy kindness lo me shown, 

Xcv'cr from thy banks l>e blown 
Any tree, with wiinly force, 

Cross thy streams, to stop thy course j 
*\Iav no beast that conics to drink. 

With his tiorns cast down lliy brink ; 

May none that for thy fish do look, 

(Tilt thy banks to dam thy brook ; 
liarefoot may no neighbour wade 
In thy cool streams, wife nor maid, 

When the spawns on stones tlo lie, 

To wash their hemp, and spoil the fry ! 

(toJ of /ho JI, 'Thanks, virgin. I innst riown again. 
'Thy wound will j)nt thee lo no jjain : 

Wonder not so soon ‘lis gone t 

-f 

A holy han<i was laid upon. \^iyc$i‘Ofids. 

ylfno. .'\n<l T, iinhaiipy born to 1 ) 0 , 

Must follow him that flics from me. [/'a/V. 




ACT TIIH FOURTH 


SCENE I .—Part ofihir Wood. 


JZfitcr rrRico'i 


■ ERI. is untrue, unconstant, and un 

She’s gone, she's gone ! lUow high 
thou north-west wind. 

And raise the sea to mountains ; le 

'That dare oppose thy raging fury leesc 
'l lteir firm fountlation ; creep into the earth. 

And shake the world, as at the monstrous birth 
Of some new prodigy ; whilst I constant stand, 

Holding this trusty boar-spear in my hand, 

And falling thus upon it. [ Offers to faii ofi his spear 


ILntcr Amaru-US 

riwar. Stay thy dead-doing hand ! thou art loo hot 
Against thyself. Believe me, comely swain. 

If that thou dieat, not all the showers of rain 
The heavy clouds send down can wash away 
'I hat foul unmanly guilt the world will lay 
Upon thee. Yet thy love untainted stands : 

Believe me, she is constant ; not the san<ls 
Can be so hardly" numbered as she won- 
I do not trifle, shepherd ; by the moon, 

’ rx>sc. * Ilifficnl11y, 

li It 2 
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And all those lesser lights our eyes do view, 

All that I told thee, Perigot, is true : 

Then, be a free man ; put away despair 
And will to die ; smooth gently up that fair, 
Dejected forchea <3 ; be as when those eyes 
Took the first heat. 

yVr/. Alas, he double dies 
That would believe, but cannot ! ’Tis not well 
You keep me thus from dying, here to dwell 
With many worse companions. But, oh, death ! 
I am not yet enamoured of this breath 
So much but I dare leave it ; ’tis not i>ain 
In forcing of a wound, nor after gain 
Of many days, can hold me from iny will : 

'Tis not myself, but Amoret, bids kill. 

Afuar, Stay but a little, little ; but one hour ; 
And if 1 do not show thee, through the power 
Of herbs and words I have, as dark as night, 
Myself turned to ihy .Amoret, in sight. 

Her very figure, and the robe she wears. 

With lawny buskins, and the hook she bears 
( >f thine own carving, where your names arc set. 
Wrought underneath with many a curious fret, 
Tlic priniroso-cli.iplet. tawdry-lacc,' aiul ring, 
'I'hou gav'st her for her singing, with each thing 
Else that she wears about her, let me feel 
'I he fir>l fell stroke of that revenging steel : 

/Vn\ 1 am contented, if there be a hope, 

'I'o give it entertainment for the scope 

Of one poor hour. Go : you shall find me nc.xt 

Under yon shady beech, even thus perplext. 

And thus believing. 

Affiar. Bind, liefore 1 go, 

I'hv soul by Pan unto me, lujt to do 
Harm or outrageous wrong upon thy life, 

Till my return. 


* A nii.l1 IK*\ l.l.nco. .It tlw .\i.vi)ry. tir St. 


fAiris 
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Peri. By Ban, anti by the* strife 
He had with Phoebus for the mastery. 

When golden Midas judged their minstrelsy, 

I \v\\\ not ! \^Exei 4 Ni several/y. 



SC i; N E II. — The IVood before Clori N’s Hoiver :— 

Clorin iiiscovereii in the lioTver. 

Enter Satyr carrying Alexis. 

Sat. Softly gliding as I go. 

With this burthen full of woe, 

Through still silence of the night. 

Guided by the glow-worm*s light. 

Hither am I come at last. 

Many a thicket have I past ; 

Not a twig that durst deny me. 

Not a bush that durst descry me 
To the little bird that sleeps 
On the tender spray ; nor creej>s 
That hardy worm with pointed tail. 

Hut if I be under sail, 

Flying faster than the wind, 

Leaving all the clouds behind. 

Hut doth hide her tender head 
In some hollow tree, or bed 
Of seeded nettles ; not a hare 
Can be started from his fare 
Hy my fooling ; nor a wish 
Is more sudden, nor a fish 
Can be found with greater ease 
Cut the vast unbounded seas, 

Ixraving neither print nor sound, 

'I han I, when nimbly on the ground 
1 mciisure many a league an hour. 

Hut, behold, the happy power 
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I'hat must case me of my charge, 

An<i by holy hand enlarge 
The soul of this sad man, that vet 
Lies fast bound in deadly fit : 

Heaven and great Pan succour it !— 

Hail, thou beauty of the bower, 

Whiter tlian the i)arainour 
Of my master I I^ct me crave 
'I'h)' virtuous hclji, to keep from grave 
This poor mortal, that here lies, 

Waiting when the nestiuies 
Will undo his thrcail of life : 

View the wound, by cruel knife 
'rrenclicd into him. 

CVtK \Conihi};from the hnoer.^ What art thou call’st me 
from my holy rites, 

And with the feared name of death affrights 
My tender ears ? speak me thy name and will. 

Silt. I am the Satyr that did fill 
Your lap with early fruit ; and will, 

When I liap to gather more, 

Jiring you better ;ind more store. 

V'et I come not empty now : 

See, a blossom from the bouifli ; 

r 

Hut 1 >eshrow his heart lit at pulled it. 

And liis perfect sight that culled it 
l''roui the other springing blooms ! 
h'or a sweeter youth the grooms 
C'anivot show me, nor the flowns, 

Xor the many neighbouring towns. 

Low in yonder glade I found him ; 

S(»rtlv in mine arms I bound liim ; 

Hither have 1 bntiiglu him sleeping 
(n .1 trance, his ^v<>uI^tts fresh weeping. 

In retneinbrance such youth may 
Spring aiul perish in a J.ay. 

Clo. Satyr, they wrong thee that do term lliee^rude ; 
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Though ihou bc’st outwanhrough anti tawny-huod, 
'Fhy manners are as gentle and as fair 
.As his who brags himself born only heir 
To all humanity. Let me see the wound : 

This herb will stay the current, being bound 
Fast to the orifice, and this restrain 
Ulcers and swellings, and such inward pain 
As the cold air hath forced into the sore j 
This to draw out such putrefying gore 
As inward falls. 

Sat, Heaven grant it may do good ! 

Clo, Fairly wipe away the blood : 

Hold him gently, till I fling 

tVater of a virtuous spring 

On his temples ; turn him twice 

'I'o the moonbeams ; pinch him thrice ; 

That the labouring soul may draw 
From his great eclipse. 

Sat. I saw 
His eyelids moving. 

Clo. Give him breath ; 

All the danger of cold death 
Now is vanished j with this {)laster, 

.\nd this unction do I master 
All the festered ill that may 
Give him grief another day. 

Sat. See, he gathers up his sprite, 

.And begins to hunt for light j 
Now he gapes and breathes again : 

How the blood runs to the vein 
That erst was empty ! 

AUxis. O my heart J 

My dearest, dearest Cloe ! Oh, the sm.irt 
i^.uns through my side ! X feel some pointe<l thing 
Pass through iiiy bowels, sharper than the sling 
Of scorpion.- 

l^an, preserve me 1—What are you ? 
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Du not hurt me : I am true 
I’o my Cloe, though she fly. 

And leave me to this destiny : 

'I'here she stands, and will not lend 
Her smooth white hand to hclj) her friend. 

Ihu I am much mistaken, for that face 
l 5 cars more austerity and modest grace. 

More reproving and more awe, 

'I’han these eyes yet ever saw 
In my' Cloe. Oh, iny' pain 
Eagerly renews again ! 

Ciive me your help for his sake you love best. 

do. Shepherd, thou canst not possibly take rest, 

Till thou hast laid aside all heats, desires, 

Provoking thoughts that stir up lusty fires, 
t'ommerce with wanton ey'es, strong blood, and will 
'I'o execute ; these must be purged until 
'I hc vein grow whiter ; then repent, and pray' 

<lreat Pan to keep you from tlic like decay, 

And I shall undertake your cure with ease ; 

'I'ill when, this virtuous plaster will displease 
Your tender sides, (iive me your hand, and rise ! 
lleij) him a little, Satyi ; for his thighs 
Vet are feeble. 

Akxis. .Sure, I have lost much blood. 

.SVr/. “I'is no mailer; hwas not good. 

M ortal, you must leave y*our wooing : 

Though tliere l>e a joy In doing, 

\'el it brings much grief behintl it ; 

'Phev best feel it, that tio fmd it. 

•r ^ 

do. Come, bring him in ; I will attend his sore.— 
When you arc well, lake lieed you lust no more. 

[A I.n.SIS is Uii into tiu boiccr 
Sot. Sliejtheiii, see, wfiat comes of kissing ; 

J{y my heaki. 'twere belter missing, 
linghtest, if there be remaining 
.Any service, without feigning 
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I will do it ; were I set 
To catch the nimble wind, or get 
Shadows gliding on the green. 

Or to steal from the great (jueen 
Of fairies all her beauty ; 

I would do it, so much duty 
Do I owe those precious eyes. 

do. I thank thee, honest Satyr. If the cries 
Of any other, that be hurt or ill, 

Draw thee unto them, prithee, do thy will 
'I'o bring them hither. 

Sat. I will ; and when the weather 
Serves to angle in the brook, 

I will bring a silver hook, 

With a line of finest silk, 

And a rod as white as milk. 

To deceive the little fish ; 

So I take my leave, and wish 
On this bower may ever dwell 
Spring and summer ! 

C^. Friend, farewell- [A.r/V Satyr. Sccfte closes. 



SCENK HI.— J*aKt af the zui/h the //o/y ll'e/t. 

IZnUr Amokki'. 

Amo. 'I'his place is ominous ; for here I lost 
My love and almost life, and since have crost 
All these woods over ; ne'er a nook or dell. 

Where any little bird or beast doth dwell, 
but I have sought it; ne'er a bending brow 
Of any hill, or glade the wind sings througli. 

Ncr a green bank, or sluade where shephertls use 
I’o :it and riddle, sweetly pipe, or choose 
1 heir valentines, that I have missed, to find 
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Su//. I say, they are 

Now at this present parted, and so far 
'I'hat they shall never meet. 

Amar. Swain, ’tis not so; 

For do blit to yon hanging mountain go. 

And tliere believ'e your eyes. 

Su/i. Shfp, You do but hold 
Ofi'with delays and trifles.—Farewell, cold 
And frozen bashfulness, unfit for men !— 

'I’hus 1 salute thee, virgin ! \Aticmpts to s€iz€ her. 

A mar. And thus, then, 

I bid you follow : catch me if you can ! [Exit running. 
Snii. S/tep. And, if 1 stay behind, I am no man I 

[Exitf running after her. 



SCENF IV '.—A Date in the ll'oott. 


Enter Pekigot. 


Peri. Night, do not steal away ; I woo thee yet 
'1*0 hold a hard hanti o'er the rusty bit 
Tliat guides thy lazy team. Go back again, 
Uodtes, thou that ilriv'st thy frozen wain 
Round as a ring, and bring a second night, 

To hide niy sorrows from the coming light ; 

Fet not the eyes of men stare on my face, 

And read my billing ; give me some black place, 
Where never sunbeam shot his wholesome light, 
That I may sit an<l pour out my sad si)rite 
Like runnii^g water, never to be known 
.After the forced fall and sound is gone. 


Enter Amoket. 

ehfio. 'This is the bottom —Speak, if thou be here. 
My IVrigot ! 'I'hy .Amoret, thy dear, 

(’alls on thy lovtd name. * 
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Peri. What art thou dare 

Tread these forbidden paths, where death and care 
Dwell on the face of darkness ? 

Amo. ’Tis thy friend, 

Thy Amoret, come hither, to give end 
To these consumings. Kook up, gentle boy : 

I have forgot those pains and dear annoy 
I suffered for thy sake, and am content 
To be thy love again. Why hast thou rent 
Those curlM locks, where I have often hung 
Ribbons and damask-roses, and have flung 
Waters distilled, to make thee fresh and gay. 

Sweeter than nosegays on a bridal day ? 

Why dost thou cross thine arms, and hang thy face 

Down to thy bosom, letting fall apace 

From those two little heavens, upon the ground. 

Showers of more price, more orient, and more round. 
Than those that hang upon the moon’s pale brow ? 

Cease these complainings, shepherd : I am now 
The same I ever was, as kind and free, 

And can forgive before you ask of me ; 

Indeed, I can and will. 

Peri. So spoke my fair ! 

Oh, you great working yjowers of earth and air, 

Water and forming fire, why have you lent 
Your hidden virtues of so ill intent ? 

Even such a face, so fair, so bright of hue, 

Had Amoret ; such words, so smooth anfl new, 

Came flowing from her tongue ; such was her eye, 

.’\nd such the pointed sparkle that did fly 
Forth like a bleeding shaft ; all is the same, 

The robe and buskins, painted liook, anfl frame 
Of all her body. Oh me, Amoret! 

Amo. Shepherd, what means this riddle ? who hath set 
So strong a difference ’twixt myself and me. 

That I am grown another? 1.00k, and see 
I'he ring thou gav’st me, and a1)Oiit mv' wrist 
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'I'hat curious bracelet thou thyself ditist twist 
From those fair tresses. Rnow'st thou Amoret ? 

Hath not some newer love forced thee forget 
'I'hy aficicnl faith ? 

Still nearer to my lo\e ! 

'These be the very words she oft did prove 
Upon my temper; so she still would take 
Wonder into her face, and silent make 
Signs with her head and hand, as who would say, 

*' Shepherd, rcmemlier tins another day.” 

Amo. Am I not Amoret ? where was 1 lost ? 

("an there be heaven, and time, and men, and most 
Of these inconstant ? Faith, where art thou tied ? 

Are all the vows and protestations dcatl, 

The hands held up, the wishes and the heart? 

Is there not one remaining, not a part 
Of all these to be found? Why, then, 1 see 
Men never knew that virtue, constancy. 

/V/'/. Men ever were most blessed, till cross fate 
brought love and woman forth, unfortunate 
'To all that ever lasted of their smiles ; 

Whose at tions are all doable, lull of wiles ; 
lake to the subtle hare, tliai 'fore the hounds 
Makes many turnings, icaj>s uiul many rounds, 

'This way a ml that way, to deceive the scent 
Of her pursuers. 

Amo. 'Tis but to prevent 
Their speedy coming on. tliat seek her fall ; 

'J’he hantis tif cruel men, more liesiial, 

And of a nature more relusing good 

'Than beasts tliemsclve^ or iKhes of the Hood. 

pt'ri. Thou art all these, and more than nature meant 
When she crcatetl all; frowns, joys, ctmlent ; 

F.xtremc hre for an hour, anti laesently 
Coltler than sleepy poison, or the sea 
Llpon whose face sits a continual frost ; 

V'our actions ever driven itJ the most, 
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'rhen down again as low, that none can find 
'riic rise or falling of a woman’s mind. 

Avio. Can there be any age, or days, or time. 

Or tongues of men, guilty so great a crime 
As wronging simple maid ? Oh, I*erigot, 

Thou that wast yesterday without a blot ; 

Thou that wast ever>’ good and every thing 
That men called blessed y thou that wast the spring 
From whence our looser grooms drew all their best; 
Thou that wast always just and always blest 
In faith and promise; thou that hadst the name 
Of virtuous given thee, and made good the same 
Even from thy cradle ; thou that wast that all 
'That men <lelighted in \ Oh, what a fall 
Is this, to have been so, and now to be 
'I’he only best in wrong and infamy ! 

And I to live to know this ! and by me, 

'I'hat loved thee dearer than mine eyes, or that 
Which we esteemed our honour, virgin-state ! 

Dearer than swallows love the early morn, 

Or dogs of chase the sound of merry horn ; 

Dearer than thou can’st love thy new love, if thou hast 
Another, and far dearer than the last ; 

Dearer than thou can’st love thyself, though all 
'I'he self-love were within thee that did fall 
With that coy swain that now is made a flower. 

For whose dear sake Echo weeps many a shower 1 
And am I thus rewarded for my flame ? 

Loved worthily to get a wanton's name ? 

Come, thou forsaken willow, wind my head, 

And noise it to the world, my love is dead ! 

I am forsaken, I am cast away. 

And left for every lazy groom to say 
1 was unconsiani, light, and sooner lost 
'I'han the quick clouds we see, or tlie chill frost 
When the hot sun beats on it I 'Tell me yet, 

Canst thou not love again thy Ainoret ? 


38-1 


THE EAITHFUr. SHEPHERDESS. [aCI iv. 


Peri. 'I’hou art not worthy of that blessed name : 

I must not know thee ; fling thy wanton flame 
Upon some lighter blood that may be hot 
With words and feigned passions ; Perigot 
Was ever yet unstained, and shall not now 
Stoop to the meltings of a borrowed brow. 

Amo. Then hear me, Heaven, to whom I call for 

rigiib ^ , 

And you, fair twinkling stars, that crown the night : 

And hear me, woods, and silence of this place, 

An<i ye, sad hours, that move a sullen pace ; 

Hear me, ye shadows, that delight to dwell 
In horrid darkness, and ye powers of hell, 

Whilst I breathe out my last ! I am that maid, 

'I'hat yet'Unlaintcd Amoret, that played 
The careless jirodigal, and gave away 
Mv soul to this young man that now dares say 
I am a stranger, not the same, more wild ; 

And thus with much belief I was beguiled : 

I am that maid, that have delayctl, denied. 

And almost scorned the loves of all that tried 

To will me, but this swain ; and yet confess 

I have been wooed by many with no less 

Soul of alTcrtion ; and have often had 

King^, belts, and cracknels, sent me from the lad 

'That feeds his flocks down westward : lambs and doves 

Hv voung Alexis ; Daphnis sent me gloves; 

All wkiich I gave to thee ; nor these nor they 
'Tliat sent them did I smile on, or o’er lay 
Up to my after-memory. Put why 
Do I resolve to grieve, and not to die? 

Haiipy liad been the stroke thou gav'st, if home ; 
liy this time bad I fountl a quiet room, 

Where every slave is free, and every breast, 

That living bic<l new care, now lies at rest ; 

An«l thither will poor .Amoret. 

]\ ri. I'lioii must. 
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Was ever any man so loath to trust 
His eyes as I ? or was there ever yet 
Any so like ns this to Amorct ? 

For whose dear sake I promise, if there be 
A living soul within thee, thus to free 

Thy body from it ! [ f Founds her xvith his spear, 

Amo. S^Falling.^ So, this work hath end. 

Farewell, and live ; be constant to thy friend 
That loves thee next 


Enter Satyr ; Peri GOT runs off. 

Sat. See, the day begins to break, 

.■\nd the light shoots like a streak 
Of subtle fire ; the wind blows cold. 

Whilst the morning doth unfold ; 

Now the birds begin to rouse, 

.\nd the squirrel from the boughs 
l^aps, to get him nuts and fruit : 

The early lark, that erst was mute, 

Carols to the rising day 
Many a note and many a lay : 

Therefore Mere I end my watch, 

Kest the wandering swain should catch 
Harm, or lose himself. 

Amo. Ah me I 

Sat, Speak again, whate’er thou bO i 
1 am ready ; speak, I say ; 

By the dawning of the day, 

By the power of night and Pan, 

I enforce thee speak again ! 

Amo. Oh, I am most unhappy 

Sat. Yet more blood ! 

Sure, these wanton swains are wood,' 

('an there be a liand or heart 
Dare commit so vile a part 
As this murder ? By the moon, 
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TliAt hid herself when this was done 
Never was a sweeter face : 

I will bear her to the place 

Where rny goddess keeps,' and crave 

Her to give her life or grave. [Zi'ar//’, carrying Amoret 
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Eti(er Cl-ORIN. 

Cio. Mere whilst one patient takes his rest secure, 

I steal abroatl to <.to another cure.— 

Pardon, thc>u buriecl V>odv of mv love. 

'I’hal from th}' sUle I dare so soon reinov'C ; 

I will not prove uii con slant, nor will leave 
'Thee for an hour alone : when I tleceive 
My first-made vow, tlie wildest of the wootl 
Tear me, ami o’er tl.y grave let out luy blood ! 

I go by wit l<} cure a lover’s pain, 

Whiclt no herb can ; being done, I'll come again. [AavV. 

Fnttr 'I'Ht.Ntrr. 

The. Poor shepherd, in tliis sliade for ever lie. 

And seeing iliy fair Clorin’s cabin, die ! \^Lying dQ7vr.. 
( >h, liapless love, which being answered, ends ! 

A ltd, a.s .a little infant cries and bends 
Ills tender brows, wlien, rolling of his eye, 

He hath espied something that glisters nigh, 

Wliich he would have, yet, give it him, away 
He ttirows it straight, and cries afresli to play 
With something else ; such my alTection, set 
On that which I slioiild loathe. If I could gel. 

/iV-fv; t^r Cl.<>KIN. 

do. ,Sce, where he lies I Diil ever man but he 
Love any woman for her constancy 

• Dwells. 
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To her dead lover, winch she needs must end 
Before she can allow him for her friend. 

And he himself must needs the cause destroy 
For which he loves, before he can enjoy ? 

Poor shepherd. Heaven grant I at once may free 
'I'hee from thy pain, and keejj my loyalty !— ^^Asitic. 

Shepherd, look up. 

The. 'I'hy brightness doth ama^e ; 

So Pluebus may at noon bid mortals gaze ; 
riiy glorious constancy appears so bright, 

1 dare not meet the beams with my weak sight. 

Cio. Why dost thou pine away thyself for me ? 

The. Why dost thou keep such spotless constancy ? 
Cio. Thou holy shepherd, see what for thy sake 
Clorin, thy Clorin, now dare undertake. 

The. \^Siartin^ ///».] Slay there, thou constant Clorin ! 
if there be 

V et any part of woman left in thee. 

To make thee light, think yet before thou speak. 

Cio. See, what a holy vow for thee 1 break ; 

1 , that already have my fame far spread 
For being constant to my lover dead. 

The. rtiink yet, dear Clorin, of your love ; how true. 
If you had died, he would have been to you. 

Cio. Yet, all I’ll lose for thee- 

The. Think but how blest 
A constant woman is above the rest! 

Cio. And offer up myself, here on this ground. 

To be disposed by thee. 

Ihe. Why dost thou wound 
His heart with malice against women more, 

That hated all the sex but thee before ? 

How much more pleasant had it been to me 
To die than to behold this change in thee ! 

Vet, yet return ; let not the woman sway ! 

Cio. Insult not on her now, nor use delay. 

Who for thy sake hath ventured all her fame. 


c c 2 
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Th<\ 'I'iioii hasl not vculnred, but bought certain 
shame : 

Your sex’s curse, foul falsehood, must and shall, 

I see, once in your lives, light on you all. 

I hale thee now. Yet turn ! 
do. Be just to me : 

Shall I at once lose belli niy fame and thee ? 

Th<. Thou hadst no fame ; that which thou didst like 
good 

Was but thy appetite that swayed thy blood 
For that lime to the best : for as a blast 
That through a house comes, usually doth cast 
'Things out of order, yet by chance may come, 

And blow some one thing to his proper room. 

So did thy appetite, and not thy zeal, 

Sway thee by chance to do some one thing well. 

Yet turn ' 

do. Thou dost but try me, if I would 
Forsake thy clear embraces for my old 
Love’s, tliough hu were alive : but do not fear. 

TE \ I d o contemn thee now, and dare come near, 

And gaze upon thee ; for methinks that grace. 

Austerity, which sate upon that face, 

Is gone, and thou like others. False maid, sec, 

'I'his is the gain of foul inconstancy ! 

do. ’'Tis done :—great l*an, 1 give thee thanks for it*— 
What art c ould not have healed is cured by wit. 

/\(!-efiUr 'T n E N o'l*. 

'/'/it'. \Vill you be constant yet ? will you remove 
Int<j the caliiii to your buried love? 

C/o. No, let me die, but by I by side remain. 

//h\ 'There’s none shall know that thou ditisl ever 
staiji 

'T)»y worthy sliictnes.s, but shah honoured be, 

.‘\nd I will He again under this tree, 
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And pine and die for thee with more delight 
Than I have sorrow now to know thee light. 

C/o. Let me have thee, and I’ll be where thou wilt. 
The, Thou art of women’s race, and full of guilt. 
Farewell all hope of that sex 1 Whilst I thought 
There was one good, I feared to find one naught: 

But since their minds I all alike espy, 

Henceforth I’ll choose, as others, by mine eye. \^Exit. 

Clo, Blest be ye powers that gave such (juick redress. 
And for my labours sent so good success ! 

I rather choose, though I a woman be. 

He should speak ill of all than die for me. 

\Exit into the btru^er. 








ACT THE FIFTH. 


SCENE l.—A F/V/rtf^v. 

RuUr I’riest of Pan and Old Shcplicrd. 

RIFST. Shepherds, rise, and shake 
off slecj) ! 

See, the blushing morn doth ]icc]> 
'I'hrough tlie wintlows, wliilst the sun 
To the mountain-tops is rui;, 

Gilding all the vales belov.* 

With his rising flatncs, which gr<nv 
(heater by his climbing still. 

Uj), ye lazy grooms, and till 
I big and bottle for the field ! 

(JKisp your clo-iks fast, lest they yield 
To the bitter north-east wind. 

<'ah tlie maidens uj>, and find 
Who lay longest, that she may 
(*o without a friend all dav ; 

'Then rcw.ird >'out ilogs, and pray 
Pan to keep you from decay : 

So unfold, aiitl then ;iwav ! 

What, not a shepherd stirring ? Sure, the grooms 
I lave found their beds too easy, or the r<joms 
I' illeil sue ii new tlelight ami heat, that they 

I I .ivc both lorgot their hungry sheep ami day. 

Knock, that they may remember what a shame 
Sloili and neglect lays on a shepherd’s name. 
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Oid Sh^p. \_AJltcr knockutg at sa.'eral door$.~\ It is to 
little purpose ; tiot a swain 
This night hath known his lodging here, or lain 
Within these cotes : the woods, or some near town 
That is a neighbour to the bordering down. 

Hath drawn them thither, ’bout some lusty sport, 

Or spiced wassail-bowl, to which resort 

All the young men and maids of many a cote. 

Whilst the trim minstrel strikes his merry note. 

Trust. God pardon sin !—Show me the way that leads 
To any of their haunts. 

O/d Sfup. This to the meads. 

And that down to the woods. 

Trust, 'Fhen, this for me. ' 

Come, shepherd, let me crave your company. \Exeuttt. 



SCKXE II. — The IVood be/ore Poiver : Clokin 

<xnti Alexis discavereti in the bazeery at the si tie of the 
stage^ a hoiltyuj tree, in 'zahieh tire Cl.oic and L>ai*hnis. 

Clo. Now your thoughts are almost pure, 

-'\nd your wound begins to cure ; 

Strive to banish all that’s vain, 

Lest it should break out again. 

Alexis. Eternal thanks to thee, thou holy maid ! 

I find my former wandering thoughts well staid 
Through thy wise precepts ; and my outwar<l pain 
By thj’ choice herbs is almost gone again : 

Thy sex's vice and virtue are revealed 
At once ; for what one hurt another healetl. 

Clo. !May thy grief more apjic.asc ! 

Relapses are the worst disease. 

Take heed how you in thought offend 5 
So mind and body both will mend. 
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Fntfr Satyr, carrying AMORtr, 

Amo. Be'st thou the wildest creature of the wood, 
'I'hat bear's! me thus away, drowned in my blood 
And dying, know I cannot injured be ; 

I am a maid ; let that naine hght for me. 

Saf. Fairest virgin, do not lear 
Me, that doth thy body bear, 

Not to hurt, but healed to be ; 

Men are ruder far than we,— 

See, fair goddess, in the wood 
They have let out yet more blood : 

Some savage man hath struck her breast. 

So soft and white, that no wild beast 
Durst liave touched, asleep or 'wake ; 

So sweet, that adder, newt, or snake. 

Would ha^'c lain, from arm to arm, 

On her bosom to be warm 
All a night, and, being hot. 

Gone away, and slung her not* 

(^nickly clai> herbs to her breast. 

A man, sure, is a kind of beast. 

C/o. Witli spotless hand on sjjotlcss breast 
I put these herbs, to give thee rest ; 

Which till it heal thee, there will bide. 

If both l>e pure ; if not, off slide.— 

Sec, it falls off from the wound ! 

Shepherdess, thou art not sound. 

Full of lust. 

.Saf. AVlio would have thought it ? 

So fair a facre ! 

do. 3 Vhy, that hath brought it. 

Amo. For might I know or think, these words mv lu'^t 
Vet, Fan so hcl|» me as my thoughts are chaste * 

C/o. Ami so may Fan bless this my cure, 

As all iny thoughts are just ami pure I 
Some unclcanncss nigh doth lurk. 
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That will not let my medicines work.— 

Satyr, search if thou canst find it. 

Sat. Here away methinks I wind it t 
Stronger yet.—Oh, here they be ; 

Here, here, in a hollow tree. 

Two fond ^ mortals have I found. 

Clo. Bring them out; they are unsound. 

Sat, out Ci-OE ami Da PUN IS.] By the finders 

thus I wring ye. 

To my goddess thus I bring ye ; 

Strife is vain, come gently in.—> 

I scented them ; they’re full of sin. 

do. Hold, Satyr ; take this glass. 

Sprinkle ov'er all the place. 

Purge the air from lustful breath, 

To save this shepherdess from death; 

-And stand you still whilst I <io dress 
Her wound, for fear the pain increase. 

Sat. From this glass I throw a drop 
Of crystal water on the top 
Of every grass, on flowers a pair : 

Send a fume, and keep the air 
Pure and wholesome, sweet and blest. 

Till this virgin’s wound be drest, 

Cio. Satyr, help to bring her in. 

Sat. By Pan, 1 think she hath no sin, 

\Carryitig Amoret iuto the bo 7 oer. 

She is so light,—l.ie on these leaves. 

Sleep, that mortal sense deceives. 

Crown thine eyes and ease thy pain ; 

May’st thou soon be well again ! 

Cio. Satyr, bring the shepherd near ; 

Try him, if his mind be clear. 

Sat. Shepherd, come. 

Daph, My thoughts are pure. 

Sat, I'he better trial to endure. 


* FooliPib* 
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C/o. In this flame his finger ihriisf. 

Which will burn him if he lust ; 

Ibit if not, away will turn, 

As loath unspotted fiesh to burn.— 

[Satyr Jin^cr to ilie taper. 

See, it gives back ; let him "o. 

O 

Sat, Farewell, mortal; keep thee so. {Exit Daphnis. 
Stay,- fair nymph ; fly not so fast ; 

We must try if you be chaste.— 

Here's a hand that tjuakes for fear ; 

Sure, she will not prove so clear. 

Cto. Mold her finger to the flame ; 

That will yield her praise or shame. 

Sat. To lier doom she dares not stand, 

[Ap/>/tfS Ci.Ot’s Jiagfr to the taper. 
But plucks away her tender hand ; 

And the taper darting sends 

His hot beams at her fingers' ends.— 

Oh, thou art foul within, and hast 
A mind, if nothing else, uncliaste ! 

Alex, Is not that doe ? ’T'is iny love, 'tis she ! 

Cloe, fair Cloe I 
Cloe. .Mv Alexis ! 

A lex. He. 

i.et nie embrace ihco. 

C'/o. Take her hetu'c, 

I.est her sight disturb his sense, * 

A/e.v. Take not her; take my life first ! 

C'/o. See, his wound .igain is burst ; 

Kee[> her near, here in the wood. 

T ill I have stopt these streams of blood. 

[.'s.ityr leads e^Ci.oi.. 

Soon again he case sh.ill find, 

If I <'.in but still Ins mind. 

T'lii.s rurt.-iin tiuis I do display, 

T’o keep the pier<'iiig air aw.ay. 

[ Draws a Uu/ ‘ain liejorc the Fower. 


Seeue eloses- 
\ 
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SC KN K 111.^— A I^asturc. 

Etit€r Old Shepherd and Priest of Pan. 

Eritrsf, Sure, they are lost for ever ; ^tis in vain 
To find them out with trouble and much pain. 

That have a ripe desire and forward will 
To fly the company of all but ill. 

What shall be counselled now ? shall we retire. 

Or constant follow still that first desire 
We had to find them ? 

O/d Sh^p. Stay a little while ; 

For, if the morning’s mist do not beguile 
My sight with shadows, sure I sec a swain ; 

One of this jolly troop’s come back again. 

JLnter 'Phenot. 

Priest. Dost thou not blush, young shepherd, to be 
known 

Thus without care leaving thy flocks alone, 

And following what desire and present blood 
Shapes out before thy burning sense for good ; 

I laving forgot what tongue hereafter ma>' 

'Pell to the world thy falling off, and say 
'Phou art regardless both of good anti shame- 
Spurning at virtue and a virtuous name ? 

And like a glorious ^ tlesperale man, that buys 
A poison of much price, by wliich he dies, 

Uost thou lay out for lust, whose only gain 
Is foul disease, with present age and ]>ain, 

And then a grave? 'Phese be the fruits that grow 
In such hot veins, that only beat to know 
W'here they may take most ease, and grow ambitious 
'Phrough their own wanton fire and pride tlelicious- 
'/'hf. Right holy sir, 1 have not known this night 
What the srnoolli face of mirth was, or the sight 
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Of any looseness ; music, joy, and ease. 

Have been to me as bitter drugs to please 
A stomach lost with weakness, not a game 
'That I am skilled at thoroughly : nor a dame. 

Went her tongue smoother than the feet of time, 

Her beauty ever-living like the rhyme 
Our blessed Tityrus did sing of yore ; 

No, were she more enticing than the store 
Of fruitful summer, when the loaden tree 
Bids the faint traveller be bold and free ; 

’'Fwerc but to me like thunder ’gainst the bay. 

Whose lightning may enclose, but never stay 
Ujion his charmed branches ; such am I 
Against the catching flames of woman’s eye- 
/V/V.rA d'hen, wherefore hast thou wandered ? 

Tht'. ''I’was a vow 

'That drew me out last night, which I have now 
Strictly performed, and homewards go to give 
Fresh pasture to my sheej), that they may live. 

Pricst. ’Tis good to hear you, shephertl, if the heart 
In this well-sounding music bear his part. 

Where have you left the rest ? 

'Pht\ I have not seen, 

Since yesternight we met upon this green 
I'o fold our flo< ks up, any of that train ; 

Vet have I walked those woods round, and have Iain 
All this long night under an aged tree ; 

\’el neither wandering shepherd tii<I I sec, 

Or shepherdess ; or dretv into mine car 
'Fhc sound of living thing, unless it were 
'File niglitingalc, among the thick-leaved spring 
I'hat sits ahme in sorrow, and doth sing 
Whole nights away in mourning ; or the cnvl, 

()r our trreat cnemv,' that still doth howl 
Against the moon’s coUl beams. 




’ The wolf. 
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Priest. Go, and beware 

Of after-falling. . 

The. Father, ’lis iny care. \lLXtt. 

pnier D.vphnis. 

Old Shep. Here comes another straggler ; sure I see 
A shame in this young shepherd.—Daphnis ? 

£>aph. He. 

Priest. Where hast thou left the rest, that should have 
been 

Long before this grazing upon the green 
Their yet-imprisoned Hocks ? 

I?aph. Thou holy man. 

Give me a little breathing, till I can 
Be able to unfold what 1 have seen ; 

Such horror, that the like hath never been 
Known to the ear of shepherd. Oh, my heart 
Labours a double motion to impart 
So heavy tidings 1 You all know the bower 
Where the chaste Clorin lives, by whose great power 
Sick men and cattle have been often cured ; 

'Fhere lovely .\moret, that was assured 
To lusty Perigot, bleeds out her life. 

Forced by some iron hand and fatal knife ; 

And, by her, young Alexis. 

Kftter .X.viARllXis, running. 

A mar. If there be 

Fver a neighbour-brook or hollow tree, 

Keceive my body, close me up from lust 
1 hat follows at my heels ! Be ever just, 

'I hou god of shepherds. Pan, for her dear sake 
That loves the rivers’ brinks, and still doth shake 
In cold remembrance of thy cjuick pursuit ; 

Let me be made a reed, and, ever mute, 

Nod to the waters’ fall, whilst every blast 

Sings through iny slender leaves that I was chaste ! 
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PrUst, I'll is is a night of wonder.—Ainarill, 
lie comforted : the holy gods arc still 
Rev'engers of these wrongs. 

A?nar. d'hoii blessed man, 

Honoured uix>ii these plains, and loved of Pan, 

llear me, and save from endless infamy 

My yet-unblasted dower, virginity ! 

liy all the garlands that have crowned that head, 

By thy cliastc ofticc, an<i the marriage-bed 

That still is blessed by thee ; by all the rites 

Due to our god, and by those virgin-lights 

That Imrn before liis altar; let me not 

b'all from my former state, to gain the bh)t 

d'hat never shall he [lurgetl ! I am not now 

That wanton Amaritli.s : here I vow 

'I'o Heaven, and thee, grave father, if I may 

Scaj^e this unhappy night, to know the day 

A virgin, never after to endure 

'I’he tongues or company of men impure ! 

I hear him come ; save me ! 

Priest. Retire a while 

liehiiid tills hush, till we have known that vile 
Ahusei of young maidens. 7’//ci 

Enter Sullen Shepherd. 

Snii. Siu'p. Slay thy pace. 

Most loved Aniariltis : let the chase 
tinjw calm and milder ; tly me not S(> fast : 

1 fear t!ie puinted brambles baie unlad ed 
rb\' golden buskins, d’lirn again, and see 
■fliy sliepherd follow, that is strong and free, 

Able to give thee all content and case : 

1 am not bashful, virgin ; 1 can {)Iease 
At fuNt onrounter, hug thee in mine .arm, 

And give thee many kisses, soft am I warm 
,\s tliosc the sun prints on the smiling t;heck 
(d plums or mellow peaches ; I am sleek 
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■ retire. 


I 
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And smooth as Neptune wljcn stern ^*-olus 

Locks up his surly winds, and nimbly thus 

Can show' my active youth. Why dost thou Hy ? 

Remember, Amarillis, it was I 

That killed Alexis for thy sake, and set 

An everlasting hate ’twixt Amoret 

And her beloved Perigot ; 'twas I 

'I'hat drowned her in the well, w'here she must lit 

'I'ill time shall leave * to be. 'I'hen, turn again, 

Turn w'ith thy open arms, and clip* the sw’ain 

That hath performed all this ; turn, turn, 1 say j 

I must not be deluded. 

Friest. \^Comin^ Jorwardi\ Monster, stay! 
Thou that art like a canker to the state 
Thou liv*st and brealh’st in, eating with debate^ 
Through every honest bosom, forcing still 
The veins of any that may serve thy will ; 

Thou that hast offered with a sinful hand 
To seize upon this virgin, that doth stand 
Yet trembling here ! 

Suit. Sitep. Good holiness, declare 
What had the danger been, if being bare 
I had embraced her ; tell me, by your art. 

What coming wonders w'ould that sight impart 

Priest. Lust and a branded soul. 

Stiii. Sitep. Vet, tell me more ; 

Hath not our mother Nature, for her store 
And great encrease, said it is good and just. 

And willed that every liv'ing creature must 
Beget his like ? 

J^riest. You're better read than I, 

I must confess, in blood and lechery.— 

Now to the bower, and bring this beast along, 
Where he may suffer penance for his wrong. 


[E xeufit 


* Cease. 


Hai brace. 


^ DiscotU. 
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SCENi: \\\~Parf of the Wood. 

Enter PERli^o r, 'oith hii hand hloody. 

Peri. Here will I wash it in the morning’s flew, 

Which she on even' little grass doth strew 
In silver drops against the sun’s appear: 

'Tis holy water, and will make me clear. 

My hand will not be cleansed. — My wrong&d love, 

If thy chaste spirit in the air yet move, 

Look mildlv down on him that vet doth stand 
All full of guilt, thy blond upon his hand ; 

And thoniih I struck thee undeservedlv, 

Let iny revenge on her that injured thee 
Make less a fault which I intended not, 

And let these dew-drojis wash away my spot!—• 

It will not cleanse. Oh, to what sacretl flood 
Shall I resort, to wash away this blood 7 
Amidst these trees the holy Clorin dwells. 

In a low cabin of cut boughs, anti heals 
AH wounds : to her I will myself addres.s, 

Anti my rash faults repentantly confess ; 

IVrhai>s she'll find a means, by art or prayer, 

I'o make my hand, with chaste blood stained fair. 

That tlone, not far hence, underneath some tree 

I'll liavc a little cabin built, since she 

Whom 1 adoretl is dead ; there will I give 

Mvseif to strictness, and, like Clorin, live. [iT.r/V. 



sc:h'. N b V- — 7'iie /1 'ood he/tyre Cl.Ok t N’s Po'vcr : Cl OR < N 
Ji^ioven d sitting in the Po7rer\ AmouI-.T sitting on one 
.v/z/c o/' her, Al.rxi.s and Cl or on the other: the Satyr 
standing hy. 

do. Sheplierfi, once more your bloofi is staid : 

Take c.Miinple b)' this maitl, 
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Who is healed ere you be pure ; 

So hard it is lewd lust to cure. 

Take heed, then, how you turn your eye 
On this other lustfully.— 

And, shepherdess, take heed lest you 
^^ove his willing eye thereto : 

Ket no wring, nor pinch, nor smile 
Of yours, his weaker sense beguile.— 

Is your love yet true and chaste. 

And for ever so to last ? 

AUxis. I have forgot all vain desires. 

All looser thoughts, ill-tempered fires : 

True love I find a pleasant fume. 

Whose moderate heat can ne*er consume. 

Cloc. And I a new fire feel in me. 

Whose chaste flame is not quenched to be. 

do. Join your hands with modest touch. 

And for ever keep you such. 

EnEr Perigot. 

Peri, Yon is her cabin : thus far off I’ll stand. 

And call her forth ; for my unhallowed hand 
I dare not bring so near yon sacred place.—- \A^ide, 

Clorin, come forth, and do a timely grace 
To a poor swain. 

do. W'hat art thou that dost call ? 

Clorin is ready to do good to all : 

Come near. 

Peri, I dare not. 
do. Satyr, see 
Who it is that calls on me. 

Sot. \C 0 fni 71 g froftt the b(Kveri\ There, at hand, some 
swain doth stand. 

Stretching out a bloody hand- 

Peri. Come, Clorin, bring thy holy waters clear, 

To wash rnv hand. 

do. \^Comi7tg out.^ Wlial wonders have been here 
^ I* 
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To-night ! Stretch forth thy hand, young swain; 

W ash and rub it, whilst I rain 
Holy water. 

Feri, Still you pour. 

But my hand will never scour. 

do. Satyr, bring him to the bower: 

A\'e will try the sovereign power 
Of other waters. 

Sat. Mortal, sure, 

*Tis the blood of maiden pure 
'J'hat stains thee so. 

T/i€ Satyr lanis him to the bmeer^ tvhere^ Amoret, 

he kneeis dotvn before her. 

Peri, Whate’er thou be, 

Be'st thou her sprite, or some disunity, 

That in her shape thinks good to walk this grove. 

Pardon poor Perigot 1 
Amo. I am thy love, 

Thy Amoret, for evermore thy love : 

Strike once more on my naked breast. I’ll prove 
As constant still. Oh, couldst thou love me yet. 

How soon could I my former griefs forget ! 

Peri. So over-great with joy tliat you live, now 
I am, that no tlcsirc of knowing liow 
Doth seize me. Hast thou still jjower to forgive? 

AoiO. Whilst thou hast power to love, or I to live : 
Tdore welcome now than hadst thou never gone 
Astray from me ! 

/(*/■/. And wlion ihoii lov’st alone, 

And not I thee, tleath, or some lingering pain 
That’s worse, light oi\ me ! 

do. Now your stain 
Perhaps will < leanse thee ; once again. 

See, the blood that cist did stay. 

With the water drops away. 

All the powers again are pleased. 
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And with this new knot are appeased. 

Join your hands, and rise together: 

Pan be blessed that brought you hither ! 

Entir Priest of Pan ami Old Shepherd. 

(io back again, whatc’cr thou art ; unless 
Smooth maiden-thoughts possess thee, do not press 
'I’his hallowed ground. — Go, Satyr, take his hand, 

And give him present trial. 

Sat. Mortal, stand, 

Till by fire I have made known 
\\Tielher thou be such a one 
That mayst freely tread this place. 

Hold thy hand up.—Never w’as 

S^Applyitig t/i€ Priest^s hand to the taper. 
More untainted flesh than this. 

Fairest, he is full of bliss. 

Cio. Then boldly si>eak, why dost thou seek this place? 
Priest. P'irst, honoured virgin, to behold thy face, 
Where all good dwells that is; next, for to try 
The truth of late report was giv’en to me,— 

Those shepherds that have met with foul mischance 
Through much neglect an<l more ill governance. 

Whether the wounds they have may yet endure 
The open air, or stay a longer cure ; 

And lastly, what the doom may be shall light 
Upon those guilty wretches, through whose spite 
All this confusion fell ; for to this place, 

Thou holy maiden, have I brought the race 
Of these offenders, \vho have freely told 
Both why and by what means they gave this liold 
.\ttempt upon their lives. 

Cio. Fume all the ground, 

And sprinkle holy water, for unsound 
And foul infection ’gins to fill the air ; 

It gathers yet more strongly ; take a pair 

^ f The Satyr fumes the ground, 

i» i> a 


* 
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orcensers filled with frankincense and myrrh, 

Together with cold camphire : quickly stir 
Thee, gentle Satyr, for the place begins 
'Po sweat and labour with th’ abhorred sins 
Of those offenders : let them not come nigh. 

For full of itching flame and leprosy 

'Plieir very souls arc, that the ground goes back. 

And shrinks to feel the sullen weight of black 
And so unheard-of venom.—Hie thee fast, 

Thou holy man, and banish from the chaste 
'Phese manlike monsters ; let them never more 
Be known upon these downs, but, long before 
The next sun’s rising, put them from the sight 
And memor)' of every honest xnght : 

Be quick in expedition, lest the sores 
Of these weak patients break into new gores. 

[TT.v/V Priest of Pan. 

E^ri. My dear, dear Amoret, how liappy are 
'Phose blessed pairs, in whom a little jar 
Hath bred an everlasting love, too strong 
For time, or steel, or envy to do wrong 
How do you feel your hurts? Alas, poor heart, 

How much I was abused ! Give me tlie smart, 

For it is justly mine. 

Amo. I do believe : 

It is enough, dear friend ; leave off to grieve, 

And let us once more, in despite of ill. 

Give hands and hearts again. 

/Vr/. With better will 
■ph.in e’er I wctit to fiiul in hottest dav 
Cool cr\'stal of the fountain, to allay 
My eager thirst. May this hand ne\'Cr break ! 

Hear us, oh. Heaven ! 

Amo. Be constant. 

Erri. Klse Pan wre.ak 
With double vengeance iny disloyalty'. 
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Let me not dare to know the company 
Of men, or any more behold those eyes ! 

Amo, Thus, shepherd, with a kiss all envy * dies. 

Ri-enUr Priest of Pan. 

PrUst. Bright maid, I have performed your will. 'I'he 
swain 

In whom such heat and black rebellions reign 
Hath undergone your sentence and disgrace ; 

Only the maid I have reserved, whose face 
Shows much amendment; many a tear doth fall 
In sorrow of her fault: great fair, recall 
Your heavy doom, in hope of better days, 

Which I dare promise ; once again upraise 
Her heavy spirit, that near drowned lies 
In self-consuming care that never dies: 

do. 1 am content to pardon ; call her in.— 

[Priest of I'an brifi^s itt Amahillis. 

The air grows cool again, and doth begin 
'I'o purge itself: how bright the day doth show 
After this stormy cloud !—Go, Satyr, go, 

And with this taper bohlly try her hand : 

If she be pure and good, and firmly stand 
To be so still, we have performed a work 
Worthy the gods themselves. 

S( 2 t. Come forward, maiden j do not lurk, 

Nor hide your face with grief and shame ; 

Now or never get a name 
That may raise thee, and re-cure 
All thy life that was impure. 

Hold your hand unto the flame ; 

If thou bc'st a perfect dame. 

Or hast truly vowed to mend, 

This pale fire will be thy friend.— 

\^Applifs her hand io the taper. 


' Ilatrud. 
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Sec, the Uiper hurts her not! 

CjO thy ways ; let never spot 
Henceforth seize upon thy blood : 

'Thank the gods, and still be good- 

CVc?. Voung shepherdess, now you are brought again 
'To virgin-state, be so, and so remain 
To thy last day, unless the faithful love 
Of some good shepherd force thee to rcinove ; 

'J'hen labour to be true to him, and live 
As such a one that ever strives to give 
A blessed memory to after-time ; 

He famous for your good, not for your crime.—- 

Now, holy man, I offer up again 

'Tliese patients, full of health and free from pain : 

Keep them from after-ills ; be ever near 
Unto their actions ; teach them how to clear 
The tedious way they pass through from suspect; 
Keep them from wronging others, or neglect 
(^f duty in tliemselves ; correct the blood 
With thrifty bits and labour; let the flood. 

Or the next neighbouring spring, give remedy 
To greedy thirst and travail, not the tree 
That hangs with wanton clusters ; let not wine, 

Unless in sacrifice or rites divine, 

He ever known of shephertis ; have a care. 

Thou man of holy life ! Now do not spare 
Their faults through much remissness, nor forget 
'To cherish him whose many pains and sweat 
Hath given increase anti added to the tlowns ; 

Sort all your shepherds from the la/.y clowns 
'That feed tlieir licifcrs in the budded brooms ; 

Tc.ach the young maidens strictness, that Uic 
grooms 

May ever fear to tempt their blowing youth ; 

Hanish all compliment, but single truth, 

Troin every longue and every shepherd’s lieart ; 

Let them still use persuading, but no art 
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Thus, holy priest, 1 wish to thee and these 
All the best goods and comforts that may please. 

Ali. And all those blessings Heaven did ever give, 

We pray upon this bower may ever live. 

Priest. Kneel, every shepherd, while with ijowerful 
hand 

I bless your after-labours, and the land 

You feed your flocks upon. Great Fan defend you 

From misfortune, and amend you ; 

Keep you from those dangers still 
That are follow'ed by your w'ill; 

Give ye means to know at length. 

All your riches, all your strength. 

Cannot keep your foot from falling 
To lew’d lust, that still is calling 
At your cottage, till his power 
Bring again that golden hour 
Of peace and rest to every soul ; 

May his care of you controul 
All diseases, sores, or pain. 

That in after-time may reign 
Either in your flocks or you ; 

Give ye all affections new. 

New desires, and tempers new, 

That ye may be ever true ! 

Now rise, and go ; and, as ye pass away, 

Sing to the God of Sheep that happy lay 
That honest I!)orus taught ye,—-Donis, he 
That was the soul and god of melody. 

\P/tey sing and streiu the ground 7 idth /Icnvet s. 

All ye woods, and trees, and bowers, 

All ye virtues and ye po%vers 
That inhabit in the lakes, 

In the pleasant springs or brakes, 

Move your feet 
'ro our sound, 
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Whilst we greet 
All this ground 

With his honour and his name 
That defends our flocks from blame. 

Ife is great, and he is just, 

He is ever good, and must 
Thus be honoured. Daffadillics, 

Roses, pinks, and loved lilies, 
l.et us fling, 

W’^hilst we sing. 

Ever holy. 

Ever holy, 

Ever honoured, ever young ! 

Thus great Pan is ever sung ! 

\jExeunt all fxc&pt Clorin and Satyr. 

Sat, Thou divinest, fairest, brightest, 

Thou most jjowerful maid and whitest. 

Thou most virtuous and most blessed, 

Eyes of stars, and goldcn-tressed 
Like Apollo ; tell me, sweetest. 

What new serv'icc now is meetest 
For the Satyr ? Shall I stray 
In the middle air, and stay 
'The sailing rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the moon, and gently make 
Suit to the pale queen of night 
For a beam to give thee light ? 

Shall I ilive into the sea. 

And bring thee coral, making way 
'rhrough the rising waves that fall 
In ^nowy fleeces? Dearest, shall 
I catch thee wanton fawns, or flies 
Whose woven wings the summer dyes 
Ot many colours ? get thee fruit. 

Or steal from Heaven and Orjflicus' lute? 
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All these 1*11 venture for, and more, 

To do her service all these woods adore. 

CIo. No other service. Satyr, but thy watch 
About these thicks,' lest harmless people catch 
Mischief or sad mischance. 

Sat. Holy virgin, I will dance 
Round about these woods as quick 
As the breaking light, and prick * 

Down the lawns and down the vales 
Faster than the windmill-sails. 

So 1 take my leave, and pray 
All the comforts of the day, 

Such as Pheebus’ heat doth send 
On the earth, may still befriend 
Thee and this arbour ! 

Cio. And to thee 
All thy master’s love be free 1 


\Ex^UHt. 


* Tliickets. 


* Speed. 
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ACT TllK FIRST. 


SCENK 1.— Court of the Palocc. 

EnUr Bali3US, Proculus, Chilax, aud Eicinius 

AL. I never saw the like; she^s no more 
stirred. 

No more another woman, no more 
altered 

With any hopes or promises laid to her, 
Eet ^em be ne’er so weighty, ne’er so 
winning. 





Than I am with tlie motion of my own legs. 

Proc. Chilax, 

You are a stranger yet in these designs. 

At least in Rome. Tell me, and tell me truth, 
Did you c*cr know, in all your course of practice. 
In all the ways of woman you have run through 


- 

(for I presume you have been brought uj>, CJiilax, 

As we, to fetch and carr)')- 

Chi. True ; I have so. 

J^roc, Did you, I say again, in all this progress, 
Ever discover such a piece of beauty, 

Ever so rare a creature, (and, no doubt. 
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One that must know her worth too, and affect it, 

Ay, and be flattered, else *tis none,) and honest ? 

Honest against the tide of all temptations? 

Honest to one man, to her husband only. 

And yet not eighteen, not of age to know 
Why she is honest ? 

Chi. I confess it freely, 

I never saw her fellow, nor e'er shall: 

For all our Grecian dames, all I have tried, 

(And, sure, I have tried a hundred, if I say two, 

I speak witliin my compass,) all these beauties, 

And all the constancy of all these faces, 

Maids, widows, wives, of what degree or calling, 

(So they be Greeks and fat, for there’s my cunning,) 

I would undertake, and not sweat for it, Proculus, 

Were they to try again, say twice as many, 

Under a thousand pound, to lay ’em bed*rid : 

But this wench staggers me. 

Eicin. Do you see these jewels ? 

You would think these pretty baits; now, I’ll assure 
you 

Here’s half the wealth of Asia. 

Bal. These are nothing 
To the full honours I propounded to her : 

I bid her think, and be, and presently, 

Whatever her ambition, what the counsel 
Of others would add to her, what her dreams 
CouUi more enlarge, what any precedent 
Of any woman rising up to glory. 

And standing certain there, and in the highest. 

Could give her more ; nay, to be enii)ress. 

Prot. And cold at all these oft'ers ? 

BaL Cold as crj'stal, 

Never to be thawed again. 

Chi. I tried her further. 

And so far, that I think* she is no woman, 

At least, as women go now. , 
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IJcin, Why, what did you ? 

Chi, I offered that, that, bad she been but mistress 
Of as much spleen as doves have, 1 had reached her ; 
A safe revenge of all that ever hate her. 

The crying-down for ever of all beauties 
'I'hat may be thought come near her. 

J^roc. That was pretty. 

Chi. I never knew that way fail ; yet 1*11 tell ye 
I offered her a gift beyond all yours, 

'rhat, that had made a saint start, well considered ; 

The law to be her creature, she to make it, 

H er mouth to give it, every creature living 
From her aspect to draw their good or evil, 

Fixed in *em, spile of fortune ; a new Nature 
She should be called, and mother of all ages ; 

Time should be hers ; and what she did, lame Virtue 

Should bless to all posterities ; her air 

Should give us life, her earth and water feed us ; 

And last, to none but to the Emperor, 

(And then but when she pleased to liave it so,) 

She should be held for mortal. 

dcift. And she heard you ? 

Chi. Yes, as a sick man hears a noise, or he 
That stands condemned his judgment, I,et me perish, 
but, if there can be \artuc, if that name 
be any thing but name and empty title, 

If it be so as fools have been pleased to feign it, 

A power that can preserv'e us after ashes, 

And make the names of men out-reckon ages, 

'J’his woman has a god of virtue in her. 

Jial. I would the Emperor were that god ! 

Chi. She has in her 

All the contempt of glory and vain seeming 
Of all the Stoics, all the truth of Christians 
And all their con.stancy : modesty was made 
When she was first intended. When she blushes, 

It is the hplicst thing to look upon, 

IScau. & F,— 
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The jHiresl temple of her sect' that ever 
Made Nature a blest founder. 

Proc. Is there no way 
7'o take this phenix ? 

Lid ft. None but in her ashes. 

Chi. If she were fat, or any way inclining 
'I'o case or pleasure, or affected glory. 

Proud to be seen and worshipped, thvere a venture 
But, on my soul, she is chaster than cold camphirc. 

Pai. 1 think so tooj for all the ways of woman, 

I>ike a full sail, she bears against. I asked her, 

After my many oflers, walking with her, 

And her as many down-denials, how 
If th' Emperor, grown mad with love, should force her r 
She pointed to a Lucrece that hung by. 

And with an angry look, that from her eyes 
Shot vestal fire against me, she departed. 

Proc. This is the first wench I was ever posed in; 

Vet I have brought young loving things together 
This two-and-thirty year. 

ChL I find, by this wench, 

The calling of a bawd to be a strange, 

.\ wise, and subtle calling, and for none 
But staid, discreet, and understanding people : 

.And, as the tutor to great Alexander 

Would say, a young man should not dare to read 

His moral books, till after fivc-and-twenty ; 

So must that he or she, that will be bawdy, 

(I mean discreetly bawdy, and be trusted,) 

If they will rise and gain experience. 

Well steeped in years and <liscipline, begin it ; 

I take it, 'ti« no boys’ l»Iay. 

Hal, Well, what’s thought of? 

Proc. The Kniperor must know it, 

/Jciu. If the women 
Should chance to fail too.^ 


* t.c, Sc^ 
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Chi, As ’tis ten to one. 

pros. Why, what remains, but new nets for the 
purchase ? * 

Chi, Let’s go consider, then ; and, if all fail, 

This is the first quick eel that saved her tail. \^Ex€uut. 



SCENE II .—A Room in the House 0/ Maximus. 
Enter LuciN a, Akdema, and Phokha. 

Ard. You still insist upon that idol, honour : 

Can it renew your youth ? can it add wealth 
That takes off wrinkles ? can it draw men’s eyes 
To gaze upon you in your age ? can honour 
(That truly is a saint to none but soldiers. 

And, looked into, bears no reward but danger) 

I.eave you the most respected person living ? 

Or can the common kisses of a husband 
(Which to a sprightly latly is a labour) 

Make you almost immortal ? You are cozened ; 

The honour of a woman is her praises ; 

The way to get these, to be seen and sought to,^ 

And not to bury such a happy sweetness 
Under a smoky roof. 

Cucina, Til hear no more. [beauty, 

Phorba. 'Fhat white and red, and all that Ijlessed 

K.ept from the eyes that make it so, is nothing : 

Then you are rarely fair, when men proclaim it. 

The phenix, were she never seen, were doubted ; 

'Fhat most unvalued ^ horn the unicorn 

Hears to oppose the huntsman, were it nothing 

Hut tale and mere tradition, would help no man ; 

' Prey, ' SoliciteO. 

* Invaluable. Tho unicorn’s horn was suj>pow<l t*> i>avc iinport- 
aui inc'licinal propcriies. Ii vv.xs really i hotna-; I.rounc 

icioirks)4hc narvvhaFi» tu'sk. 
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But \rhen the virtue’s known, the Honour's doubled. 
Virtue is either lame, or not at all. 

And love a sacrilege, and not a saint. 

When it bars up the way to men’s petitions. 

A rtf. Nay, you shall love your husband too; we come 
To make a monster of you. [not 

J.iicina, Are yc women ? 

Ard. You’ll find us so; and women you shall thank 
If you have grace to make your use. [too, 

Lucina. Fte on ye ! 

Phorba, Alas, poor bashful lady ! by my soul. 

Had you no other virtue but your blushes, 

.\nd I a man, I should run mad for those :— 

How daintily they set her off, how sweetly ! 

Ard. Come, goddess, come ; you move too near the 
earth ; 

It must not be ; a better orb stays for you : 

Here; be a maid, and take 'cm. \Offcrs /urjcivels. 

LuartiJ. Pray, leave me. 

PAorbii. That w’cre a sin, sweet lady, and a w’ay 
To make us guilty of your melancholy; 

You must not be alone ; in conversation 

Doubts are resolved, and what sticks near the conscience 

Made easy and allowable. 

Lut-imi. ^'e are devils ! 

Ard, That you may one day bless for your damnation. 
diidfuz. I charge ye, in the name of chastity, 

'I'cinpt me no more 1 How* ugly ye seem to me ! 

'There is no wonder men defame our sex, 

And lay the vices of all ages on us, 

When such as you shall l)car the names of women. 

If ye had eyes to see youi>ielves, or sense 
Above the base rewards yo j-klay the l>awds for : 

If ever in your lives ye heard of goodness. 

Though many regions off, as men hear thunder; 

If ever ye had fathers, and they souls ; 

If ever mothers, anti not such as you are ; 
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If ever any thing were constant in you. 

Beside your sins, or common but your curses ; 

If ever any of your ancestors 

Died worth a noble deed that would be cherislied 
Soubfrighted with this black infection, 

Vou would run from one another to repentance. 

And from your guilty eyes drop out those sins 
That made ye blind and beasts. 

E/ior. You speak well, lady; 

A sign of fruitful education. 

If your religious zeal had wisdom with it. 

ArJ. This lady was ordained to bless the empire. 

And we may all give thanks for’t. 

Ehor, I believe you. 

Ard, If any thing redeem the Emperor 
From his wild-flying courses, this is she ; 

She can instruct him, if you mark ; she is wise too, 

Pfior. Exceeding wise, which is a wonder in her ; 

And so religious, that I well believe, 

Though she would sin, she cannot. 

An/. And besides. 

She has the empire’s cause in hand, not love’s ; 

There lies the main consideration, 

For which she is chiefly born. 

Phor. She finds that point 
Stronger than we can tell her; and, believe it, 

I look by her means for a reformation, 

And such a one, and such a rare way carried. 

That all the world shall wonder at. 

Ard. ’Tis true. 

I never thought the Emperor hatl wisdom, 

Pity, or fair affection to his country', 

’Till he jjrofessed this love : gods give ’em children 
Such as her v'irtues merit, and his zeal ! 

I look to see a Numa from this lady, 

Or greater than Octavius- 
Phor, Do you mark, too, 
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(Which is a noble virtue) how she blushes, 

An<I what a flowing modesty runs through her, 

When we but name the Kiiiperor ? 

An/. But mark it ! 

Ves, and admire it too ; for she considers, 

Though slic be fair as Heaven, and virtuous 

As holy truth, yet to the Emperor 

She is a kind of nothinbut lier service. 

Which she is bound to offer, and she’ll do it ; 

And when her country’s cause commands atTeciion, 

Sl)e knows obedience is the key of virtues ; 

'I'hen fly the blushes out, like Cupid’s arrows ; 

And though the tie of marriage to her lord 
Would fain cr>" ** Stay, Cucina 3 " yet the cause, 

And general wisdom of the prince’s love, 

Makes her find surer ends and happier ; 

And, if the first were chaste, this is twice doubled. 

JVwr, Her tartness unto us too- 

An/. That’s a wise one- 

/ywr. 1 rarely like ; it shows a rising wisdom, 

'I'hai chides all common fools as dare int|uire 
What princes would have private. 

Ani. What a lady 
Shall we be blest to scia*c ! 

7uAn*i. Go, get yc from me ! 

Ye are your purses' agents, not the prince’s. 

Is this the virtuous lure ' yc trained ino out to? 

.*\m I a woman fit to imp * your vices ? 

IHit that I bad a mother, and a woman, 

Whose ever*living fame turns all it totiches 
Into the good itself is, I shoulil now 
Even doubt myself, I have been searched so ne.ir 
The very soul of lionotir. Why should you two. 

That ii.appily have been as ch.isie as 1 am, 

(Fairer I think by much, for yet your faces, 

* A t4-nn in f.ilconry applied to ."i >ha«n l»ird «ilh \ehich yourvg 
lia\vk:> Were decoyed. * tjraft. 
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Like ancient well-built piles, show worthy ruins,) 

AXter that angel-age, turn mortal devils ? 

For shame, for womanhood, for what ye have been, 
(For rotten cedars have borne goodly branches,) 

If ye have hope of any Heaven, but court, 

Which, like a dream, you'll find hereafter vanish, 

Or, At the best, but subject to repentance 
Study no more to be ill spoken of: 

I^et women live themselves ; if they must fall. 

Their own destruction find 'em, not your fevers 
Ard. Madam, you are so excellent in all. 

And, I must tell it you with admiration. 

So true a joy you have, so sweet a fear. 

And, when y^ou come to anger, 'tis so noble. 

That, for mine own part, 1 could still offend, 

To hear you angry : women that want that. 

And your way guided (else I count it nothing). 

Are either fools or cowards, 

Phor. She were a mistress for no private greatness. 
Could she not frown. A ravished kiss from anger, 
And such an anger as this lady learns us. 

Stuck with such pleasing dangers, gods, 1 ask ye, 
A\’hich of ye all could hold from ? 

L.u<{na. I perceive ye : 

Your own dark sins dwell with ye ! and that price 
You sell the chastity of modest wives at, 

Kun to diseases with your bones ! I scorn ye. 

And all the nets ye have pitched to catch my virtues. 
Like spiders' webs, I sweep away before me. 

Go, tell the Kinperor, ye have met a woman, 

That neither his own j>erson which is godlike. 

The world he rules, nor what that world can purchase, 
Nor all the glories subject to a Caisar, 

The honours that he offers for iny body, 

The hopes, gifts, everlasting flatteries. 

Nor any thing that’s his and apt to tempt me. 

No, not to be the motlicr of the empire, 
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And queen of all the holy fires he worships, 

Can make a whore of. 

Ard. You mistake us, lady. 

L.7tctrta, Yet, tell him, this has thus much weakened me 
That I have heard his knaves, and you his matrons 
(hit nurses for his sins), which gods forgive me 1 
But, ever to be leaning to his folly, 
f.)r to be brought to love his lust, assure him, 

And from her mouth whose life shall make it certain, 

I never can ; I have a noble husband 
(Pray, toll that too), yet a noble name, 

A noble family', and, last, a conscience. 

Thus much for your answer : for y'oursclves, 

Ye have lived the shame of women, die the better! [Exit. 
E/ior. What’s now to do ? 

Ard. liven as she said, to die ; 

For there’s no living here, and women thus, 

I am sure, for us two, 

Etior, Nothing stick upon lier I 

Ard. We have lost a mass of money Well, Oame 
Virtue, 

Yet you may halt, if good luck serv'e. 

Phor. Worms take her I 
She has almost spoiled our trade. 

Ard. So godly ? 

This is ill-breeding, Phorba. 

Piior. If the women 

Sh(}uld have a longing now to see this monster, 

And she convert 'em all ! 

Ard. 'fhat may be, Phorba ; 

But, if il be, I'll have tlic young men gelded. 

Come, let’s go think ; she must not 'scape us thus : 

'riicre is a certain season, if wc hit. 

That women may be rid without a bit. 
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SCENE III .—An Apartntent in th^ Palace. 

Eptier Maximus and Akcius. 

Afax, I cannot blame the nations, noble friend. 

That they fall off so fast from this wild man ; 

When (under our allegiance be it spoken. 

And the most happy tie of our affections) 

The world’s weight groans beneath him. Where lives 
virtue. 

Honour, discretion, wisdom ? who are called 
And chosen to the steering of the empire, 

But bawds and singing-girls ? Oh, iny Aecius ! 

The glory of a soldier, and the truth 

Of men made up for goodness’ sake, like shells. 

Grow to the ragged walls for want of action : 

Only your happy self, and I that love you, 

Which is a larger means to me than favour- 

Aecius. No more, my worthy friend ; though these be 
truths. 

And though these truths would ask a reformation, 

At least, a little squaring, yet remember. 

We are but subjects, Maximus ; obedience ‘ 

To what is done, and grief for what is ill done 
Is all we can call ours. The hearts of ]>rinccs 
Are like the temples of the gods ; pure incense. 

Until unhallowed hands defile those offerings, 

Bums ever there; we must not put ’em out. 

Because the priests that touch those sweets are wicked ; 
We dare not, dearest friend, nay. more, wc cannot.— 
Whilst we consider who we are, and how, 

To what laws bound, much more to \vhat lawgiver : 
Whilst majesty is made to be obeyed, 

And not inquired into ; whilst gods an<l angels 
Make but a rule as we tlo, though a stricter,— 

I.ike desperate and unseasoned fools, let ily 
Our killing angers, and forsake our honours. 
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Afax. My noble friend (from whose instructions 
I never yet took surfeit), weigh but thus much :— 

Nor think I speak it with ambition, 

For, by the gods, I do not !—why Aiicius, 

Why are we thus, or how liecome thus wretched ? 

Al'ctus. You’ll fall again into your fit 
Jifax. I will not :— 

Or arc we now no more the sons of Romans, 

No more the followers of their happy fortunes, 
lint conquered Gauls, cjr tpiivcrs for the Parthians ? 

Why is this Emperor, this man we honottr, 

This god that ought to be- 

Aecirts. You are too curious. 

Max. Good, give me leave :—^why is this author of 
us- 

Aecius, I dare not hear 3 'Oii speak thus. 

A fax. I’ll be modest :— 

'I*hus led away, thus vainly led away. 

And we beholders ?—Misconceive me not; 

1 sow no danger in my words. — But wherefore, 

And to what end, are we the sons of fathers 
Famous, and fast to Rome ? why arc their virtues 
Stamped in the dangers of a thousand battles, 

For goodness’ sake? their honours time-out-daring? 

I think, for our example, 

At’di/s. You speak nobly, 

A/ftx. W’hy are we seeds of these, then, to shake 
hands 

With bawds and base informers, kiss discredit. 

And court her like a mistress ?—Pray, }’our leave yet.— 
You’ll say, the Kmperor is young, and apt 
To take impression rather from his j>leasures, 

'Phan any constant worthiness i it may be : 

But why do these, the people call his pleasures 
Kxceed the moderation of .a man ? 

Nay, to s.iy justly, friend, vvhy are they vices. 

Ami such as shake our worths with foreign nations ? ' 
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A<cius, You search the sore too deep ; and I must tell 
In any other man this had been boldness, 

And so rewarded. Pray, depress your spirit : 

For, though I constantly believe you honest 
(You were no friend for me else), and what now 
You freely spake, but good you owe to th’ empire. 

Vet take heed, worthy Maximus ; all cars 
Hear not with that distinction mine do ; few 
You’ll find admonishers, but urgers of your actions, 

And to the heaviest, friend : and pray, consider 
We are but shadows, motions others give us ; 

And though our pities may become the times. 

Justly our powers cannot- Make me worthy 
To be your ever-friend in fair allegiance, 

But not in force: for, durst mine own soul urge me 
(And by that soul I speak my just affections) 

To turn my hand from truth, which is obedience, 

.\nd give the helm niy virtue holds to anger. 

Though I had both the blessings of the Bruii, 

And both their instigations, though my cause 
Carried a face of justice beyond theirs. 

And, as I am, a .servant to my fortunes, 

That daring soul, that first taught disobedience, 

Should feel the first example. Say the jirince. 

As 1 may well believe, seems vicious. 

Who justly knows ’tis not to try' our honours ’ 

Or, say he be an ill prince, are we therefore 
Fit fires to purge him ? No, my dearest friend \ 

'Phe elephant is never won with anger, 

Nor must that man, that would reclaim a lion. 

Take him by the teeth. 

Max. I pray, mistake me not. 

Aecins, Our honest actions, and the light that breaks 
I-ike morning from our service, chaste and blushing, 

Is that that pulls a prince back ; then he sees. 

And not till then truly repents his errors, 

When subjects’’crystal souls are glasses to him. 
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Max. My ever-honoured friend, I'll uke your counsel. 
The Emperor appears ; I'll leave you to him j 
And, as we both affect him, may he flourish ! 



£nfe»‘ Valentinian and Ciiilax. 

Va/. Is that the best news ? 

Chi. Vet the best we know, sir. 

Viii. Hid Maximus come to me, and be gone then. 

[JSxf/ Chi LAX. 

Mine owm head be my helper ; these arc fools.— [Asid^-. 
How now, Aecius ! are the soldiers quiet ? 

Acaus. Better, I hope, sir, than they were. 
fW. Tliey^ are pleased, I hear, 

To censure me extremely for my pleasures ; 

Shortly they’ll fight against me. 

Accius. Gods defend, sir I 

And, for their censures, they are such shrewd judgers, 

A donative of ten sesterlies, 

ril undertake, shall make 'em ring your praises, 

More than they sang your pleasures. 

Ca/. I bclic%'c thee. 

Art thou in love, .Aecius, yet ? 

Aidus. Oh, no, sir ! 

I am too coarse for ladles ; my embraces, 

'I'hat only am acquainted with alarums, 

Would break their tender bodies, 

Never fear it ; 

riiey are stronger than you think ; they'll hold the 
hammer. 

,My empress swears thou art a lusty soldier ; 

A good one, I believe thee. 

Aitius. All that goodness 
Is but your grace's creature. 

Cai. Toll me truly ;— 

I'or thou <iar’st tell me — - 

Aictus. Any thing concerns you, 

I'hat’s fit for me to speak, and you to pardon- 
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ya/. What say the soldiers of me ? and the same 
words; 

Mince ’em not, good Aecius, but deliver 
The very forms and tongues they talk witlrnl. 

A^cius, I’ll tell your grace; but with this caution^ 

You be not stirred : for, should the gods live witli us. 
Even those we certainly believe are righteous. 

Give ’em but drink, they would censure them too. 

Val. Forward. 

Acaus. Then, to begin, they say you sleep too much. 
By which they judge your majesty too sensual. 

Apt to decline your strength to case and pleasures; 

And when you do not sleep, you drink too much. 

From which they fear suspicions first, then ruins; 

And when you neither drink nor sleep, you wench much, 
^Vhich, they affirm, first breaks your understanding, 

Then takes the edge off honour, makes us seem 
(That are the ribs and rampires of the empire) 

Fencers and beaten fools, and so regarded. 

But I believe ’em not; for, w’ere these truths. 

Your virtue can correct them. 

Val. They speak plainly. 

Aictus, They say moreover (since your grace \vill have 
it ; 

For they will talk their freedoms, though the sword 
Were in their throat) that of late time, like Nero, 

And w'iih the same forgetfulness of glory. 

You have got a vein of fiddling—so they term it 
Val. Some drunken dreams, Aecius. 

Aea'us. So I hope, sir ;— 

And that you rather study cruelty, 

And to be feared for blood, than loved for bounty, 

(WTich makes the nations, as they say, despise you,) 
Telling your years and actions by their deaths 
Whose truth and strength of duty made you Ca?sar : 

Tliey say besides, you nourish strange devourers. 

Fed witli ijre fat o’ th’ empire, they call bawtls. 
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\^zy and lustful creatures, that abuse you ; 

And people, as they term 'em, made of paper. 

In which the secret sins of each man’s moneys 
Are sealed and sent a-working. 

Vai. What sin’s next ? 

Kor I perceive they have no mind to spare me. 

A^riifs. Nor hurt you o’ my soul, sir : but such people 
(Nor can the power of man restrain it,) when 
They are full of meat and ease, must prattle. 

Va/. Forward. 

Ara'f/s. I liave spoken too much, sir. 
ra/. ni have all. 

Arcius. It fits not 

Vour ears should hear their vanities ; no profit 
Can justly rise to you from their behaviour. 

Unless you were guilty of those crimes. 

Va/, It ii;ay be 
1 am so ; therefore forward. 

Aiurius. I have ev'er 

I-earned to obey, nor shall my life resist it, 

Vtt/. No more apologies. 

A^tins. They grieve besides, sir, 

'I'o sec the nations, whom our ancient virtue 
With many a weary inarch and hunger conquered. 

With loss of many a daring life subdued, 

Fall from their fair obedience, and even niurmur 
see the warlike eagles mew ' their honours 
In obscure towns, that wont to prey on princes. 

'I'liey cry ftir enemies, and tell the captains, 

“ 'I'he fruits of Italy arc luscious ; give us Eg>'pf 
Or sandy Afric, to display our valours 

'Phere %vherc our swords may in,ako us meat, and danger 
Digest our well-got viands : liere our weapons. 

And bodies that were made for sinning brass, 

.\re both unetlgcfl, ami old with case anrl women ; 

.'\ntl then they cry ag.ain, “ \Vherc are tlic Germans, 

' Muuit, Of sheU. 
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Lined with hot Spain or Gallia? bring ’em on. 

And let the son of w'ar, steeled Mithridates, 

Lead up his wingtid Parthians like a storm. 

Hiding the face of heaven with showers of arrows ; 

Yet we dare fight like Romans.” Then, as soldiers, 

Tired with a weary march, they tell their wounds, 

Even weeping-ripe they were no more nor deeper 
And glory in those scars that make ’em lovely : 

And, sitting where a camp was, like sad pilgrims. 

They reckon up the times and living labours, 

Of Julius or Germanicus ; and wonder 

'riiat Rome, whose turrets once were topt with honours, 

Can now forget the custom of her conquests : 

And then they blame your grace, and say, “ Who leads us ? 
Shall we stand here like statues ? were our fathers 
The sons of lazy Moors ? our princes Persians, 

Nothing but silks and softness ? Curses on ’em 
That first taught Nero wantonness and blood, 

Tiberius doubts, Caligula all vices ! 

For, from the spring of these, succeeding princes 
Thus they talk, sir. 

K<7/. Well, 

Why do you hear these things ? 

Aecius. Why do you do 'em ? 

I lake the gods to witness, with more sorrow 
And more vexation do I hear these taintures, 

Than were my life dropt from me through an hour-glass I 
Kt//. Belike, then, you believe 'em, or at least 
Are glad they should be so. Take heetl ; you were better 
Build your own tomb, and run into it living, 

'Fhan dare a prince’s anger. 

Aicitts. 1 am old, sir, 

And ten years more addition is but nothing : 

Now, if my life be pleasing to you, take it. [AWe-Zc 

UiK>n my knees, if ever any service 

(As, let me brag, some have been worthy notice^. 

If ever ^ly worth, or trust yon gave me. 
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1 >eservcd a fair respect ; if all iny actions, 

1 he hazards of my youth, colds, burnings, wants, 

For you and for the empire, be not vnees ; 

IJy that style you have stamped upon me, soldier; 
l^t me not fall into the hands of wretches ! 

I understand you iiot- 
Aecius, Let not this body. 

That has looked bravely in his blood for Cjcsar, 

And covetous of wounds, and for your safety, 

After the scape of swords, spears, slings, and arrows, 
(Xiainst which my beaten body was mine armour,) 

The seas, and thirsty deserts, now be purchase ' 

For slaves and base informers ! I see anger 
And death look through your eyes; I am marked for 
slaughter, 

And know the telling of this truth has made me 
A man clean lost to this world : I embrace it ; 

Only my last petition, sacred Csesar, 

Is, 1 may die a Roman ! 

Va/, Rise, my friend still, [Aecius rises. 

And worthy of iny love. Reclaim the soldier ; 

Fll study to do so upon myself too. Go : 

Kee[> your command, and prosper. 

Ai ciffs. Life to Cajsar ! [^£xif, 

£€•€flier cHILAX. 

Chi. Lord >Iaximus attends your grace. 
l\i!. Go tell him 

I'll meet him in the gallery. fiTar/V Chii-.ax. 

'l‘hc honcstv of this Aecius 

(W'ho is indeed the bulwark of the empire) 

Has dived so deep into me, that of all 
'I'lie sins I covet, but this woman’s beauty, 

With much repentance now I could be quit of: 

Hut she is such a pleasure, being good, 

'I'hat, though I were a god, she'd fire my blood. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SC£XE I.— yin Aparfm^fti in fhe Paiace. 

Vai-ENTINIan, Maximus, Licinius, Pkoculus, and 
CniL.AX, discoi'^rcd playing at Dice. 

AL. Nay, ye shall set nij' hand out ; 
*tis not just 

1 should neglect my fortune, now ’tis 
jirosperous. 

J^icin. If 1 have any tiling to set, 
your grace. 

But clothes or good conditions,* let 
You have all my money, sir. [me perish I 

Proc. And mine. 

Chi. And mine too. 

A/iJx. Unless your grace will credit us. 

Pa/. No bare board. 

dcin. Then, at my garden-house. 

Va/. The orchard too ? 
dcin. A n’t please your grace. 

Pal. Have at ’em. 

Proc. They are lost. 

IJcin. Why, farewell, fig-trees ! 

Pai. Who sets more ? 

Chi. .\t iny horse, sir. 

Pal. The dappled Spaniar<i ? 



i^au. A F,— 
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Chi. He. 

CfiL He’s mine. \^Thrc 7 vs 

Chf\ He is scj. 

Afa.x. Your short horse is soon curried. 

Chi. So it seems, sir; 

So may your mare be too, if luck serve. 

Aftix. Ha ! 

Chi. Nothing, my lord, but grieving at my fortune. 

Cal. Come, Ma.ximus, you were not wont to flinch 
thus. 

Afax. By Heaven, sir, I have lost all f 
Vai. There’s a ring yet. 

Affix, 'rhis was not made to lose, sir. 

Vai. Some love-token ? 

Set it, I say. 

Afti.x. 1 do beseech your grace. 

Rather name any house I have. 

]'\il. How strange 

And curious yo\i are grown of toys ! Redeem ’t. 

If so I win it, when you please ; to-morrow. 

Or ne.xt day, as you will, I care not; 

Tint onlv for mv lurk’sake : ’tis not rings 
Can make me richer. 

Affix. W'ill you throw, sir ? there *lis. 

I'"a/, \^’hy, then, have at it fairly. — Mine. 

Af/i.w \*our grace 

Is f»nlv e\er lortvm.ite. To-morrow, 

.An't be your ]»leasure, sir, I'll pay the price on’t. 

'l'o-morr<j\v you shall have it without price, 
sir, 

lUil this day '(is my victory. Good Maximus, 

.Now I bethink myself, gv> to .AecUis, 

.\nd bit! him muster all the cohorts jiresently 
( They nuiliny for pay. I hear) ; and be you 
A-^sistant to him. \V!\on you know tlieir numbers, 

\’e sh.ill liave moneys fur 'em, and, al>ove. 

Something to stop thoir touenc'^ v'ithal. 
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Afa.w I will, sir ; 

And gods preserve you in this mind still ! 

Viii. Shortly, 

I’ll see ’em march myself. 

A/a.w Cjods ever keep you ! 

Vai. To w'hat end do you think this ring shall serve 
now ? 

For you are fellows only know by rote, 

As birds record ^ their lessons. 

Chi. For the lady. 

Va/. But how for her? 

C/tt. That I confess I know not. 

Vai. Then pray for him that does. Fetch me a 
eunuch 

That never saw her yet ; and you two see 
The court made like a paradise. \_E.xii Chii.ax. 

Etci/t, We will, sir. 

Val. Full of fair shows and musics ; all your arts 
(As I shall give instructions) screw' to ih* highest. 

For my main piece is now a-doing : and, for fear 
You should not take. I’ll have another engine. 

Such as, if virtue be not only in her. 

She shall not choose but lean to. Let the women 
Put on a graver show of welcome. 

I^roc. Well, sir. 

Eai. They arc a thought too eager. 

Re-enter Cm I,ax ivith Tvci as. 

Chi. Here’s the eunuch. 

Eyeias. Long life to Caisar ! 

Vat. I must use you, Lycias. 

Lome, let's walk in. and then I’ll show ve all : 

■■ ^ 

If women may be frail, this wench shall fall. ^Exeunt. 

' Sing- 
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[Acrr rt. 


SCli.Xli II.— A Room /« the Mouse of MaximuS- 


Enter Ci.audia aud Marceli ixa. 


C/aii. Sirrah, what ails my lady, that of late 
She never cares for company ? 

A fif re. I know not, 

Unless it be that company causes cuckolds. 

CitTu, 'I'hat were a childish fear. 

A fare. What were those ladies 
Caine to her lately ? from the court ? 

Clou. 'I'he same, wench ; 

Some grave instructors, on my life ; they look 
For all the world like old hatched ' hills. 

Afore. Tis true, wench ; 

For here and there (and yet they painted well too) 

One might discover, where the gohl was worn, 

'I'heir iron ages. 

Clou. If my jutlgmcnt fail not, 

'I'liry have been sheathed like rotten ships- 

Afore. It may be. 

Clou. For, if you mark tlicir rudders, they hang weakly. 
Afore. 'I'licy liavc past the line, belike. Wouldst live, 
'I’ll! thou wcri such as they are ? [Clautlia, 

Clou. Chimney-pieces ! 

Now, Heaven have mercy on me, and young men 1 

I had rather make a drollery till thirty, 

While I were able to eiuiurc a lcm[>est. 

And bear my fights^ out bravely, till my tackle 

Whistled i' the wind, and held against all weathers, 

While 1 were able to bear with my tires. 

And so discharge ’em, 1 would willingly 

I.ivc, Marcclliua ; not till barnacles 

Hred in niv sides. 

«> 

Afore, rhoii art i’ the right, wench ; 
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ornntncnlcd- 

CMullis a ship lo 


* i.f. A puppet-show, 
prevent the men from seen 
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For who would live, whom pleasures had forsaken, 

To stand at mark, and cry, A bow short, signior ! ” 

*Vcre there not men ciimc hither too ? 

CVa//. lirave fellows ; 

T fear me, bawds of five i* the pound. 

Mtirc. How know you? 

Ciau. I'hey gave me great lights to it. 

Marc. Take heed, Clautlia. 

Clau. Let them take heed ; the spring comes on. 

Marc, To me, now, 
rhey seemed as noble visitants. 

Clau, To me, now. 

Nothing less, Marcellina; for I marked *em, 

And, by this honest light (for yet ’tis morning), 

Saving the reverence of their gilded doublets 

.■Xnd Milan skins *- 

Marc. Thou art a strange wench, Claudia. 

Ciau, You are deceived,— they showed to me directly 
Court-crabs, that creep a side-way for their living : 

1 know "cm by the breeches that they begged last. ^ 

Marc. Peace ; 

My lady comes. What may tliat be ? 

JZntcr Lucina and Lycias. 

Ciau. A suinner,' 

That cites her to appear. 

Marc. N o more of that, wench. 

I.ycias. Madam, what answer to your lord ? 

Cucina. Pray tell him 
I am subject to his will. 

'cias. Why weep you, madam ? 

Kxcellent lady, there arc none will hurt you. 

Lucina. I do beseech you, tell me, sir 
Lycias. What, lady ? 

Lucina. Serve you the Kmperor ? 

•cias. I do. 

* Oloves from 
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I.uana. In whal place ? 

Ara(?s. Iirs chamber, madam. 

Luii/ia. Do )'oii serve his will too ? 

hi fair arjd just commands. 

Litctna. Arc \'on a Roman ? 

Lyaas. Ves, noble lady, and a Mantuan. 

Lucifiii. What oftice bore your parents ? 

One was proctor, 

Luiina. Take heed, then, how you stain his reputation. 

Lyciai. Why, worthy lady 

Ludfia. If you know*, I charge you. 

Aught in this message but what honesty. 

The trust and fair obedience of a servant, 

May well deliver, yet take heed, and help me. 

Lydiis. Madam, I am no broker- 

Cmit. ril be hanged, then. [Aside, 

lycttis. Nor base procurer of men’s lusts. Vour 
husband 

Pra)*ed me to do this otlicc ; I have done it: 

It rests in you to come, or no. 

Lueina. I will, sir. 

Ivetas. If you mistrust me, do not. 

Liicirui. appear 

.So worthy, and to all my sense so honest, 

And this is such a certain sign you have brought me, 

'I'hat I believe. 

Ayciiis. Why should I co/en you ? 

< )r, were I bribed to do this villainy. 

Can money prosper, or the fool that takes it, 

\Vilen such .1 \ irlue falls ? 

/.,ut‘i/uf. You speak well, sir : 

\Voulil all the rest that serve the lani^eror 
Ha<l hut your way! 

C/tiu, .And so they have, [.7j:/'</c. 

Pray, tell my lord 1 have receivetl liis token. 
And will not fail to meet liim. Yet, good sir, thus mucSi 
He fore you go ; I <lo beseech you too, 
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As little notice as you can, deliver 
Of my appearance there. 

JLycias. It shall be, madam ; 

And so I wish you happiness. 

Aticina. I thank you. f JTay/////. 

SCENE Ill .—An Open Place in the City. 

Tit mult ami noise ivithtn. JLntcc Aecius, ivith /ns sivord 
draton^ pursuing EoNi iUS ; A1 axi.mus foi/o'ii^iny. 

A/Tr.v. 'I'emper yourself, Aecius ! 

Tout. Hold, my lord ! 

I am a Roman and a soldier. 

Afax. Pray, sir— 

Aecius. Thou art a lying villain and a traitor !-— 

[Maximus /tolds /lim. 

Ciive me myself,‘ or, by the gods, my friend. 

You’ll make me dangerous !—How dar’st thou pluck 
The soldiers to sedition, and I living? 

And sow rebellion in 'em, and even then 
When 1 am drawing out to action ? 

Pont. Hear me. 

A/ax. Are you a man ? 

Aecius. I am a true-hearted, Maximus, 

And, if the villain live, we are dishonoured. 

A/ax. But hear him what he can say. 

Aecius, That’s the way 
To pardon him : I am so easy-natured. 

That, if he speak but humbly, 1 forgive him. 

Pont. I do beseech you, noble general—- 

Aecius. H’as found the way already ! Ciiv'c me room * 
One stroke ; and, if he ’sca[)c me then, h’as mercy. 

Pont, I do not call you noble, that 1 fear you : 

I never cared for death. If yon will kill me. 
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* Leave !iic al liber'y * 
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Consider first for what, not what you can do : 

' Tis true, I know you for my general, 

And by that great prerogative may kill; 

But tio it justly, then, 

yif'citts. He argues with me ; 

By Heaven, a made-up rebel ! 

Affix. Brn.)’, consider 
What certain grounds you have for this. 

Atcius. Wdiat grounds ! 

Did I not take him preaching to the soldiers 
Mow lazily they lived and what dishonours 
It ^vas to ser\ o a prince sc'j full of woman ? 

Those were his xery words, friend. 

Afiix. 'rhesc, Aecius. 

'rhough they xvere rashly spoke,—which was an error, 
A great one, Pontius.—yet, from him, that hungers 
For xvars and brave employment, might be pardoned. 
'I'hc heart, and harboured thoughts of ill, make traitors 
Not splceny speeches. 

Airitfs. Why should you protect him? 

Co lo ; it shows not honest. 

Affix. 'Taint me not : 

T'or that shows worse, Aeciii.s ; all your friendship, 

.Anti that preiendetl love you Ia\' upon me. 

Mold hark my honesty, is like a fav'our 

\'ovi tIo your slave to-day, to-morrow hang him. 

\Vas I your bosom-piece for this ? 

Att‘itfs. Forgive me : 

'The nature of my zeal, and for my country, 

.Makes me sometimes forget myself : for know. 

'Though I most strive to be witlujut my passions, 

I am nr* g<*d. — k'or you, sir, whoso infection 
Mas spre.atl ilselt like poison thrcuigh tlie army, 

.Anti r.'ist a killing fiig on fair allegiance. 

First thank this ntible giuitleman, — you hat! clietl else; 

\I, trt'im vr*ur pi,it e .iiid honour ot .i >tj Itlier, 

* Iilmc seelutle you ;— 
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JPont, May I speak yet ? 

Max, Hear him. 

Accitis, And, while Aecius holds a reputation. 

At least command, you bear no ;irms for Koine, sir. 

F*ont, Against her I shall never. ^'hc contleiiinecl man 
Has yet that privilege to speak, niy lord ; 

I^w were not equal else. 

Max. Pray, hear, Aecius ; 

For happily the fault he has committed. 

Though I believe it mighty, yet, considered 
(If mercy may be thought upon), will )>rove 
Rather a hasty sin than heinous. 

AicitiS, Speak. 

Pont. ^Tis true, my lord, you took me tired with peace, 

My words almost as ragged as my fortunes ; 

^Tis true, I told the soldier whom we served, 

And then bewailetl, we had an ICmperor 

l^<i from us by the flourishes of fencers; 

^ ■ 

I blamed him too for women. 

Aicius. 'I'o the rest, sir. 

Pont. And, like enough, I blc'^sed him- then as soldiers 
Will do sometimes : ’tis true I told 'em loo. 

We lay at home, to show our country 

We durst go naked, durst want meat and money, 

And, when the slave drinks wine, we durst be thirsty' ; 

I told ’em this loo, that the trees and roots 
Were our best pay-masters ; the charity 
Of longing women, that had bought our bo<lies, 

Our beds, fires, tailors, nurses ; nay, 1 loltl ’em, 

(For you shall hear the greatest sin I said, sir,) 

By that time there be wars again, our botlies, 

I^den with scars, and aches, and ill lodgings. 

Heals, and per|>etnal wants, were filter prayers, 

.And certain graves, than cope the foe on rriitrhcs : 

’ ris likely too, I trounselled ’em to turn 

'riieir w.'irlike pikes to plough-sliarcs, thcii sure target.". 

.And swords hatched ’ with the blood of many nations. 

* Coloured, aUoriicJ. 
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1 o spa<les and pruning-knivcs (for those get money). 

1 heir warlike eagles into daws or starlings, 

I o give an (Strsar as he passes. 

And be rewarded with a thousand flrarhnias ; 

For thus we get but years and heats. 

Aectus. What think you ? 

-Vere these words to be spoken by a captain, 

One that should give example ? 

^fa.w ’'I'was too much. 

Pouf, My lord, I did not woo ’em from the 
empire, 

N’or bid em turn their daring steel ’gainst Caesar : 

I he gods for ever hate me, if that motion 
Were part of me ! Ciive me but employment, sir. 

And way to live ; and where you hold me vicious, 

Bred up in mutiny, my sword shall tell you, 

(And, if you please, that place I hehl maintain it 
’Gainst the most daring foes of Romc,^ I’m honest, 

.A lover of my country, one that holds 
His life no longer his than ke[>t for Caisar. 

Weigh not (I thus low on my knee beseech you) 

What my rude tongue discovered ; ’twas my want, 

No other part of Pontius. Vou have seen me, 

.And you, my lor<I, do something for my country, 

-And both beheld the wounds I gave and took, 

Not like a backward traitor. 

AfOius, .All this langu;ige 
Makes but against you, Pontius : you are cast, 

.\nd, by mine honour and my love to Ca;sar, 

By me shall never be restored : iji my camp 
I will not have a tongue, though to himself. 

Dare talk but near sedition ; as I govern, 

.Ml shall obey ; and when they want, theii duty 
And ready service shall redress their neetls, 

X<)1 i>rating what they wouUl be. 

/\>ftf. f 'I'hus I leave you ; 

'.'cl shall my prayers still, although my torluiies 
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Must follow you no more, be still about you : 

C»ods give you, where you fight, the victory 1 
V'ou cannot cast iny wishes. [iLxit 

Aitius. Come, my lord ; 

Now to the field again. 

J/ax. Alas, poor Pontius ! [£x€um/. 



SCENE \V,~A Ha//in rhe Pa/iKe. 


EnUr, on one side, Chilax, on t/te oth^rr, EiciNius 

and Balbus. 

JLicin. How now ? 

C/ii, She*s come. 

En/, Then I’ll to the Emperor, 

Chi. Do. \^Exii Balbus. 

Is the music jdaccd well ? 

Licin. Excellent. 

C/ti. Licinius, you and Proculus receive her 
In the great chamber; at her entrance. 

Let me alone ; and, do you hear, Licinius ? 

Pray, let the ladies ply her further off. 

And with much more discretion. One word more. 
diein. Well ? 

Chi, Are the jewels, and those ropes of pearl, 
l^id in the way she passes ? 
laein. Take no care, man. 


Enter Valentinian, udth Balbus and Proculus. 

Vai. What, is she come ? 

C/tt. She is, sir ; but ’twere liest 
\our grace were seen last to her. 

Va/. So I mean.— 

K.eep the court empty, Proculus. 

J*roc. ’ ris done, sir. 
i^a/. Be not too sudden to her. 
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Chi, Good your grace, 

Retire, and man yourself; let us alone ; 

We are no children this way. Do you hear, sir? 

’'I'is necessary that her waiting-women 
Be cut off in the lobby by some ladies ; 

'I'hey’d break the business else. 

/4//, ’Tis true ; they shalL 

Chi. Remember your place, Proculus. 

Erot. I vvarranl you. Vai.., Bat., and Proc. 

Chi, She enters. 

Elnter I^UCINa, Claui>ia, and Marcellina. 

Who are waiters there ? the Emperor 
Calls for his horse to air himself. 

Ludna. I am glad 

I come so happily to take him absent ; 

This takes away a little fear. I know him ; 

Now I begin to fear again. Oh, Honour, 

If ever thou Iiadst temple in weak woman, 

.\n<l sacrifice of modesty burnt to thee, 

HoUl me fast now, and help me! \^j^i$ith. 

Chi. Noble madam. 

You arc welcome to the court, most nobly welcome : 

You are a stranger, latly, 

Lifdna. I ilc-sire so. 

Chi. A wondrous stranger here ; nothing so strange ; 
And therefore need a guiile, I think. 

J.ii^rifia. I do, sir, 

And that a goo<l one too. 

Chi. My service, lady, 

Shall l>e your guide in this place. Hut, pray you, tell me. 
Are >'ou resolves! a courtier ? 

Ciitifui. No, I hope, sir. 

Ciau. You arc. sir. 

Chi. Yes, my fair one. 

Chtu. So it seems. 

You are so rently to bc.stow yourself. 

Pra\‘. what might cost llmsc breeches? , 
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C/ii. Would you wear ’em ?— 

Madam» you have a witty woman. 

^farc, Xwo, sir. 

Or else you underbuy us. 

Lucifia. Leave your talking.— 

But is my lord here, I beseech you, sir ? 

Chi. He is, sweet lady, and must take this kintlly. 
Exceeding kindly of you, wondrous kindly, 

You come so far to visit him. I’ll guide you. 

Lucitta. Whither ? 

Chi. Why, to your lord. 

Luciua, Is it so hard, sir. 

To find him in this place without a guide? 

For I would willingly not trouble you. 

Chi. It will be so for you, that are a stranger : 

Nor can it be a trouble to do service 

Fo such a worthy beauty ; and besides- 

Marc. I see he will go with us. 

CI 0 .U. Let him amble. 

Chi. It fits not that a lady of your reckoning. 

Should pass without attendants. 

Cucina. I have two, sir. 

Chi. I mean, without a man. You’ll see the Emperor? 
Ltidna. .\la-s, I am not fit, sir ! 

Chi. You arc w'cll enough ; 

lie’ll Uike it wondrous kindly. Hark ! \^lVhi$pcrs. 

I.ucina, V'ou flatter : 

Ciood sir, no more of that. 

Chi. W'cll, I but tell you^— 

Cucina. Will vou go forward ? since 1 must be manned,* 
Pray, take your place. 

Ciau, Cannot you man us too, sir ? 

Chi. CJive me but lime. 

Marc. And you’ll try all things. 

Chi. No ; 

I’ll make you no such promise. 


^ .*\t tended on. 
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C/iJN. If you do, sir, 

Take lieed you stand to’t. 

CV/f. Wondrous merry ladies ! 

Luciria. 'rhe wenches are disposed ! 
your way, sir. 



SCENE —Another Apartment in the same, A Reeess 

iu'himi a Eurta/n. 

Enter Licinius, Proculus, and BALDUS. 

Lieifi. She is coming up the stairs. Now, the music ; 
And, as that stirs her, let s set on. Perfumes there J 
Eroc. Discover all the jewels ! 

Lik in. Peace. [Afitsie, 

Enier Chii.ax, Lucina, Claudia, and Marcf.llina. 


Pray, keep 
\Exennt. 


Kirst Song. 

Now the lusty spring is seen ; 

Golden yellow, gaudy blue, 

Daintily invite the view. 

Every where on everj' green, 

Roses blushing as they blow, 

And enticing men to pull, 

Julies whiter than the snow. 

Woodbines of sweet honey full : 

All love’s emblems, and all cry, 

“ I.adies, if not plucked, we die.*’ 

Yet the lusty spring lialh sl.ayed ; 
Blushing red and purest white 
Daintily to love invite 
Every woman, every maid. 

C'herries kissing as they gro\v, 

An<l inviting men to taste. 
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Apples even ripe below. 

Winding gently to the waist: 

All love’s emblems, and all cry, 

** Ladies, if not plucked, we die/' 

Second Song. 

Hear, ye ladies that despise. 

What the mighty I^ove has done ; 

Fear examples, and be wise : 

Fair Calisto was a nun ; 

Leda, sailing on the stream 

To deceive the hopes of man. 

Love accounting but a dream. 

Doted on a silver swan ; 

Danac, in a brazen tower. 

Where no love was, loved a shower. 

Hear, ye ladies that are coy. 

What the mighty I,ovc can do ; 

Fear the fierceness of the boy : 

The chaste moon he makes to woo ; 

Vesta, kindling holy fires. 

Circled round about with spies. 

Never dreaming loose desires. 

Doting at the altar dies ; 

Jlion, in a short hour, higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 

Aucifta. Pray Heaven my lord be here! for now I fear it. 
Well, ring, if thou be’st counterfeit or stoln. 

As by this preparation I suspect it, 

Thou hast betrayed thy mistress.—[w^/y/V/r. ] Pray, sir, 
forward ; 

I would fain see my lord. 

(Shi. 15ut tell me, madam, 

How do you like the song? 

Lucina. I like the air well ; 
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Hilt for the words, they arc lascivious. 

And over-light for ladies. 

CIti. All ours love *cin. 

Lttcina, ’Tis like enough, for yours are loving ladies- 
IJcin. Madam, you are welcome to the court.—\Vho 
Attendants for this lady ! [wails ? 

L,ucina, Vou mistake, sir ; 

1 bring no triumph with me. 

Hut much honour. 

PrOi\ Why, this was nobly done, and like a neighbour, 
So freely of yourself to lie a visitant : 

'I'he Emperor shall give you thanks for this. 

Lucina, Oil no, sir ! 

There’s nothing to deserve *em. 

Proc, Yes, your presence. 

Ludna. Good gentlemen, be patient, and believe 
i come to see my husband, on command too ; 

I were no courtier else. 

Licin, 'rhat’-s all one, lady ; 

Now yon are here, you’re welcome : and the Emperor, 

Wh(j loves you but too well- 

No more of that, sir ; 

I came not to be catcchi^'cd. 

Prot. .\h, sirr.ah ! * 

Anti have wo got yt>u here? faith, noble latiy, 

We’ll keep you one month courtier. 

Tuci/ui. tiods tlefeiui. sir ! 

1 never like<l a tratlc worse. 

Proc. Hark you. [ IV/iispers. 

Tucitiii. Nt>, sir. 

Pr<H\ You arc grown the str.angest lady ! [ Whispers, 

/.ueimi. How \ 

Proc. H*y Heaven, 

"I'is true I toll you ; and you'll fiiul it. 

/ net no. T I 

rn rather find my gr.ave ; and so inform him. 

* The term was foiineily vvoiiien .as well as !c> nteii. 
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Proc. Is it not pity, gentlemen, this lady 
(?4ay. I’ll deal roughly with you, yet not hurt you.) 

Should live alone, and give such heavenly beauty 
Only to walls and hangings ? 

Lucina. Good sir, patience : 

I am no wonder, neither come to that end. 

You do my lord an injury to stay me. 

Who, though you are the prince’s, yet dare tell you. 

He keeps no wife for your ways- 
Bai. Well, well, lady, 

However you are pleased to think of us. 

You are welcome, and you shall be welcome. 

JLucina. Show it 

In that I come for, then, in leading me 
Where my loved lord is, not in flattery. 

[Balbus draws t?te curtaifi ; i'askrfs wii/i Jewels 

set out in t/te recess^ 

Nay, you may draw the curtain ; I have seen ’em, 

But none worth half my honesty. 

Ciau. Are these, sir. 

Laid here to take ? 

Proc. Yes, for your lady, gentlewoman. 

Afare. We had been doing else. 

Bat. Meaner jewels 
Would fit your worths. 

C/au. And meaner clothes your bodies. 

I^ucina. "I'he gods shall kill me first ! 

Licin. 'rhere’s better dying 
1’ ih’ Emperor’s arms ! go to : but be not angry ; 

These arc but talks, sweet lady. 

Epifer Phorba, Ardema, and Ladies streioing the 

/ioor with rushes. 

Piwr. Where is this stranger ? Rushes,* ladies, rushes ! 
Rushes as green as summer, for this stranger ! 

- It was the ciistorri to strew frosit rushes on llio floors of rocmii at 
the arrival of clistint^uished visitors. 

FI.— 


f i G 


450 


VA L Ei\ TIN/A /V. 


[act II. 


T*nic, Here’s ladies come to see you. 
huffni. Vou are j^one, then ? 

I take it, ’tis your cue. 

T/\>c. ()r rather nianners : 

Vou arc !>etler fitted, madam ; we but lire you, 

I'licrefore we’ll leave you for an hour, and brin*^ 

V'our nuich-lovetl lord unto you. 

Tttcina, 'I'lien I’ll thank ve. 

[/s'.W///// ClIIL^VX, I-.ICINIL'S, and pROCUI-US. 
r am betrayed, for certain : well, Lucina, 

If tliou dost fall from virtue, ma>' the earth, 

'I’hat after death should shoot up gardens of thee, 
Spreading thy living goodness into branches, 

Fly from thee, and the hot sun find thy vices ! 

I^/ior. \ ou are a welcome woman, 

Ard. Bless me, Heav'en ! 

How did you find the way to court ? 

/.netno. I know not ; 

Would I bad never trod it ! 

IVior. Prithee, tell me, 

(jood noble lady, (and, good sweetheart, love us. 

For we love thee extremely,) is not this place 
A jiaradise to live in ? 

Tneina. 'I'o those people 
'riuU know no other paradise but pleasure : 

'Phat little I enjoy contents me better. 

Ard, Wliat, bcar^l you any music yet ? 

/netna. 'I’oo much. 

/Vtor, You must not be thus fro«'ar<l. What ! this 
cown 

's one o’ the prettiest, by my troth, Ardelia, 

I ever s;iw yet : ’twas not to frown in. I.ntly, 

Vou put this gown on when you came. 

Ard. How do you ? 

Alas, poor wrctrli, how coltl it is ! 

Lnetna. Contenl you ; 
i am as well as may be. and as temperate. 
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If you will let me be so. Where’s my lord ? 

For there’s the business that 1 came for, ladies. 

Phor. We’ll lead you to him ; he’s i* the gallery. 

Ard. We’ll show you all the court too. 

Lucina, Show me him. 

And you have showed me all I come to look on. 

J*/u>r. Come on ; we’ll be your guides, and, as you go. 
We have some pretty tales to tell you, lady. 

Shall make you merry too. You come not here 
To be a sad laicina. 

Ltuina. Would 1 might not ! \^JLx^utd. 



SCENF VI. —Another Apartment in the same, 

/Inter Cm LAX a?ui Baldus. 

Chi. Now the soft music ; Balbus, run. 

Hal, I fly, boy. \^Hxtt. 

Chi, The women by this time are worming of her ; 

If she can hold out them, the Emperor \^A/nsie. 

Takes her to task. He has her : hark, the music ! 

[A'.r/V. 

/infer Valentinian and I.UCIXA. 

/aeeina. Good your grace ! 

Where are my women, sir ? 

Val. They arc wise, beholding 
What you think scorn to look on, the court’s bravcr\'.' 
Would you have run away so slily, lady, 

.\nd not have seen me ? 

Pueina, I beseech your majesty, 

Consider what 1 am, and whose. 

Val. I do so. 

/^ucina. Believe me, I shall never make a whore, sir. 

' SplciKlour. 
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A friond you may, and to tlial man that loves you 
More than you love your virtue. 

Eucifia. Sacred Caesar ! \_Kn€€is. 

I'a/. You shall not kneel to me, sweet. 

Litcina. Look upon me, 

And, if vou be so cruel to abuse me, 

Think how the gods will lake it ! l>oes this beauty 
Atflict your soul? I’ll hide it from you ever ; 

Nay, more, I will become so leperous, 

'That you shall curse me from you. My dear lord 
Mas served you ever truly, fought your battles, 

As if he daily longed to <iie for Caesar ; 

Was never traitor, sir, nor ever tainted 
In all the actions of his life. 

Vtil, I know it. 

LtiCtua. His fame and family have grown together. 

And spread together, like two sailing cedars, 

Over the Roman diadem : oh, let not 
(As you liave any Hesli that’s human in you) 

'I'he having of a modest wife decline * him ! 

I.el not my virtue be the wedge to break him ! 

I do not think you .are lascivious ; 

'riicsc wanton men bclte you : you arc Ciesar, 

Which is, the father of the empire’s lionour ; 

Vou are too near the nature of the gods. 

To wrong the weakest of all creatures, women. 

Val. I dare not do it here \^Astd^\ — Rise, fair Lucina: 

[ /u'r. 

I did but tr>' your temper : you .are honest ; 

And, willi the cominendaiions wait on th.at, 
rU Icatl you to your lonl, and give you to him. 

Wipe your fair eyes. — He that endeavours ill, 

May well delay, but never «jucnch his hell. \_ExenHt, 
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t 


SCI’'NK 1.— .'i/I A/tUcha//ihc/‘ in the Pnltice. 

/inter Chil.-vx, I,icinius, Procui us, nnd Halbus. 

III. 'Tis clone, Uciniiis. 

I^icin. How ? 

Chi. I shame to tell it. 

If there be any justice, we are villains 
And must be so rewarded. 

Jiai. If it be done, 

I take it, ’tis no time now to reiieiit it 
Let’s make the best o’ the trade. 

J*roc. Now vengeance lake it! 

Why should not he have settled on a beauty, 

Whose honesty stuck in a piece of tissue, 

Or one a ring might rule, or such a one 
'rhat had an itching husband to be honourable, 

.'\nd ground to get it ? If he must have women. 

And no allay without 'etn, why not those 

'I'hat know the mystery, and are best able 

To play a game w*ith judgment ? Such as she is. 

Grant they be won with long siege, endless trav.Til, 

And brought to opportunity with millions, 

Yet, when they come to motion, their cold virtue 
Keeps 'em like cakes of ice ; I’ll melt a crystal. 

And make a dead flint fire himself, ere they 
Give greater heat than now*departing embers 
Give to old men that w;ilch ’em. 

Z/V/Vi. A good whore 
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Had saved all this, and happily as wholesome. 

Ay, an<l the tldng once done too, as well thought of; 

But this same chastity, forsooth-- 

Pf'ot, A pox on’t ? 

Why should not ivoincn be as free as we are ? 

'I'hey are (but not in open), and far freer, 

.And the more boUl you bear yourself, more welcome; 
And there is nothing you dare say, but truth. 

Hut they dare hear. 

Chi. The Emi>e ror : a^^■ay ! 

.And, if we can repent, let’s home and pray. 

JZnUr Vakentinian anil I.ucixa. 

y<il. V’our only virtue now is patience ; 

7'ake heed, and save your honour. If you talk_ 

/.fictna. As long as there is motion in my body, 

And life lo give me words. I’ll cry for justice ! 

I'a/. Justice shall never hear you ; I am justice. 
Ai/nna. W’itt thou not kill me, monster, ravisher ? 

1 hoii bitter bane o’ th;^ empire, look upon me, 

.And, if thy guilty eyes dare see these ruins 
Thy wild lust halli laid level u'ilh dishonour. 

'I'ho sacrilegious racing of this tcm[)]e, 

'rhe mother of thy black sins would have blushed at, 
Heholtl, and curse thyself! The gods will find thee, 
('rhat’s all my refuge now,) for they arc righteous ; 
Vengeance niid horror circle thee ; the empire. 

In which thou iiv'st a strong rontinued surfeit, 

I.ike poison will disgorge thee ; good men r.i/.t* thee 
For ever being rea<l again but vicious;* 

Women and fearlul inaitls make vows .against thee : 
d'liine own sla.'cs, if they hear of tins, shall hale thee ; 
And those tliou hast coiruplod, first fall from thee ; 

.And, it thou Ict’st me live, the soKlier, 

'Tired with tliy t\rannlcs, break through obedience, 

.And shake his strong steel .at thee ! 

* i.r. Prevent yt'iir Teing rccontcrl except ny a vicious <tv.'\iMpIe. 
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Vai. This prevails not, 

Nor any agony you utter, lady. 

If I have done a sin, curse her that drew me. 

Curse the 6rst cause, the witchcraft that abused me, 
Curse those fair eyes, and curse that heavenly beauty. 
And curse your being good too. 

Eucina, Glorious thief. 

What restitution canst thou make to save me? 

Val. 1*11 ever love and honour you. 

Lucifia. 'I'hou canst not. 

For that which was mine honour thou hast murdered ; 
And can there be a love in violence ? 

Val, You shall be only mine. 

Eucina, Yet I like better 
Thy villainy than flattery ; that*s thine own, 

The other basely counterfeit. Fly from me ; 

Or, for thy safety-sake and wisdom, kill me. 

For I am w'orse than thou art : thou mayst pray. 

And so recover grace ; I am lost for ever; 

And, if thou let’st me live, thouVt lost thyself too. 

Vui. I fear no loss but love ; I stand above it. 
Eucina, Call in your lady-bawds and gilded panders, 
And let them triumph too, and sing to Caesar, 

** Lucina's fallen, the chaste l.ucina’s conquered ! — 
Gods, what a wretched thing has this man made me ! 
For 1 am now no wife for Maximus, 

No company for women that are virtuous ; 

No family I now can claim, nor country'. 

Nor name but Caesars whore.—Oh, sacred t'iesar, 

(For that should be your title,) was your empire. 

Your rods and axes that are types of justice. 

Those fires that ever burn to beg you blessings. 

The people's adoration, fear of nations, 

What victory can bring you home, what else 
'I'he useful elements can make your serv'ants. 

Even light itself, and sons of light, iriiih, justice, 

Mercy, and star-like pieiy, sent to you. 







[act tm 


And from the gods themselves, to ravdsli women ? 

The curses that I owe to enemies, 

Kven those the Sabines sent, when Roinuhis 
(As thou hast me) ravished tlieir noble maids, 

Made more and heavier, light on tliee! 
f'fr/. Tliis lielps not. 

I.iicifiti. The sins of Tarquin be remembered in thee! 
-And where there has a chaste wife been abused. 

Let it be thine, the shame thine, thine tlie slaughter, 
And last, for ever thine the feared example I 
Where shall poor Virtue live, now I am fall’n ? 

What can your honours now and empire make me, 

But a more glorious whore? 

/"cr/. A better woman : 

Hut, if you will be blind and scorn it, who can help it ? 
Come, leave these lamentations ; they do nothing 
Hut make a noise. 1 am the same man still: 

Were it to tlo again, (therefore be wiser,) 

Hy all this holy light, I should attempt it ! 

You are so excellent, and made to ravish, 

(There were no pleasure in you else,)- 

Oh, villain ! 

J'ijA So bred for man’s amazement, that niy reason. 
And every help to hold me right, has lost me : 
d'he god of love himself had been before me. 

Had he but power to see you : tell me justly, 

I low can I choose but err, then ? If you dare 
He mine and only mine, (for you are so precious, 

I envy ,Tny other should enjoy y*>u, 

Almost look on you ; and your daring husband 
Shall ki low h*as kept an offering from the enij>iic, 

'I'oo holy for his altars) be I lie mightiest ; 

More than nivself. I'll make it. Jl vou will not, 

Sit down with this and silence . for which wisdom, 

Vou shall have use of me, and much honour ever. 

And be the same you were : if j'ou divulge it, 

K now' I am far above the faults I do; 



SCENE I-l 


VA A EN TJNIA N. 


457 


And those 1 do I am able to forgive too ; 

And where your credit, in the knowledge of it. 

May be with gloss enough suspected, mine 

Is as mine own command shall make it : princes, 

Though they be sometime subject to loose whispers, 

Yet wear they two-edged swords for open censures ; 

Your husband cannot help you, nor the soldier ; 

Your husband is my creature, they my weapons. 

And only where I bid 'em, strike ; I feed 'em : 

Nor can the gods be angr>’ at this action ; 

For, as they make me most, they mean me happiest. 
Which I had never been without this pleasure. 

Consider, and farewell : you’ll find your women 
At home before you ; they have had some sport too. 

But are more thankful for iL \^Exii Vai.en i'. 

Lucifta. Destruction find thee ! 

Now which way must 1 go ? my honest house 
Will shake to shelter me ; iny husband fiy me-; 

My family. 

Because they are honest, and desire to be so. 

Must not endure me ; not a neighbour know me ; 

What woman now dare see me without blushes, 

And, pointing as I pass, “ There, there, behold her ; 
Look on her, little children ; that is she. 

That handsome lady, mark ? ” Oh, my sad fortunes ! 

Is this the end of goodness? this the price 
Of all my early prayers to jjrotect me ? 

Why, then, I see there Is no god but power, 

Nor virtue now alive that cares for us, 

But what is either lame or sensual; 

How had I been thus wretched else ! 

y'/'/trmos Ji^rsei/ on com'ft 

Enter Maximus and Af.cius, 

A edits. \^Eb t/tose l..cl 1 itius 

Command the coii^pany that Pontius lost. 

And see the fosses deeper. 


458 


VA LICNTIN/A M, 


[act 111 


Afax. How now, sweetheart ! 

What make you here, and thus ? 

AtcitiS. I-ucina weeping ! 

This must l>c much offence. 

Max. Look up, and tell me, 

Why are you thus?—my ring: Oh, friend, I have found 
it !- 

You are at court, sweet. 

Lucina. Yes; this brought me hither. 

Max. Rise, and go home.—I have my fears, .\ecius: 
Oh, my best friend, I am ruined !—Go, Lucina ; 

Already in thy tears I have read thy wrongs, 

.A.lready found a Cicsar ; go, thou lily, 

Thou sweetly-drooping flower ; go, silver swan, 

.And sing thine own .sad requiem ; go, Lucina, 

.And, if thou dar'sl, out-live this wrong 1 
I^ucitta. I dare not. 

A edits. Is that the ring you lost ? 

Ma.x. 'I'llat, that, Accius, 

That cursed ring, myself, and all my fortunes ! 

has pleased the Emjieror, my noble master, 

}*'or all my services and dangers for him, 

'I'o make me mine own pander. Was this justice ? 

Oh, my Aecius, have I liwd to bear this ? 

L,iuitta. Farewell for ever, sir ' 

A fax. i'liat’s a sail saying ; 
lUit such a one becomes you well, laicina : 

And yet, inethinks, wc should not part so lightly ; 

Our loves have lieen of longer growth, more rootetl. 

'I'han the sharp worrl of one farewell can st:atler. 

Ki^s me. I find no f'.esar here ; these lip.s 
'I'aste not of ravisher, in my opinion. 

Was it not so? 

fucina. Oh, yes ! 

Afax. 1 tl.aro believe thee ; 

I'or thou wert e\ cr truth itself, and sweetness :— 

Indeed she was, Aecius. 
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Arat/s. So she is still. 

Max. lu'r again.^ Once more.—Oh, niy 

Lucina, oh, my comfort, 

The blessing of my youth, the life of my life ! 

Aedus. I have seen enough to stagger my obedience: 
Hold me, ye equal gods ! this is too sinful. 

Afax. ^Vhy wert thou chosen out to make a whore of? 
q'o me thou wen too chaste. Fall, crystal fountains. 

And ever feed your streams, you rising sorrows. 

Till you have dropt your mistress into marble ! 

Now, go for ever from me. 

Ltuina. Long farewell, sir ! 

And, as I have been loyal, gods, think on me ! 

A fax. Stay ; let me once more bid farewell, Lucina. 
Farewell, thou excellent example of us ! 

Thou starry virtue, fare thee well ! seek Heaven, 

And there by Cassiopeia shine in glory ! 

We are too base and dirty to preserve thee. 

Aldus, Nay, I must kiss too. Such a kiss again. 

And from a woman of so ripe a virtue, 

Aecius must not take. Farewell, thou phenix. 

If thou wilt die, Lucina ! which, well weighed. 

If you can cease a while from these strange thoughts, 

I wish were rather altered. 
fudna. No. 

Aldus. Mistake not. 

I would not stain your honour lor the empire, 

Nor any way decline you to discredit; 

’Tis not my fair profession, but a villain’s.: 

I find and feel your loss as deep as you do, 

And am the s.ame Aecius, still a.s honest ; 

'Fhe same life I have still for Maximus, 

The same swor<l wear for vovi. wlicre justice wills me. 

And ’tis no «luU one. 'rherefore, misconceive not ; 

Only I would hav'e you live a little longer, 

Hut a short year. 

Afax. She must not. 
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Lucifta, Why so lonjj, sir ? 

Am I not grey enough with grief already ? 

A^dus. 'I'o draw from that wild man a sweet repent¬ 
ance. 

And goodness in his days to come. 

Aftix. "I'hey are so. 

Anti will be ever coming, iny .\ccius. 

Acciiis. For who knows, but the sight of you, presenting 
Ills swolTn sins at the full, arul your fair virtues. 

May, like a fearful vision, fright his follies. 

And once more bend him right again which blessing 
(If your tlark wrongs would give you leave to read) 

Is more than death, and the reward more glorious: 

Death only cases you ; this, the whole empire. 

llesides, compelled and forced with violence 

'To what you have done, the deed is none of yours, 

No, nor the justice neither : you may live, 

^\n<l still a worthier woman, still more honoured ; 

I'or are those trees the worse we tear the fruits from ? 

Or should the eternal gods <lesire to perish, 
liecause we daily violate their truths. 

Which is the chastity of Heaven ? No, lady ; 

If you <lare live, you may : and as our sins 
Make them more full of etjuity and justice, 

So this compulsive wrong makes you more perfect : 
rhe empire too will bless yt)u. 

Noble sir. 

If she were any thing to me but honour. 

Ami that that’s wedtletl to me too, laid in, 

Not to be worn away without my being : 

Or coulti tire wrongs be hers alone, or mine. 

Or both t>ur wrongs, not tied 10 .rfter-issnes, 

Not born .anew in all our names ami kiiidretls. 

I would desire her live ; nay more, coni|>el her ; 
but. since it was not youth, but oral ice di<.I it. 

And not her own, nor mine, but both our losses ; 

Nor Slays it there, but that our names must fmd it, 
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Even those to come, and when they read she lived. 

Must they not ask how often she was ravished. 

And make a doubt she loved that more than wedlock ? 
Therefore she must not Hv'e. 

A^cius. Therefore slie must live. 

To teach the world such deaths are superstitious. 

Lucifia, The tongues of angels cannot alter me’ \ 

For. could the world again restore my credit. 

As fair and absolute as first I bred it. 

That world I should not tnist again. The empire 
By my life can get nothing but story. 

Which, whilst I breathe, must be but his abuses : 

And where you counsel me to live, that Caesar 
May see his errors and repent, I'll tell you, 

His penitence is but increase of pleasures, 

His prayers never said but to deceive us ; 

And when he weeps, as you think for his vices, 

*'ris but as killing drops from baleful yew-trees. 

That rot their honest neighbour. If he can grieve, 

As one that yet desires his free conversion, 

And almost glories in his penitence, 

ril leave him robes to mourn in, my sad ashes. 

The farewells, then, of happy souls be with thee. 
And to ihy memory be ever sung 
The praises of a just anti constant lady ! 

This sad day, whilst I live, a soldier's tears 
I'll offer on thy monument, and bring. 

Full of thy noble self, with tears untold yet. 

Many a worthy wife, to weep thy ruin. 

Affix, All that is chaste upon thy tomb shall (lourisli. 
All I iving epitaphs be thine : time, story. 

And what is left behind to piece our lives. 

Shall be no more abused with tales and trilles. 

But, full of thee, stand to eternity. 

A?Aus, Once more, farewell ! go, find Elysium, 

There where the happy souls arc crowned with blosings 
'There where 'tis ever spring and ever summer I 
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J^f(7x. There where no bed-rid Justice comes ! Truth, 
Honou r. 

Are keepers of that blessed place : go thither ; 

For here thou liv'st chaste fire in rotten timber. 

Aldus. And so, our last farewells ! 

I^fax. Gods give thcc justice 3 [J^xd I.,ccina. 

Audits. His tlioughts begin to work ; I fear him : yet 
He ever was a noble Roman ; but 
I know not what to think on’t ; he hath suffered 
lieyond a man, if he stand this. \^Asidx. 

max. .Vecius, 

Am I alive, or has a dead sleep seized me ? 

It was my wife the Emperor abused thus ; 

And I must say, “ I am glad I had her for him,—" 

Must I not, my Aiicius ? 

Audits. I am stricken 

With such a stiff amazement, that no answer. 

Can readily come from me, nor no comfort. 

Will you go home, or go to my house ? 

Afax. Neither ; 

1 have no home ; and you are mad, Aecius, 

To keep me company ; I am a fellow 

My own sword would forsake, not tied unto me : 

A pandar is a prince to what I am lall’n ; 

Ry Heaven, 1 dare do nothing. 

Aldus. Vou do bettcr. 

j\fax. I am ma<le a branded slave, Aecius, 

And yet 1 bless the maker. 

Death o’ my soul ! must I endure this tamely? 

Must Maximus be mentioned for his tameness ? 

I am a child too ; what should I do railing ? 

I cannot mcn<l myself ; tis C a;sar tlid it, 

.\nd what am 1 to him ? 

Aldus, ’'ris well considerctl : 

However you arc laiiUetl. be no traitor : 

'rime may out -wear the first, the last lives ever. 

A/ax. bh, that thou wert not living, and my friend ! 
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A^cius. I'll bear a wary eye upon your actions : 

I fear you, Maximus ; nor can I blame thee 
If thou break'st out ; for, by the gods, thy wrong 
Deserves a general ruin ! [Asid4r .'\—Do you love me ? 
Afa^:. That's all I have to live on. 

Aecius, Then go with me ; 

You shall not to your own house. 

A/a.w Nor to any ; 

My griefs are greater far than walls can compass : 

And yet I wonder how it Happens with me, 

I am not dangerous ; and, o' iny conscience. 

Should I now see the Emfx?ror i' th* heat on't, 

I should not chide him for’t : an awe runs through me, 

I feel it sensibly, that binds me to it; 

'Tis at rhy heart now, there it sits and rules. 

And nicthinks 'lis a pleasure to obey it. 

A^cius. This is a mask to cozen me : 1 know you. 

And how far you dare do ; no Roman farther. 

Nor with more fearless valour ; and I'll watch you.— 

Keep that obedience still. 

A fax. Is a wife's loss 

(For her abuse, much good may do his grace ! 

I'll make as bold with his wife, if 1 can) 

More than the fading of a few fresh colours.* 

More than a lusty spring lost 
Aecius. No more, Maximus, 

To one that truly lives. 

Afax, Why, then, I care not ; 

I can live w’ell enough, Aecius : 

For look you, friend, for virtue and those trilles, 

They may be bought, they say. 

Ai<ius. He’s crazed a little ; 

His grief has made him talk things from his naiure. 

IA side, 

Afax. But chastity is not a thing, I take it, 
lo get in Rome, unless it be bespoken 
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A liundrcd years before,—is Aiicius ?— 

Hy'r lady, and well hamlled too i’ the brccdini^. 

Ai:ciiis. VVilJ you go any way ? 

S^fax. IMl tell thee, friend; 

If my wife, for all this, should be a whore now, 

A kind of kicker-out of sheets, ’twould vex me ; 

For I am not angry yet : the Kmperor 
Is young and handsome, and the woman flesh, 

And may not these two couple without scratching? 
Aidus, Alas, iny noble friend ! 

Max. Alas not me ; 

I am not wretched : for there's no man miserable 
But he that makes himself so. 

Aldus. Will you walk yet? 

j\fax. Come, come, she dare not die, friend ; that's the 
truth on*t ; 

She knows the enticing sweets and delicacies 
Of a young prince’s pleasures, and, I thank her, 

She lias made a way for Maximus to rise by : 

Will’t not become me bravely ? Why do you think 
She wept, and said she was ravished ? keep it here. 

And i'll discover to you. 

Airrtus. Well ? 

Mi/x. She knows 

I love no bitten flesh, and out of that hope 

She might be from me, she contrived this knavery. 

Was it not monstrous, friend ? 

Aciitis. Docs he but seem so, 

< )r is he mad indeed ? [.-isnfe'. 

J/ax. Oh, gotls, my heart ! 

Aldus. \\'oukl it would fairly break ! [Asiiii'. 

A/ax. Methinks I am somewhat wilder than I was : 
.■\iul vet, I thank the gods, I know my tluty. 

C/au. Nay, you may sjare your tears ; she's dead, she 
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Max, ^Viiy, so it should be. How ? 

Ciatt. When first she entered 
Into her house, after a world of weei>ing, 

And blushing like the sun*sct, as wc saw her, 

“ Dare I,” said she, “ defile this house with whore, 

In which his noble family lias nourished ? 

At which she fell, and stirred no more. We rubbed 
her—— 

Max, No more of that ; be gone. l/ixi/ C^eaujjia. 

Now, my Aecius, 

If thou wilt do me pleasure, weep a little ; 

I am so parched I cannot. Your example 

Has brought the rain down now : now lead me, friend ; 

And as we walk together, let’s pray together truly, 

1 may not fall from faith. 

Afcius. That’s nobly spoken. 

Max. Was I not wild, Aecius ? 

A ictus. Somewhat troubled. 

Max. I felt no sorrow then. Now I’ll go with you ; 
But do not name the woman. Fie, what fool 
Am I to weep thus ! Gods, l^uctna, take thee. 

For thou wert even the best and worthiest lady ! 

Aiciuj. Good sir, no more ; I shall be melted with it. 
A/ax. i have done ; anil, good sir, comfort me. \\ ould 
there were wars now ! 

Aic/us. Settle your thoughts ; come. 

Afax. So 1 have now, friend : 

Of my deep lamentations here’s an end. \_lLxctitir. 
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IZntfr Posh US, Pmni.vs, and .Aretus. 

Phid. By my faith, C'aplain Pontius, besules J>ity 
Of your fall’n fortunes, wh.at to say I know not ; 
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For *tis too true the Emperor desires not^ 
lint my best master, any soldier near him. 

Arf. And when he understands, he cast your fortunes 
For disobedience, how can we incline him 
(That arc but under-persons to his favours) 

'I'o any fair opinion ? Can you sing ? 

Pont, Not to please him, Aretus \ for my songs 
Go not to the lute or viol, but to the trumpet. 

My tune kept on a target, and my subject 
The well-struck wounds of men, not lov^e or women. 
Phid, And those he understands not. 

Pont. He should, Phidias. 

Are. Could you not leave this killing way a little, 
(You must, if here you would plant yourself,) and 
rather 

Learn, as wc do, to like what those affect 
That are above us ? wear their actions. 

And think they keep us warm too ? what they say. 
Though oftentimes they speak a little foolishly, 

Not slay to construe, but prepare to execute? 

And think, however the end falls, the business 
Cannot run empty-handed ? 

P/iid. Can you flatter. 

And, if it were put to you, lie a little ? 

Pont. Ves, if it be a living. 

Are. That’s well said, then. 

Pont, liut must these lies and llatteries be believed, 
then ? 

Phut. Oh, yes, by any means. 

Pont. IJy any means, then, 

I cannot lie nor flatter. 

Are. ^'nu must swear too. 

If you be there. 

Ponf. I can swear, if they move me. 

/*hid. Cannot vou forswear too ? 
y*ortf, 'I'lie court for ever. 

If it be grown s<i wicketl. 
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Arf. You should procure a little too. 

Pont. What^s that ? 

^^en’s honest sayings for my truth ? 

Ar£. Oh, no, sir. 

But women’s honest actions for your trial. 

Pont. Do you do all these things ? 

Phid. Do you not like ’em ? 

Pont. Do you ask me seriously, or trifle with me ? 

I am not so low yet, to be your mirth. 

Are. You do mistake us, captain ; for sincerely 
We ask you how you like 'em ? 

Pont. Then sincerely 
I tell you I abhor 'em : they are ill ways. 

And I wall starve before I fall into 'em ; 

The doers of 'cm wretches, their base hungers 
Care not whose bread they eat, nor how they get it. 

Are. What then, sir ? 

Pont. If you profess this wickedness, 

Because ye have been soldiers and borne arms. 

The serv'ants of the brave Aecius, 

And by him put to th'Em peror, give me leave 
(Or I must take it else) to say ye are villains, 

For all your golden coats, deboshed,* base villains f 
V'et 1 do wear a sword to tell yc so. 

Is this the way you mark out for a soldier, 

A man that has commanded for the empire. 

And bonie the reputation of a man ? 

Are there not lazy things enough, called fools and cow'ards. 
And i>oor enough to be preferred for pandars. 

But wanting soldiers must be knaves too ? ha ! 

This the trim course of life ? Were not ye born bawds. 
And so inherit but your rights ? I arn poor. 

And may expect a worse ; yet digging, pruning, 

Mending of broken ways, carrying of water. 

Planting of worts and onions, any thing 
'Dial's lioncst and a man's, I’ll rather choose. 


* Debauched. 
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Ay, and live better on it, which is jlister ; 

Drink niy well-gotten water with more pleasure, 
When niy endeavour’s done, and ivages paid me, 
Than you do wine ; eat niy coarse bre.id not cursed 
And mend upon’t (your <licts are <Useascs) ; 


An<l sleep as soundly, when my labour bids me. 
As any fonvard pandar of ye all. 

And rise a great deal lionesler : my garments, 
'fhoiigh not as yours, the soft sins of the empire, 
Yet may be warm, and keep ilie biting wind out, 
When eveiy’ single breath of poor opinion 


Finds you thrtiugh all your velvets. 

Art'. You have hit it ; 

Nor are we those we seem ; the lord Aecius 

Put good men to th’ J\mperor, so we have served him, 

'1 hough much ncglcctetl for it ; so dare be still : 

Your curses arc not <jurs. We have seen your fortune, 
lUit yet know no way to redeem it; means, 

Such as wc have, you shall not want, brave Pontius ; 

But pray, bo temperate : if we can vvijjc out 
'Hie way of your offences, we are yours, sir ; 

And vou shall live ai c >url an honest man loo. 

yV//V/. rhat little meat and means we have, we’ll share 


it. 

Fear not to be as we aie ; what we told you 
Were but mere trials of your truth ; you’re worthy, 

And so we’ll ever hold you ; sutler better, 

And then you are a right man, Pontius. 

If my good master be not ev'er angry. 

You shall command .agam. 

J^ont. I have found two good men. Use my life. 

For it is yours, and all I have to thank ye I \ExcunL 
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SCENE 111.— A Room in ///<r Mouse of MAXIMUS. 

ILtiier Maximus. 

« 

There’s no way else to do it ; he must die ; 
Th is friend must die, this soul of Maximus, 

Without whom I am nothing but my shame ; 

This perfectness, that keeps me from opinion. 

Must die, or I must live thus branded ever : 

.A. hard choice, and a fatal ! Gods, ye have given me 

A way to credit, but the ground to go on 

Ve have levelled with that precious life I love most . 

Yet I must on, and through ; for, if 1 offer 

To take my way without him, like a sea 

He bears his high command *twixt me and vengeance, 

And in my own road sinks me. He is honest. 

Of a most constant loyalty to Caisar, 

And when he shall but doubt I dare attempt him, 

But make a question of his ill, but say 
“ What is a Caesar, that he dare do this ? 

Dead sure he cuts me off: .Aecius dies, 

Or I have lost myself—W’hy shouhl I kill him ? 

Why should I kill myself? for 'tis my killing ; 

Aecius is my root, and, wither him, 

Dike a decaying branch I fall to nothing. 

Is he not more to me than wife ? than Ciesar, 

Though I had now my safe revenge upon him ? 

Is he not more than rumour, and his friendship 
Sweeter than the love of women ? What is honour. 

We all so strangely are bewitched withal ? 

Can it relieve me, if I want ? he has \ 

Can honour, 'twixt the incensed prince and cnv’y, 

Bear up the lives of worthy men ? he has i 
Can honour pull the wings of fearful cowarcls. 

And make ’em turn again like tigers ? he has : 

And I have lived to see this, and preserved so. 

Why should this empty word incite me, then. 
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To what is ill and cruel ? Let her perish : 

A friend is more than all the world, than honour : 

She is a woman, and her loss the less, 

And with her go my griefs !—But, hark you, Maxi 
mus, 

^Va5 she not yours ? did she not die to tell you 
She was a rav'ished woman ? did not justice 
Nobly begin with her that not deserved it ? 

And shall ho live that did it ? Stay a little ; 

Can this abuse die here? shall not men’s longues 
I>ispute it alterw'ard, and say I gav'e 
(Affecting dull obedience and tame duty, 

And led away with fondness of a friendship) 

The only virtue of the world to slander ? 

Is not this certain, was not she a chaste one. 

And sucli a one that no compare dwelt with her ? 

One of so sweet a virtue that Aecius, 

(Kven he himself, this friend that holds me from it,) 

Out of his worthy love to me and justice, 

Hatl it not been on Ca:sar, had revenged her ? 

Bv Heaven, he told me so ! What shall I do, then ? 

Ciui other men affect it, and I cold ? 

I fear he must not live, 

Eti/cr a Ser\'ant. 

SfKv. My lord, the general 
Is come to sock you. 

Oo, entreat him to enter. [Exi/ Servant. 

Oh, brave Aecius, 1 could wish thee now 
As far from friendship to me as from fears, 

That I might cut thee olf like that I weighed not 1 
Is there no way, without him, to come near it? 

Lor out of honesty he must destroy me. 

If I attempt it. He must die, as others, 

.'\nil I must lose him ; ’tis necessity ; 

Only the lime aiul means is all the difference, 
lint yet I would not make a murder of him, 
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Take him directly for my doubts ; he shall die ; 

I have found a way to do it, and a safe one; 

It shall be honour to him too. 1 know not 
What to determine certain, I am so troubled, 

And such a deal of conscience presses me : 

Would I were dead myself! 

Kfiter Aiicius. 

Accius, You run away well; 

How got you from me, friend ? 

Afax, That that leads madmen, 

A strong imagination, made me wander. 

Aicius. I thought you had been more settled. 

Afax. I am well; 

But you must give me leave a little sometimes 
To have a buzzing in my brains. 

Accius. You are dangerous ; 

But 1*11 prevent it if 1 can. \_AsiJeS \—You told me 
You would go to th* army. 

Afax. Why ? to have my throat cut ? 

Must he not be the bravest man, Aiicius, 

That strikes me first ? 

Aecius. You promised me a freedom 
From all these thoughts. And why should any strike 
you ? 

Afax. I am an enemy, a wicked one, 

Worse than the foes of Rome ; I am a coward, 

A cuckold, and a coward ; tliat's two causes 
Why every one should beat me. 

Aecius. You arc neither ;- 

And durst another tell me so, he died for*t ;— 

For thus far on mine honoui* 1*11 assure y^ou, 

No man more loved than you ; and, for y'our valour, 

And what you may be fair, no man more followed. 

Afa.v. A doughty man, indeed 1 But that’s all 
one; 

The Emperor, nor all the princes living. 
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Shall find a flaw in niy coat : I have suflcred, 

-'\nd can yet ; let them find inflictions^ 

1*11 find a body for 'cm, or I'll break it. 

'Tis not a wife can thrust me out ; sonic looked for*t, 

Hill let ’em look till they are l>lind with looking ; 

They are but fools. Yet there is anger in me, 

That I would fain disperse ; and, now I think on’t, 

You told me, friend, the provinces are stirring ; 

We shall have sport, I hope, then, and what's dan¬ 
gerous 

A battle shall beat from me. 

AcAtiS, Why do you eye me 
With such a settled look ? 

Max. Pray, tell me this, 

Do we not love extremely? I love you so. 

Aortas. If I should say I loved not you as truly, 

1 should do that I never durst do,—lie. 

A/ax. If I should die, would it not grieve you much ? 
AtAus. W’ithoiit all doubt. 

A/ax. And could vou live without me ? 

Anius. It would much trouble me to live without 
vou, 

{)ur loves and loving souls have been so useil 
But to one liousehold in us : but to die 
Because I could not make you Ii\'c, were ivoman, 

Far mucli too weak ; were it to save your worth, 

Or to retlceni your name from rooting out. 

To quit you bravely fighting from the foe. 

Or fetch you off, where honour had engaged you, 

1 oil gilt, and would <lie (or you. 

A/ax. 'rnily spoken J— 

What 1 least but I, that must, could hurt this man now 
Would he hatl ravished me ! 1 would have j*aid him ; 

1 would have taught him such a trick his eunuchs 
Nor .ill his black-eyed boys dreamcil of ycl. 

Bv all the gods, I am mad now ! now were Ca,*sar 

•m 

Wiiliin my reach, and on his glorious top 
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The pile of all the world, he went to notliing ! 

The Destinies, nor all the dames of hell. 

Were I once grappled with him, should relieve him 
No, not the hope of mankind, more ; all perished ! 
But this is words and weakness. [- 

Aecius. You look strangely. 

Afax. I look but as I am j I am a stranger. 

Afcius. 'I'o me ? 

Max. 'I'o every one ; I am no Roman, 

Nor what 1 am do I know. 

Aecius. Then I'll leave you. 

Max. I find I am best so. If you meet with 
mus. 

Pray, bid him l>e an honest inan, for my sake : 

You may do much upon him : for his shadow, 

I^et me alone. 

Accius. You were not wont to talk thus. 

And to your friend ; you have some danger in you. 
That willingly would run to action : 

Take heed, by all our love, take heed I 
Afax. I danger 1 

I willing to do any thing ? I die ' 

Has not my wife been dead two <lays already 
.-Vre not iny mournings by this time molh-catep ? 
Are not her sins dispersed to other women. 

And many one ravished to relieve her ? 

Have I shed tears these twelve hours? 

Aecius. Now you weep. 

Afax. Some lazy drops that stayed behind. 

Aecius. I’ll tell you, 

(.*\nd I must tell you truth) were it not hazard. 

And almost certain loss of all the empire, 

I would join with you : weie it any man s 
But his life that is life of us, he lost it 
for doing of this mischief : I wouKl take it, 

.And to your rest give you a brave revenge : 

Bui, as the rule now stands, and as he rules, 
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And as the nations hold, in disobedience. 

One pillar failing, all must fall, I dare not: 

Nor is it just you should be suffered in it; 

I'herefore again take heed. On foreign foes 
We are our own revengers; but at home, 

On princes that are eminent and ours, 

''ris lit the gods should judge us. Be not rash, 

Nor let your angry steel cut those you know not; 
hor by this fatal blow, if you dare strike it 
(As 1 sec great aims in you), tliosc unborn yet. 

And those to come of them, and those succeeding. 
Shall bleed the wrath of Maximus. For me. 

As you now bear yourself, I am your friend still; 

If you fall olT, (I will not flatter you,) 

And in my hands, were you my soul, you perished. 
Once more be careful, stand, and still be worthy : 

I’ll leave you for this hour. 

Max. Pray, do. \JZxit Aecius.] —'Tis done : 

And, friendship, since thou canst not hold in dangers, 
Give me a certain ruin ! I must tluough it ! 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I .— A n Apart me ni in the 1 \tiace. 

Rnter VaI-ENTINIAN, Licinius, Chilax, and Baluus. 

AE. Dead ! 

C?ii. So ’tis thought, sir. 
i^al. How ? 

Licin, Grief and disgrace, 

As people say. 

Val. No more ; I have loo much 
on’t. 

Too much by you, you whetters of niy follies, 

Ye angel-formers of my sins, but devils ! 

^Vhere is your cunning now ? you would work wonders. 
There was no chastity abov’c your practice,* 

You w'Ould undertake to make her love her wrongs. 

And dote upon her rape 1 Mark, what 1 tell ye j 

If she be dead- 

Chi. .-X-las, sir 1 

Va/. Hang ye, rascals. 

Ye blasters of my youth, if she be gone, 

*Twcre better yc had been your father^s camels. 

Groaned under daily weights of wood and water— 

-\m I not Caisar ?— 

Luin. Mighty, and our maker. 

Vai. Than thus have given my pleasures to destruc 
tion ! 

lAJok she be living, slaves ! 
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Efcin. We are no jjods, sir, 

If she be death make lier new again. 

She cannot die; she must not die : are those 
I oJant my love tipon but common livers ? 

'I’licir hours, as others’, told ’em ? ' can they be ashes ? 
\\ J»y do ye flatter a belief into me, 

1 hat I am all that is,—“ The world’s my creature ; 
rhe trees bring forth their fruits when I say summer ; 

'I he wind, that knows no limit but his wildness, 

.At my command moves not a leaf; the sea, 

W^ith his proud mountain-waters en%'ying Heaven, 

When I say j////, run into crystal mirrors ? ’’ 

Can I do this, and she die ? Why, ye bubbles, 

That with my least breath break, no more remem¬ 
bered, 

Ve moths, that fly about iny flame and perish, 

Ve golden canker-worms, that cal my honours, 
laving no longer than my spring of lavour, 

\Vhy do ye make me god, tliat can do nothing ? 

Is she not dead ? 

C/ii. All women arc not witli her. 

l%tl. A common whore serv^es you, and far above ye, 
rbe [>Icasures of a botly lamed with lewdness ; 

A mere perpetual motion makes ye happy. 

.Am I a man to tr.tflic with diseases? 
fan any but a cb;istit\' serve Ca:;sar ? 

.\nd such a one the gods would kneel to purchase? 

\'ou think, because you have bred me u(> to [>lca- 
sures. 

And almost run me over all the r.nrc ones, 

\'our wives will serve the turn : I c.are not for ’em, 

Your wives arc fencers’ whores, and shall be foot¬ 
men's : 

'Though sometimes my nice will, or rather anger, 

Have made ye cuckolds for variety, 

I wouUl not have ye hope, nor dream, ye poor ones. 


* Mca^nrt<l out to then). 


4 


SCENE 1.] 


VA L KN TIN/A N. 


477 


Always so great a blessing from me. Go, 

Get your own infamy hereafter, rascals ! 

I have done too nobly for ye ; ye enjoy 
Each one an heir, the royal seed of Ca:sar: 

And I may curse ye for’t : your wanton jennets, 

'I'hat are so proud the wind gets ’em with fillies, 

Taught me this foul intemperance. Thou, Eicinius, 
Hast such a Messalina, such a Lais, 

The backs of bulls cannot content, nor stallions ; 

The sweat of fifty men a-night does nothing. 

Ticin. Your grace but jests, I hope. 

Vai. ’'I'is oracle. 

The sins of other women, put by hers. 

Show off like sanctities.— Thine’s a fool, Chil.ax, 

Yet she can tell to twenty, and all lovers, 

And all lien with her too, and all as she is. 

Rotten and ready for an hospital.— 

Yours is a holy whore, friend Balbus,— 

I^a/. Well, sir. 

One that can pray away the sins she suffers, 
But not the punishments : she has had ten bastards, 
Five of ’em now are lictors, yet she prays ; 

She has been the song of Rome, and common pas<|uil; 
Since I durst see a wench, she was camp-mistre-ss, 

.\nd mustered all the cohorts, paid ’em too 
( I'hey have it yet to show), and yet she prays ; 

She is now to enter old men that are children. 

And have forgot their rudiments. jVm 1 
I^eft for these wiiliered vices ? and but one, 

But one of all the world that could content me, 

.'Vnd snatched away in sliowing? If your wives 
Be not yet witches, or yourselves, now Vie so. 

And save your lives ; raise me this noble beauty. 

As when I forced her, full ol constancy. 

Or, by the gods- 

Ticin. Most sacred Ccesar- 

Vai. Slaves- 
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Enter Proculus, 

IJein. Good ProcuUis— 

Eroc. By Heaven, you shall not see It ; 

It may concern the empire. 

Val. Ha ! what saidst thou ? 

Is she not dead ? 

* 

Eroc. Not any one I know, sir : 

I come to bring your grace a letter here. 

Scattered belike i’ the court : 'tis sent to Maximus, 

And bearing danger in it. 

Vat. Danger I where ? 

Double our guard ! 

Eroc. Nay, no where, but i’ the letter. 

Vat. What an afflicted conscience do I live with, 

And what a beast I am grown ! I had forgotten 
To ask Heaven mercy for my fault, and was now 
Even ravishing again her memor>'. 

I find there must be danger in this deed : 

Why do I stand disputing, then, and whining 
For what is not the gods’ to give? they cannot. 

Though they would link their powers in one, do mischief. 
This letter may betray me. ]—Get ye gone. 

And wait me in the garden ; guard the house well. 

And keep this from the Empress. 

[Exenn/ all except Valen i iniax. 

The name Maximus 

Runs through me like a fever. 'I'his may be 
Some private letter, upon private business. 

Nothing concerning me : why should I open *t ? 

I have done him wrong enough alrea<ly. Vet, 

It may concern mo loo ; the time so tells me ; 

The wicked deed I have <lonc assures mo 'lis so. 

Be what it will, I’ll sec it ; if that be ntJt 
Part of iny fears, among my other sins, 

I'll inirgc it out in prayers.—How ! what's lliis ? [Ee. ?its. 

“ I.ort.1 Maximus, you love .Xec'ius, 

And arc his noble friend too ; bill him be less, * 
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I mean less with the people; times are dangerous. 

The army's his, the Emperor in doubts, 

And, as some will not stick to say, declining : 

You stand a constant man in cither fortune : 

Persuade him ; he is lost else. Though ambition 
Be the last sin he touches at, or never, 

Yet, what the people, mad with loving him. 

And as they willingly desire another, 

May tempt him to, or rather force his goodness. 

Is to be doubted mainly. He is all 

(As he stands now) but the mere name of Ca;sar, 

And should tlie Emperor enforce him lesser. 

Not coming from himself, it were more dangerous : 

He is honest, and will hear you. Doubts are scattered. 
And almost come to growth in every household ; 

Yet, in my foolish judgment, were this mastered, 

The people, that are now but rage and his. 

Might be again obedience. You shall know me 
When Rome is fair again ; till when, I love you.'* 

No name ! This may be cunning ; yet it seems not; 
For there is nothing in it but is certain, 

Besides my safety. Had not good Germanicus, 

That was as loyal and as straight as he is. 

If not prevented by Tiberius, 

Been by the soldiers forced their Emperor ? 

He had, and 'tis my wisdom to remember it : 

And was not Corbulo (even that Corbulo, 

That ever-fortunate and living Roman, 

That broke the heart-strings of the Parthians, 

And brought Arsaces' line upon their knees, 

Chained to the awe of Rome), because he was thought 
(And but in wine once) fit to make a Cjesar, 

Cut off by Nero? I must seek my safety; 

For *tis the same again, if not beyond it. 

I know the soldier loves him more than Heaven, 

And will adventure all his gods to raise him ; 

Me he hates more than peace ; wh.ai this may breed, 
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If dull security and confidence 

Let him grow up, a fool may find, and laugh at. 

But why Lord Maximus, I injured so, 

Should be the man to counsel him, I know not, 

More than he has been friend, and loved allegiance : 
^Vhat now he is, I fear ; for his abuses, 

Without the people, dare draw blood.—Who waits there? 

a Servant, 

Your grace ? 

Va/. Call Phidias and .rVretus hither.— \^Exif Servant. 
I’ll find a day for him too. ** I'imes are dangerous. 

The army his, the Emperor in doubts : ” 

I find it is too true. I>id he not tell me. 

As if he had intent to make me odious. 

And to iny face, and by a way of terror. 

What vices 1 was grounded in, and almost 
Proclaimed the soldiers’ hate against me? Is not 
The sacred name aiul dignity of Caesar 
(Were this AL-cius more than m.an) sufficient 
To shake off’ all his honesty ? he’s dangerous. 

Though he be good ; and, though a friend, a feared one ; 
.And such I must not sleep by,—.Are they come yet?— 

I do believe this fellow, and I thank him. 

’ I'was time to look about : if I must perish. 

Vet shall my fears go foremost. 

Efifer Pm I'll AS ilflJ Arktus. 

Phid, Life to Ca:sar ! 

Is Lord ,Aerius waiting ? 

PhiJ, Not this morning ; 

I rather think he's with tlie army. 
l\t!. Army 1 

1 <lo not like that “ army.” [^Asidr ,^—Go unto him, 

.And Viid him straight attend me, and—do you hc.u-?— 
Come private without any ; I have business 
Only for him. 
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I^hid, Your grace^s pleasure. 

Val. Go,— [/f.v/V Phidias. 

What soldier is the same (I have seen him often) 

That keeps you company, Arctus ? 

Ar^. Me, sir ? 

Val. Ay, you, sir. 

Ar^. One they call Pontius, 

An’t please your grace. 

Val. A captain ? 

Are. Yes, he was so; 

But speaking something roughly in his want, 

Kspecially of wars, the noble general. 

Out of a strict allegiance, cast his fortunes. 

Val. II*as been a valiant fellow. 

Are. So he’s still. 

Val. Alas, the general might have pardoned follies ! 
Soldiers will talk sometimes. 

Are. I am glad of this. \ Aside. 

Val. He wants preferment, as I take it. 

Are. Yes, sir ; 

And for that noble grace his life shall serve. 

Val. I have a service for him ; 

I shame a soldier should become a beggar : 

I like the man, Aretus. 

Are. Gods protect you ! 

Val. Bid him repair to Proculus, and there 
He shall receive the business, and reward for’t : 
ril sec him settled too, and as a soldier ; 

Wc shall want such. 

Are. The sweets of Heaven still crown you ! [H.xi/. 

Val. I have a fearful darkness in my soul, 

And, till I be delivered, still am dying- [/Tav’/. 



S 

Beau. & 



I 1 


483 


f^ALEIVT/N/AN. 


Oaci* IV. 


SCENK II.— Be/orc ih£ Palace. 

£ filer Maximus. • 

jifiix. My way has taken : all the court’s in guard, 
And business every where, and every corner 
Full of strange whisiiers. I am least in rumour, 

And so I’ll keep myself. Here comes Aecius ; 

I see the bait is swallowed : if he be lost. 

He is my martyr, and my way stands open ; 

And, Honour, on thy head his blood is reckoned. 

£ filer Aecius loillt a bandage round /its arut^ and 

Phidi.^s. 

eicU‘ius. Why how now, friend ? what make you here 
unarmed ? 

Are you turned merchant ? 

A/ax. By your fair jiersuasions ; 

And such a merchant trallies without danger, 

I have forgotten all, Aecius, 

And, which is more, forgiven. 

Aecius. IsTow I love you, 

'IVuly I do ; you arc a worthy Roman, 

Ala.x. The fair repentance of my prince, to me 
Is more than sacrifice of blood and v'engeance : 

No eyes shall weep her ruins, but mine own. 

Aecius. Still you take more love from me. A’irtuous 
friend, 

'I'he gods make poor Aecius worthy of thee I 

A/a.\\ Only in me you're poor, sir, and I worthy 
Only in being yours. But why your arm thus ? 

Have you been hurt, .Vrciiis ? 

Aecius. Bruise<l a little ; 

My horse fell with me, friend, which, till this morning, 

I never knew him do. 

Afa.v. Pray gods it l)odc well ! 
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And, now I think on’t better; you sliall back ; 

Let my persuasions rule you. 

Aicius. Back ! why, Maximus ? 

The Emperor commands me come. 

Max. I like not 
At this time his command. 

Afcius. I do at all times. 

And all times will obey it ; why not now, then ? 

Max. I’ll tell you wliy, and, as I have been governed, 
Be you so, noble friend : the court's in guard, 

Armed strongly ; for what purpose let me fear ; 

I do not like your going. 

Aecitts. Were it fire, 

And that fire certain to consume this body. 

If Caisar sent, I would go. Never fear, man 
If he take me, he takes his arms away: 

I am too plain and true to be suspected. 

Max. 'Fhen I have dealt unwisely. \_Aside. 

Accius. If the Emperor, 

Because he merely may, will have my life, 

That's all he has to work on, and all shall have ; 

Let him ; he loves me better. Here I wnther. 

And happily may live, till ignorantly 
I run into a fault worth death ; nay, more, dishonour. 
Now all my sins, I dare say those of duty. 

Arc printed here ; and, if I fall so happy, 

I bless the grave I lie in ; and the gods. 

Equal as dying on the enemy, 

Alust take me up a sacrifice. 

Afa.x. Go on, then ; 

And I'll go with you. 

Aicius. No, you may not, friend. 

Max. He cannot be a friend bars me, Aecius : 

Shalt I forsake you in my doubts ? 

Aecius. You must. 

Max. I must not, nor I will not. Have I lived 
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[act ly. 


Only lo be a carpet-friend * for pleasure? 

J can endure a death as well as Cato. 

A ictus, 'I'here is no death nor danger in my. going. 
Nor none must go along. 

A/ax, I have a sword loo, 

And once I could have used it for my friend. 

Accius. I need no sword nor friend in this : pray, leave 
me ; 

And, as you love me, do not over-love me. 

I am commanded none shall come. At supper 
I’ll meet you, and we’ll drink a cup or two ; 

Vou need good wine, you huv'e been sad. Farewell. 

Alax. Farewell, my noble friend : let me embrace you 
Kre you depart \ it may be, one of us 
Shall never do the like again. 

A ictus. Yes, often. 

Afax. Farewell, good dear Aecius. 

A id It 5. Farewell, Maximus, 

Till night; indeed you doubt loo much. 

[A\v/V Akcius tvith Phidias 

Afax. I do not- 

Co, worthy innocent, and make ihc number 
Of Cresar’s sins so great, Heaven may want mercy ! 

I'll hover hereabout, to know what passes ; 

And, if he be so devilish lo destroy thee. 

In thy blood shall begin his tnxgcdy. 



SCFNF III.—W S/rcc/. 

Kuicr pKOCULUS aud PoM iifs. 

Proc. Kesi<les this, if you do it, you enjoy 
'The noble name patrician ; more than that too, 

' An nllu.sjoii lo t he c.irivct.kntjjhls crt'.Ucit on occasion of public 
lcj>Tivilies, iVc., itVilc.nl of on the tichl of battle. • 
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The friend of Ciesar you are styled : there’s nothing 
Within the hopes of Rome, or present being. 

But you may safely say is yours. 

I*ont» Pray, stay, sir : 

What has Aecius done, to be dcstroy'cd ? 

At least, I would have a colour. 

J^roc, You have more. 

Nay, all that may be given ; he is a traitor. 

One any man would strike that were a subject. 

Is. he so foul ? 

f*roc. Yes, a most fearful traitor. 

Pont, A fearful plague u|x>n thee, for thou liest !- 

I ever thought the soldier would undo liim 
With his too much affection. 

Proc. You have hit it; 

They have brought him to ambition. 

Pont, Then he is gone. 

Proo. The Emperor, out of a foolish pity, ‘ 

Would save him yet. 

Pont, Is he so mad ? 

Proc. He’s madder,— 

Would go to th’ artny to him. 

Pont. Would he so ? 

Proc, Yes, Pontius ; but we consider- 

Pont. Wisely. 

Proc, How else, man ?—that the state lies in it. 

Pont. And your lives too. 

Proc. And everj' man’s. 

Pont. He did me 
All the disgrace he could. 

Proc. And scurvily. 

Pont. Out of a mischief merely : did you m.ark it ? 
Proc. Yes, well enough : now you have means to 
quit ' it. 

The deed done, take his place. 

^ * j.e, Kcquiic. 
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Pont. Pray, let me think on’t ; 

’Tis ten to one I do it. 

Eroo. I>o, and be happy, [Exit. 

J\>nt. 'I'his Emperor is made ol nought but mischief; 
Sure, Murder was his mother. None to lop, 

But the main link he had ? Upon m 3 ' conscience, 

I'he man is truly honest, and that kills liini ; 

For, to live here, and study to be true. 

Is all one to be traitors. Why should he die? 

Have they not slaves and rascals for their ofterings, 

In full abundance ? bawds more than beasts for slaughter? 
Have they not singing whores enough, and knaves too. 
And millions of such mart 3 TS, to sink Charon, 

But the best sons of Rome must sail too ? I will show him 
(Since lie must die) a wa)' to do it truly ; 

And, though he bears me har<I, 3 'et shall he know, 

I am born to make him bless me for a blow. 



SC H N E 1 V*.— Tht Court of the Ptilaoe. 

Enter Ai'xu's, PniuiAS, ami Aretu.s. 

Phiii. Vet you ma)* scajie for the camp ; we’ll hazard 
with 3 'ou. 

Are. Cose not your life so basely* sir : voii arc armed: 
And many, when they see 3 'our sword out, and know wh}’, 
Must follow 3 'our adventure. 

Aecius. Cel 3 ’C from me : 

Is not the doom of C'a?sar on this bodv ? 

1^0 not I bear my last hour here, now sent me ? 

Am I not old Aecius, ever d>'ing ? 

V’ou think this tenderness and love \'OU bring me : 

Tis treason, ami the strength of disohedicnce, 

And, if ye tempt me further, yc shall feel it. 

T seek li»e camp for safety, when 1113 ' death 
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(Ten times more glorious than my life, and lasting) 

Bids me be happy ! Let the fool fear dying. 

Or he that weds a woman for his humour, 

Dreaming no other life to come but kisses: 

Aecius is not now to learn to suffer. 

If ye dare sliow a just affection, kill me ; 

I stay but those that must. Why do ye weep ? 

Am I so wretched to deserve men’s pities ? 

Go, give your tears to those that lose their worths,- 
Bewail their miseries : for me, wear garlands. 

Drink wine, and much : sing pagans to my praise ; 

I am to triumph, friends ; and more than Cresar, 

For Ciesar fears to die, I love to die. 

Phuf. Oh, my dear lortl ! 

Aecitis, No more : go, go, I say ! 

Show me not signs of sorrow ; I deserve none. 

Dare any man lament I should die nobly ? 

Am 1 grown old, to have such enemies ? 

When I am dead, sjxrak honourably of me. 

That is, preserve my memory' from dying; 

There, if you needs must weep your ruined master, 

A tear or two will seem well. This I charge ye, 

(Because ye say you yet love old Aecius,) 

See my poor body burnt, and some to sing 
About my pile, and what I have done and suffered. 

If Caisar kill not that too : at your banquets, 

When I am gone, if any chance to number 
'I'he times that have been sad and dangerous. 

Say how I fell, and 'tis sufficient. 

No more, 1 say ! he that laments my end. 

By all the gods, dishonours me ! be gone, 

And suddenly and wisely, from my dangers ; 

My death is catching else. 

Pfiid. We fear not dying. 

Ai£ius. Yet fear a wilful death ; the just gods hate it ; 
I need no company to that, that children 
Dare do alone, and slaves arc oroud to nurchase. 

s * 
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I^ive till your honesties, as mine has done, 

Make this corrupted age sick of your virtues ; 

Then die a sacrifice, and then ye know 
The noble use of dying well, and Roman. 

Are. And must we leave you, sir? 

Aecitis. We must all die, 

All leave ourselves ; it matters not where, when. 

Nor how, so we die well : and can that man that docs so 
Need lamentation for him ? Children weep 
Because they have offended, or for fear ; 

Women for want of will, and anger : is there 
In noble man, that truly feels both poises 
Of life and death, so much of this wet weakness 
To drown a glorious death in child and woman ? 

1 am ashamed to see ye : yet ye move me, 

And, were it not my manliood would accuse me 
For covetous to live, 1 should weep with ye, 

Phid. Oh, we shall never see you more ! 

Accius. ’Tis true ; 

Nor I the miseries that Rome shall suffer, 

Wliich is a benefit life cannot reckon. 

But what I have been, which is just and faithful, 

One that grew old for Rome, when Rome forgot him. 
And, for he was an honest man, durst die, 

Ve shall have daily with ye : could that die loo, 

And I return no traffic of iny travails, 

No I jay to have been soldier but this silver. 

No annals of Aecius but “ he lived,” 

My friends yc hat! cause to weep, an<l bitterly : 

'I'he common overflows of tender women. 

And children new-born crying, were too little 
To show me then most wretched. If tears must be, 

I should in justice weep ’em, and for you ; 

You are to live, and yet behold those slaughters 
'J'he dry and withered hones of Death would bleed at : 
But, sooner than I have lime to think what must be, 
i fear you’ll fmd what shall be. If yc love me 
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(Let that word scr\'e for all), be gone and leave me: 

I have some little practice with my soul. 

And then the sharpest sword is welcomest- 
Go, pray, be gone ; ye have obeyed me living. 

Be not, for shame, now stubborn. So, I thank ye. 

And fare ye well; a better fortune guide ye ! 

\^Exeunt Phidias and Areti'Us. 

I am a little thirsty ; not for fear. 

And yet it is a kind of fear I say so ; 

Is it to be a just man now again. 

And leave my flesh unthought of? *tis departed. 

I hear ’em come.—Who strikes first ? I stay for ye ! 

Enier BalBUS, Chieax, and LiciNIUS. 

Yet I will die a soldier, my sword drawn; 

\^Draws /i/s s7vord. 

But against none.—Why do ye fear ? come forward. 

Ba/. You were a soldier, Chilax. 

C/tt» Yes, I mustered. 

But never saw the enemy. 

Li^in. He’s drawn ; 

By Heaven, I dare not do it ! 

Aedus. Why do ye tremble ? 

I am to die : come ye not now from Caesar; 

To that end? speak. 

Bal, We do, and we must kill you ; 

’Tis Caesar’s wilL 

C/ii. I charge you put your sword up, 

'I'hat we may do it handsomely. 

Aedus. Ha, ha, ha ! 

My sword up ! handsomely ! Where were ye bred ? 

Ye are the merriest murderers, my masters, 

I ever met withal. Come forward, fools : 

\\Tiy do ye stare ? upon mine honour, bawds, 

I will not strike ye. 

Jd£tn. I’ll not be first. 

Bal. Nor I. 
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Vou liad Lest die f|uietly : the ICmp^ror 
Secs how you bear yourself. 

Arnus. I would die, rascals, 

If you wotild kill me, quietly. 

Bal, Pox of Proculus, 

He promised us to bring a captain hither, 

'I'hat has been used to kill. 

Accitts, I’ll call the guard, 

LTnless you will kill me quickly, and proclaim 
What beastly, base, and cowar<Ily companions 
The Emperor has tnisted with his safety : 

Nay, I’ll give out, ye fell of my side, \nUains. 

Strike home, ye bawdy slaves ! 

Chi. By Heaven, he will kill us ! 

I marked his hand ; he waits but time to reach us. 

Now do you offer. 

Aicius, If ye do mangle me, 

And kill me not at two blows, or at three, 

Or not so stagger me niy senses fail me, 

I.ook to yourselves ! 

Chi. I told ye. 

Aecius. Strike me manly. 

And take a thousand strokes. 

Ihii. Here’s Pontius, 

Enter Pontiu.s. 

/\>nt. Not killed him yet I 
Is this the love yc bear the Emperor ? 

Nay, then, 1 sec yc are traitors all ; have at ye ? 

[ If'cunds Cuii.AX tifui 13a i.iius, I-ici.x. runs a7i>u\\ 
Chi. Oh, I am hurt ! 

/*o/. .And I am killed ! 

J^ont. Die bawds. 

As VC have lived and flourislied ! 

[E.veunt Cm I. ax unJ Baubus. 

Aerius. Wretched fellow. 

What hast thou done ? 
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Pont. K.illed them that durst not kill; 

And you are next. 

A<rcius. Art thou not Pontius? 

Pont. I am the same you cast, Aiicius, 

And in the face of all the camp disgraced.- 

Airins. Then so much nobler, as thou wer't a soldier, 
Shall my death be. Is it revenge provoked thee. 

Or art thou hired to kill me ? 

Pont. Both. 

A€cius. Then do it. 

Pont. Is that all ? 

Aixius. Yes. 

Pont. Would you not live? 

Accius. Why should I ? 

To thank thee for my life ? 

Pont. Yes, if I spare it. 

yiccius. Be not deceived ; -I was not made to thank. 
For any courtesy but killing me, < 

A fellow of thy fortune. Do thy' duly'. 

Pont. Do not you fear me ? 

Ail ins. No- 

Pont. Nor love me for it. 

Aicius. That*s as thou dost thy business. 

Pont. W'hen y'ou are dead, 

Your place is mine, Aecius. 

Aicius. Now I fear thee ; 

And not alone thee, Pontius, but the empire, 

Pont. Why', 1 can govern, sir. 

Aicius. I would thou couldst. 

And first thyself! Thou canst fight well, and bravely, 
Thou canst endure all dangers, heats, colds, hangers ; 
Heaven’s angry Hashes are not suddener 
Than I have seen thee execute, nor more mortal ; 

The wingJid feet of flying enemies 

I have stood and viewed thee mow away' like rushes. 

And still kill the killer : were thy mind 

But half so sweet in peace as rough in dangers, 
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I died to leave a happy heir behind me. 

Come» strike, and be a general. 

jTon/, Prepare, then : 

And, for I see your honour cannot lessen, 

.And ’twere a shame for me to strike a dead man. 

Fight your short span out. 

Aecius. No, thou knoVst I must not ; 

I d.are not give thee so much Vantage of me 
As disobedience. 

Dare you not defend you 
Against your enemy ? 

Akeius. Not sent from Caisar ; 

I have no power to make such enemies ; 

For, as I am condemned, my naked sword 
Stands but a hatchment by me, only held 
To show I was a soldier. Had not C.-esar 
Chained all defence in this doom, ** I^t him die,” 

Old as I am, and tiuenched with scars and sorrows. 

Yet would I make this withered arm do wonders. 

And open in an enemy such wounds 
Mercy would weep to look on. 

'J'hen have at you ! 

And look upon me, and be sure you fear not . 
Remember who you are, and why you live, 

Anfl what I have been to you ; cry not Hold," 

Nor think it base injustice I should kill you. 

A?ciits. I am prei>ared for all. 

T*ort(, For now, Aecius, 

'I'hou shalt behold and find I was no traitor. 

P* 

Anti, as I do it, bless me. Hie as I do ! \^Stiibs /tims^//. 
At'atis^ Thou hast deceived inc, l*ontius, and 1 thank 
thee : 

l>y all my hopes in Heaven, thou art a Roman ' 

JPoftt. 'I'o show you what you ought to do, this is not; 
h'or Slanders self would shame to lind you coward. 

Or willing to out-livc your honesty : 

But, noble sir, you have been jealous of me, 
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And held me in the rank of dangerous jxjrsons ; 

.^nd I must dying say, it was but justice. 

You cast me from my credit : yet, believe me, 

(For there is nothing now- but truth to sav'e me, 

And your forgiveness,) though you held me heinous. 

And of a troubled sjjirit, that like fire 
Turns all to flames it meets with, you mistook me ; 

If 1 were foe to any thing, ’twas case, 

Want of the soldier’s due, the enemy ; 

The nakedness we found at home and scorn, 

Children of peace and pleasures ; no regard 
Nor comfort for our scars, but how we got "em ; 

To rusty time, that eat our bodies up. 

And even began to prey upon our honours ; 

To wants at home, and, more than wants, abuses ; 

To them that, when the enemy invaded, 

Made us their saints, but now the sores of Rome ; 

To silken flattery, and pride plumed over. 

Forgetting with what wind their feathers sail, 

And under whose protection their soft pleasures 
Grow full and numberless : to this I am foe, 

Not to the state or any point of duty. 

And, let me speak but what a soldier may, 

(Truly I ought to be so,) yet I erred, 

because a far more noble sulTercr 

Showed me the way to patience, and I lost it : 

This is the end I die, sir : to live basely. 

And not the follower of him that bred me 
In full account and virtue, Pontius dare not. 

Much less to out-livc what is good,, and flatter. 

Aicius. I want a name to give thy virtue, soldier, 

I'or only good is far below thee, Pontius ^ 

The gods shall find thee one : thou hast fashioned death 
In such an excellent anti beauteous manner, 

I w'ondcr men can live. -Caiist tliuu speak once mure ? 
For thy words arc such harmony a soul 
Would ^hoose to fly to Heaven in. 
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1 ^ 0 fit, A farewell. 

Good noble general, your liand : forgive me. 

And think whatever was displeasing you. 

Was none of mine. You cannot live. 

Aecius. I will not. 

Yet one word more. 

Pofit. Die nobly.—Rome, farewell ! 

And, Valentinian. fall ! thou hast broke thy basis. 

In joy you have given me a quiet death, 

I would strike more wounds, if I had more breath. \^DUs. 

Aectus, Is there an hour of goodness beyond this.^ 

Or any man would out-live such a dying? 

Would Ca:sar double all my honours on me, 

And stick me o’er with favours like a mistress. 

Yet would I grow to this man : I have loved, 

But never doted on a face till now. 

Oh, death, thou art more than beauty, and lliy pleasure 
Beyond posterity !—Come, friends, and kill me : 

Caesar, be kind, and send a thousand swords ; 

The more, the greater is my fall. Why stay yc ? 

Come, and I’ll kiss your weapons : fear me not ; 

By .all the gods, I’ll honour ye for killing : 

Appear, or through the court and world I’ll search yc ! 
Aly sword is gone [ '/VirtfU’S if frof/i iiimi] : yc are traitors, 
if yc sp.arc me, 

-And Ca.‘sar must consume ye !—.All base cowartls ? 

I’ll follow ye, and, ere I die, proclaim ye 
'riie weeds of Italy, tlie dross of nature ' 

\Vhere are ye, villains, traitors, slaves? [Exit. 

JZfitir Bkocd.us, tirui three C.'ouriicrs, rufiftifi^^ t/u 

Sfai’e. 

o 

Proe. I knew 
lie hatl killed the captain. 

Pint Court. Here's his sword. 

Proe. l.et it alone ; ’twill fight itself else, friends. 

.An luindrod men arc not enough to do it : 

I’ll to the Knip<'ror, and get more aid. » 
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§CENE IV.] 

Aecius. [ Within.^ None strike a poor condemned man ? 
Proc, He is mad : 

Shift for yourselves, my masters ! ^Excuni. 

Enfer Aiicius. 

Afctus. Then, Aecius, \^Tak€s up his s7vord. 

See what thou dar’st thyself.—Hold, my good sword ; 
Thou hast been kept from blood too long: I’ll kiss thee. 
For thou art more than friend now, my preserver : 

Show me the way to happiness; I seek it. 

And all you great ones that have fall’n as I do, 

To keep your memories and honours living, 

Be present in your virtues, and assist me. 

That, like strong Cato, I may put away 
All promises, but what shall crown my ashes. 

Rome, fare thee well I stand long, and know to conquer. 
Whilst there is people and ambition.— 

Now for a stroke shall turn me to a star : 

I come, ye blessed spirits ; make me room 

To live for ever in Elysium ! \^PaIls on his stvorJ. 

Do men fear this ? oh, that posterity 

Could leam from him but this, that loves his wound, 

'Fhere is no pain at all in dying well. 

Nor none are lost, but those that make their hell ! [/9/c.c. 
First Court. \^lVithin.‘\ He’s dead ; draw in the guard 
again. 

H€-€liter I’roculus, aiui Second and Third Courtier. 

Proe. He’s dead indeed, 

And 1 am glad he’s gone : he was a devil. 

H is body, if his eunuchs come, is theirs j 
The Einjicror, out of his love to virtue, 

Has given ’em that : let no man stop their entrance. 

S^F.xcunt. 

Enter BniniAS and Areius. 

Phid. Oh, mv most noble lord I—Look here, Arelus. 
Here’s a sad sight ! 
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Are. Oh, cruelly ! Oh, Caesar I 
Oh, times that bring forth nothing but destruction 
And overflows of blood —Why wast thou killed ? 

Is it to be a just man now again, 

As when Tiberius and wild Nero reigned 
Only assurance of liis overthrow ? 

Phtd. It is, Arctus : he that would live now, 

Must, like the' toad, feed only on corruptions. 

And grow with those to greatness. Honest virtue. 
And the true Roman honour, faith and valour, 

'1 hat have been all the riches of the enijjirc. 

Now, like the fearful tokens of the plague, 

Are mere fore-runners of their ends that owe * ’em. 

Ate. Nevor-cnough-lamentcd lord, dear master ! 

Of whom now shall we learn to live like men ? 

From whom tlraw out our actions just and worthy ? 
Oil, thou art gone, and gone with thee all goodness, 
'The great example of all equity, 

(Oh, thou alone a Roman, thou art i>erishcd '.) 

Faith, fortitude, and constant nobleness I 

Weep, Rome ! wcei), Italy ! weeji, all that knew him ! 

Anti you that feared him as a noble foe, 

(If enemies Irave honourable tears,) 

Wceji this decayed Aecius, fairii and scatteretl 
By foul ,'md b;iso suggestion ! 

pnit'r Maxi m t's, 

P/iid. Oh, Tort! Maxinuts, 

'I'his was yoxir worthy friend ! 

'I'he gotls forgive me !— 

d htJik ntjt tlie worse, my friends, I sited not tears ; 
lircal griefs lament within : yet, now I have found 'cm. 
Would I had never known the world, nor tvomcn, 

Nor what that cursed name of honour was, 

.So this were once again .Actius I 
J’ut I am destined to a mighty action, 


* L)rt*n. 


i 


SCENE IV.] 


VA L EN TIN!A N. 


A07 


And beg niy pardon, friend : niy vengeance taken, 

I will not be long from thee.—Ve have a great loss, 

But bear it patiently : yet, to say truth. 

In justice ’tis not sufferable. I am next. 

And were it now, I would be glad on’t. Friends, 

WTio shall preserve you now ? 

Ar^. Nay, we are lost too. 

2iface, I fear ye are ; for likely such as love 
The man that’s fall’n, and have been nourished by him. 
Do not stay long behind : Tis held no wisdom. 

I know what I must do.—Oh, my Accius, 

Canst thou thus perish, plucked up by the roots. 

And no man feel thy worthiness ?—From boys 
He bred you both, I think. 

Phid. And from the poorest. 

Afajc. And loved ye as his own ? 

Anr. We found it, sir. 

J/ajc. Is not this a loss, then ? 

P/iid. Oh, a loss of losses ! 

Our lives, and ruins of our fan'iilies. 

The utter being nothing of our names. 

Were nothing near it. 

Afax. As I take it too. 

He put ye to the Emperor ? 

Ar£. He did so. 

Afax. And kept ye still in credit ? 

IVtid. "Fis most true, sir. 

Afax. He fed your fathers loo, and made them 
means ; 

Your sisters he preferred to noble wedlocks ; 

Did he not, friends ? 

Are. Oh, yes, sir. 

Afax. As I take it, 

'Fhis worthy man would not be now forgotten. 

I tell ye, to my grief, he was basely nuirdercd ; 

And something would be done by those that loved him ; 
And something may be. l*ray, stand off a little ; 

K.—a. K 
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me bewail him private.—Oh, my dearest I 

\^Knc£ls by the body < 7 /" At-icius. 

J^hid, Aretus, if wc be not suflden, he out-does us; 

I know he points at vengeance; we are cold 
And base uivgrateful wretches, if we shun it. ' 

Are wc to hope for more rewards or greatness, 

Or any thing but death, now he is dead ? 
jDar^st thou resolve ? 

Are. I am perfect. 

IVtid. Then, like flowers 
'rhat grew together all, we’ll fall together. 

And with us that that bore us : when ’tis done, 

The world shall style us two deser\hng servants. 

I fear he will be before us. 

Are. This night, Phidias- 

^hid. No more. 

Afax. Now, worthy.friends, I have done my 

mournings. 

I,et’s burn this noble body : sweets as many 
As sun-l)urnt Mcroe breeds I’ll make a flame of. 

Shall reach his soul in Heaven : he that shall live 
'Pen ages hence, but to rehearse this story. 

Shall, with the sad discourse on’t, darken Heaven, 

Aim! force the painful burdens from the wombs. 
Conceived .a-new with sorrow ; even the gravx* 

VVhere mighty Sylla sleeps shall rend asunder. 

And give her shadow uj>, to come and groan 
About our piles ; which will be more and greater 
'riian green Olympus, Ida, or old Tatmus 
Can fecfi with cedar, or the east with gums, 
lirecce with her wines, or 'I’hcssaly with flowers, 

Or willing Heaven can weep for in her showers. 

[A\ xeidftt 7vith i?ie body. 






ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. — yi Oal/cfy in iht' I'aiace, 

Hintcr Phidias totih his dagger in hint^ and Aretus 

Poisofied, 

RE. He has his last. 

J*hid. 'Phen come the worst of 
danger!— 

Aecius, to thy soul we give a Cajsar.— 
How long is't since you gave it him ? 

Are. An hour ; [it hoils me I 

Mine own two hours before him—how 
Phid. It was not to be cured, I hope. 

Are. No, Phidias ; 

I <lealt above his antidotes : physicians 
May find the cause, but where the cure ? 

J^hid. Done bravely • 

We arc got before his tyranny, Aretus, 

Are. We had lost our worthiest enfl else, Phidias. 

Join'd. Canst thou hold out a while ^ 

Are. To torture him, 

Anger would give me leave to live an age yet : 

'I'hat man is poorly spirited, whose life 
Runs in his blood alone, and not in his wishes 
And yet I swell and burn like flaming yEina ; 

A thousand new-found fires are kindled in me ; 

Hut yet I must not die this four hours, Phidias. 

dV//d. Remember who dies with thee, and despise 
Ar'. I need no c.xhortation : the joy in me, [deaili. 
Of what I have done and why, makes poison pleasure. 















500 


VA L EN T/NI A N, 


[Acr V, 


And my most killing torments mistresses ; 

For how can he have time to die. or pleasure. 

That falls as fools unsatisfied and simple ? 

Phid. This that consumes my life, yet keeps it in me, 
Nor do I feel the danger of a dying ; 

And, if 1 but endure to hear the curses 

Of this fell tyrant dead, I have half my Heaven. 

Arc. Hold thy soul fast but four hours, Phidias, 

And thou shall sec to wishes beyond ours, 

Nay, more, beyond our meanings. 

Phid. Thou hast steeled me. 

Farewell, Arctus ; and the souls of good men, 

That, as ours do, have left their Roman bodies 
In brave revenge for virtue, guide our shadows ! 

I would not faint yet. 

Are. Farewell, Phidias ; 

And, as we have done nobly, gods look on us ! 

\Exeunt sexfcraEy. 



SCEN E 11 .—An Apnt ttnent in the same. 
Enter l.vciAS and pKOCULU.s. 

Lveias, Sicker and sicker, Proculus ! 

J^roe. Oh, l.ycia.'i, 

WluU sliall become of us? would we had died 
Willi happy Chilax, or with Balbus bcd-ritl 
And made too lame for justice ! 

Etiter Eicixiu.s. 

fjein. The soft music, 

And let one sing lastcu sleep upon him . 

Oh, friends, the F.inpcror ! 

J^roe. What say the doctors ? 

I.icin, For us a most sad saying ; he is poisoned, 
beyond all cure loo. 
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Eycias, Who ? 

Z/V/Vr. The wretch Aretus, 

That most unhappy viltain. 

EyciaSu How do you know it ? 

Licin. He gave him drink last. I^et^s disperse, and 
find him ; 

And, since he has opened misery to all, 

Let it begin with liim first. Softly ; he slumbers. 

[ /ix£unt. 

VaLENTiNiAN* brought in in a c/iair^ 7vith Eudoxia, 

Physicians, and Attendants. \^Afusic, 

Song. 

Care-charming Sleep, thou caser of all woes. 

Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 
On this afflicted prince ; fall, like a cloud. 

In gentle showers ; give nothing that is loud 
Or painful to his slumbers ; easy, light, 

And as a j>urling stream, thou son of N’lght. 

Pa-ss by his troubled senses ; sing his pain, 

Like hollow murmuring winti or silver rain ; 

Into this prince gently, oh, gently slide. 

And kiss him into slumbers like a bride ! 

Vai. Oh, gods, gods I Drink, drink ! colder, colder 
1 han snow on Scy'thian mountains! Oh, my heart-strings! 
Eud. How does } our grace ? 

Ehys. The Empress speaks, sir. 

Val. Dying, 

Dying, Eudoxia, dying. 

isi E/tys. Good sir, patience. 

End. What have ye given him ? 
ir/ Ehys. Precious things, clear lady'. 

We hope shall comfort him. 

Oh, fiattered fool, 

See what thy god-head’s come to !—Oh, haidoxia 1 
Eud. ij\\, patience, patience, sir t 
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Vai, Danubius 

I’ll have brought through my body- 

Etid, Gods give comfort ! 

Val. And Volga, on whose face the north wind freezes 
I am an hundred hells ! an hundred piles 
Already to my funeral are Haming ! 

Shall I not drink ? 

\st Ehys, You must not, sir. 

Val, liy Heaven, 

ril let my breath out, that shall burn ye all. 

If ye deny me longer ! Tempests blow me. 

And inundations that have drunk up kingdoms, 

Flow over me, and quench me ! Where’s the villain ?— 
Am I iintnortal now, ye slaves?—by Numa, 

If he do scape—Oh ! ho !— 

Kud. Hear sir !- 

Vo!. Like Nero, 

Ihu far more terrible and full of slaughter, 

I’ the midst of all my llatues, I’ll fire the cm [lire ? 

A thousand tans, a thousand fans to cool me I 
Invite the gentle winds, Kudoxia. 

Eud. Sir !- 

Vo/. Oh, do not flatter me \ I am but flesh, 

A man, a mortal man. — Drink, drink, yc dances ! 

^Vhat can your doses now do, and your scrapings, 

Your oils, anti mithritlatcs * ? if I tlo die, 

You only words of health, and names of sickness, 

Finding no true disease in man but money, 

That talk yourselves into revenues oh !— 

.And. ere ye kill your patients, begg.ar ’em, 
ri! have ye flayed and <lrieti ! 

Enter Phocui.us ond LicrNius, 7vith Aktixrs. 

Eroe. The villain, sir, 

'I'he most accursed wictch. 

’ Miihiitlatfs, n medicine iiiaile n \i\si n\tinlK:r of ingictfieiit 
was :>npi><>scd to liave iiivenlt%f l>y ihe King of i'on 
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Val, Be gone, my queen ; 

'I'his is no sight for thee : go to the Vestals, 

Cast holy incense in the fire, and offer 
One powerful sacrifice t o free thy Caesar, 

Proc. Go, go, and be happy ! 

Arf. Go; but give no ease.— [^.r/V ICudoxia* 

The gods have set thy last hour, Valentinian ; 

Thou art but man, a bad man too, a beast. 

And, like a sensual bloody thing, thou diest. 

Proc. Oh, damni^d traitor ! 

Are. Curse yourselves, ye fiatterers. 

And howl your miseries to come, ye ivretches 1 
You taught him to be poisoned. 

Vai. Yet no comfort? 

Are. Be not abused with priests nor ’jiothecaries; 
They cannot help thee : thou hast now to live 
A short half-hour, no more, and I ten minutes' 

I gave thee poison for Aecius’ sake. 

Such a destroying poison would kill nature ; 

And, for thou shall not die alone, 1 took it. 

If mankind had been in thee at this murder. 

No more to people earth again, the wings 
Of old Time dipt for ever, reason lost. 

In what I had attempted, yet, oh, Caiisar, 

To purchase fair revenge, I had poisoned them too ! 

Val. Oh, villain !—I grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Yes ; 

But not near my heat yet : what thou feel'sl now 
(Mark me with horror, Caesar,) are but embers 
Of lust and lechery thou hast committed ; 

But there be fiames of murder I 
Val. Fetch out tortures ! 

Are. I>o, and 1*11 flatter thee ; nay, more, I *11 love rhee 
Tiy tortures, to what now I suffer, Cicsar, 

At ivhich thou must arrive loo, ere thou diest, 

Ar^ lighter and more full of mirth than laugtilor. 

Vei, Let ’em alone. 1 must drink. 
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Ar^. Now be mad ; 

But not near me yet- 

ytt/. Hold me, hold me, hold me ! 

Hold me, or I shall burst else ! 

Arr. See me, Caisar, 

And sec to what thou must come for thy murder : 

Millions of women’s labours, all diseases- 

I'W/. Oh, my iifflictcd soul too 1 
Ar^‘. Worrten’s fears, horrors, 

Desf>airs, and all the plagues the hot sun breeds 
Aecius, oh, Aecius t Oh, Lucina ! 

Af‘r. Arc but my torments’ shadows I 
/W. Hide me, mountains ! 

'J'he gods have fotiod my sins. Now break ! 

Art’, Not yet, sir ; 

Tliou hast a pull beyond all these. 

/W. (^h. hell ! 

Oh villain, cursed villain ) 

Artr. Oh, Ijrave villain ! 

My poison dances in me at this deed. 

Now, Ciesar, now behold me ; this is torment. 

And this is thine belorc thou diest : I am wild-fire I 
The brazen bull I^halaris was feigned, 
rhe miseries of souls tiespising heaven, 

Hut emblems of my torments,- 

/^//. t..)h, tjuench me, quench me. tpiench me I 
y/zr. Fire a tlatterv. 

Anti all the poets’ talcs of sad Avernus, 

'I'o iny pains, less than fictions ; yet to show ihec 
What couslaiU love 1 bore my murdered master, 

Hike a south wind, 1 have sung through all these 
tempests.— 

My heart, my withered heart ! hear, fear, thtju monster 
I•'c.'lr tlie ju-vt gotis )—1 have my jieace ! 

I \ii. More drink ! 

A lhous,iiui Apiil showers fall in my bosom ! 

How dare ye lei me be lorn^entcd thus? 
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Away with that prodigious ' body ! 

[Attendants carty out thr body < 3 /* A ret us. 

Gods, 

Gods, let me ask yc what I am, ye lay 

All your inflictions on me ? hear me, hear me ! 

I do confess I am a ravisher, 

A murderer, a hated Caesar : oh. 

Are there not vows enough, and flaming altars, 

The fat of all the world for sacrifice, 

And, where that fails, the blood of thousand captives, 

To purge those sins, but I must make the incense? 

I do despise ye all ! ye have no mercy, 

And wanting that, ye are no gods ! your parole 
Is only preached abroad to make fools fearful. 

And women, made of awe, believe your Heaven !— 

Oh, torments, torments, torments ! pains above pains !— 
If ye be any thing but dreams and ghosts, 

And truly hold the guidance of things mortal ; 

Have in yourselves times past, to come, and present ; 
Fashion the souls of men, and make flesh for ’em. 
Weighing our fates and fortunes beyond reason ; 

He more than all, ye gods, great in forgiveness ! 

Hrcak not the goodly frame ye build in anger, 

For you are things, men teach us, without passions : 

(iive me an hour to know ye in ; oh, save me ! 

Hut so much perfect time ye make a soul in. 

Take this destruction from me ! — No ; ye cannot ; 

The more I would believe, the more I .suffer. 

My brains arc .ashes ! now my heart, my eyes !—friends, 

^ ^ go ! more air, more air I — I am mortal I yjJits, 

Eroc. Take in the body. 

[ Att eiidants carry out tbc body 0/ V.m.ex tinian 
folloivcd by Physicians. 

Oh, Ucinius, 

The misery that we arc left to suffer ! 

No pity shall find us. 

« * Fcatful. 


* 
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liciH. Our lives descrv'c none. 

Would I were chained again to slav'cry, 

\Vith any hope of life ! 

T*rot\ A quiet grave, 

Or a consumption now, lacinius, 

I'hat we might be too poor to kill, were something. 

Licin. I.et’s make our best use; wc have money, Procu- 
And, if that cannot save us, we have swords, [lus, 

r^roc. Yes, but we dare not die. 

/Jcin. I had forgot that. 

There's other countries, then. 

I^roc. But the same hate still 
Of what we are. 

I^icin. Think any thing ; I'll follow. 

Enft'r a Messenger. 

How now ? what news ? 

Af^ss. Shift for yourselves ; ye are lost else. 

The soldier is in anns for great Aecius, 

And their lictilcnaiit-gcneral, that stopped ’em, 

(*ut in a thoii.sand pieces : they march hither : 

Beside, the women of the town ha\*e murdered 
Phorba and loose j\rdelia, Caesar’s she-bavvds. 

'I'hen here's no staying, ProcuUis. 

J*tor. Oh, Oesar, 

'I'hat wc had never known thy lusts ! — Pel’s My, 

And where wc find no woman’s man Iet*s die. [^Exeunt. 
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.My happy ends arc come to birth ; lie’s dead. 

Anti I revenged ; the empire’s all a-fire, 

And desolation ever)' where inhabits : 
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And shall I live, that am the author of it. 

To know Rome, from the awe o’ the world, the pity ? 
My friends are gone before too, of my sending; 

And shall I stay ? is aught else to be lived for ? 

Is there another friend, another wife. 

Or any third holds half their worthiness. 

To linger here alive for ? is not virtue, 

In their two everlasting souls, departed. 

And in their bodies* first flame fled to Heaven ? 

('an any man discover this, and love me ? 

For, though my justice were as white as truth, 

My way was crooked to it ; that condemns me : 

And now, Aecius, and my honoured lady. 

That were preparers to my rest and quiet, 

The lines to lead me to Elysium; 

You that but stept before me, on assurance 
I would not leave your friendship unrewarded ; 

First smile upon the sacrifice I have sent ye. 

Then see me coming boldly 1—Stay ; I am foolish. 
Somewhat too sudden to mine own destruction ; 

This great end of my vengeance may grow greater ; 
Why may not I be Ccesar, yet no dying ? 

Why should not I catch at it ? fools and children 
Have had that strength before me, and obtained it. 
And, as the danger stands, my reason bids me : 

I will, I dare. My dear friends, j>ardon me ; 

1 atn not fit to die yet, if not Caesar. 

I am sure the soldier loves me, and the people, 

And I will forward ; and, as goodly cedars. 

Rent from Oeta by a sweeping tempest, 

Jointed again and made tall masts, defy 
1 hose angry winds that split ’em, so w’ill I, 

New pieced again, abov'c the fate of w^oinen, 

And made more perfect far than growing private. 
Stand and defy bad fortunes. If I rise. 

My wife was ravished well ; if then I fall, 

My great attempt honours my funeral. 
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SCENE l \\—Aft opett Pia^c t/t the City, 

EfiUr Fulvius, Lucius, Skmpronius, Afranius. 

J*ftfzK Guard all the posterns to the camp, Afranius. 
And sec ’em fast; we shall be rifled else, 
d'hou art an honest and a worthy captain. 

Luc. Promise the soldier any thing. 

S^mp. Speak gently, 

And tell ’em we are now in council for ’em, 

Labouring to choose a Cnesar fit for them, 

A soldier and a giver. 

EuIzk Tell ’em further, 

'Pheir free and liberal voices shall go with us, 

Luc. Nay, more, a negative, say, we allow 'em. 

Setup, .\nd, if our choice tlisplease ’em, they shall 
name him. 

Eu/v. Promise three donatives, and large, .Afranius. 
.And, Caesar once elected, present foes, 

^Vith distribution of all necessaries, 

Corn, wine, arui oil. 

Setup. New garments, anti new arms, 

Anti etjual portions of the [>rovinces 
'I'o them and to their families for ever. 

Eu/v. .And see the city strengthened. 

^//r. I shall tio it. [Ej:it 

Luc. Setnpronius, these arc woful times. 

.Setup. Oh, lirutus, 

want thy honesty again ; tliese Caesars, 

W liat noble ct>nsuls got with blood, in blood 
Consume again and scatter. 

Eu/ 7 \ ^Vhich w.iy sliall we ? 

/.uc. Not any way of Svvfcty 1 can think on. 

Seuip. Now go our wives to ruin, and our daughters, 
.\nd wc hehtjlder.'^, 1‘iilviu.'^. 

Eu/7\ 1‘A'cry thing 
e\ erv mail's that will. 
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Auc. 'I'he Vestals now 
Must only feed the soldier’s fire of lust. 

And sensual gods be glutted with those offerings ; 

Age, like the hidden bowels of the earth. 

Opened with swords for treasure. Go<ls defend us ! 

We are chaff before their fur>% else. 

F'ulv. Away ! 

Let’s to the temples. 

Luc. To the Capitol ; 

’Tis not a time to pray now : let’s be strengthened. 

^c-cfttcr A FRAN 1 us. 

Scntp. How now, Afranius ? what good news ? 

Afr. A Caesar ! 

Fulv. Oh, who ? 

A/r. Lord Maximus is with the soldier. 

And all the camp rings, ** Caesar, Ccesar, Ciesar ! ” 

He forced the Empress with him, for more honour. 

Luc. A happy choice ; let’s meet him. 

Sctnp. Blessed fortune ! 

I^uiv. Away, away !—Make room there, room there, 
room ! 

\^Kxcuni aii except Afranius. J^iourish icfit/iiu, 

[ IVit/iiu.^ Lord Maximus is Caesar, Ca:sar, Cassar ! 
Hail. CaE-sar ^laximus ! 

A / r . Oh, turning people ! 

Oh, people excellent in war, and governed ! 

In peace more raging than the furious North, 

When he ploughs up the sea and makes him brine, 

Or the loud falls of Nile. I must give way, 

Although I neither love nor hoped this ; 

Or, like a rotten bridge that dares a currcrit 
When he is swelled and high, crack and farewell. 

P/ourish loitJiiu^ and cries 0/ Carsar.” T/ten enter Maxi- 
^^us, Eudoxia, Fulvius, I.ucius, Sempronius, and 
ot/ier Senators and Soldiers. 
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-Sir//. Room for the Kniperor ! 

So/ii. Long life to Cjesar ! 

A/r, Hail, Caesar Maximus ! 

A/a,v. Your hand, Afranius.— 

Lead to the palace; there my thanks, in general, 

I'll shower among ye all. Gods give me life, 

First to defend the empire, then you, fathers.— 

And, valiant friends, the heirs of strength and Wrtue, 
The rampires of old Rome, of us the refuge. 

To you I open this day all I have, 

Kven all the hazard that my youth hath purchased ; 

Ye are my children, family, and friends, 

And ever so respected shall be.—Forward.— 

'I'here’s a proscription, grave Sempronius, 

’Gainst all the flatterers and lazy bawds 
Led loose-lived Valentinian to his vices : 

See it efl'ectetl. \^Plourtsh, 

Sen. Honour wait on Ciesar I 
So/d. Make room for C.xsar there ! 

\Kxcuftt a/l except Akrantus. 

A/r. Thou hast uiy Tears, 
lint Valentinian keeps my vows. Oh, gods ! 

Why do \vc like to feed the greedy raven * 

Of these blown men, that must, before they stand, 

An<i fixed in eminence, c'ast life on life. 

And trench their safeties in with wounds and bodies ? 
Well, froward Rome, thou wilt grow weak with changing. 
And die without an heir, that lov’st to breed 
Stins for the killing hate of sons. For me, 

1 only live to fiiui an enemy. 


* Kaxa-iKuibnc-vS. 
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SCENE \,~A Street, 

Enter Paulus and I^icippus, 

Eau, When is the inauguration ? 

Lidp, Why, to-morrow. 

Eau, ’Twill be short time, 

I^icip, Any device that's handsome, 

A Cupid, or the god o’ the place, will do it, 

W'here he must take the fasces, 

Ean. Ora Grace. 

Licip. A good Grace has no fellow. 

Ean. Let me see ; 

Will not his name yield something ? Maximus, 

By the way of anagram ? I have found out axis ; 

You know he bears the empire. 

JLicip, Get him wheels too ; 

’'Pwill be a cruel carriage else. 

Eau. Some songs too. 

Licip. By any means, some songs ; but very short ones. 
And honest language, Paulus, without burstings 
The air will fall lire sweeter. 

Eau. A Grace must do it. 

I,icip. Why, let a Grace, then. 

Eau. Yes, it must be so ; 

And in a robe of blue too, as I take it. 

JLicip. This poet is a little kin to the painter 
That could paint nothing but a ramping lion ; 

So all his learned fancies are blue Graces. \ Aside. 

Eau. What think you of a sea-nymph and a heav'en ? 
J^icip. Why, what should she do there, man ? there’s 
no water. 

Eau. By the mass, that’s true ; it must be a. Grace ; 

Methinks, a rainbow- [and yet, 

Licip. And in blue ? 

Eau. Oh, yes,- 

Hanging in arch above him, and i' the middle- 
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J^idp. A shower of rain ? 

Pan. No, no ; it must be a Grace, 

IJcip. Why, prithee, grace him, then. 

Pau. Or Orpheus, 

Coming from hell- 

Lidp, In blue, too ? 

pau. 'Tis the better,- 

And, as he rises, full of fires- 

Lidp. Now bless us ! 

Will not that spoil his lute-strings, Paulus? 

Pau. Singing, 

And crossing of his arms- 

Iddp. I low can he play, then ? 
pa 14 . It shall be a Grace ; I'll do it, 

Lidp. Prithee, do, 

And with as good a grace as thou canst possible. 

Good Fury Paulus, be i’ the morning with me ; 

And, pray, take measure of his mouth that speaks it. 

\lLxcunt scz'iraily. 



SCENE VI .—Alt Apartment in the Pahtce. 

Enter Maximcs, Ktmoxi.v, and Messenger. 

•lA/.v. Come, my best-loved Fudoxia,'- I.et the 
soldier 

Want neither wine nor any thing he calls for ; 

And, when the senate's rcatly, give us notice; 

In the mean time, leave us.- [A'avV Messenger. 

Oh, my tlcar sweet ! 

End. n’t possible your grace 
Should uiulertake such dangers for my beauty. 

If it were excellent ? 

By Heaven, 'tis all 

'I'hc world lias left to brag of ! 
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Can a face 


I-ong since bequeathed to wrinkles with my sorrows 
I^ng since razed out o’ the book of youth and pleasure 
Ha\e power to make the strongest man o’ the empire 
Nay, the most staid, and knowing what is woman, 
ne greatest aim of perfectness men live by, 

1 he most true, constant lover of his wedlock ^ 

Such a stilhblowing beauty earth was proud of 
Lose such a noble wife, and wilfully ? ' 

Himself i^repare tlie way ? nay, make the rape ? 

Hid you not tell me so ? 

1 is true, Eudoxia. 


Lay desolate his dearest piece of friendship. 
Break his strong helm he steered by, sink that virtue, 
lhat valour, that even all the gods can give us, 
Without whom he was nothing, with whom worthiest • 
Nay more, arrive at Caisar, and kill him too. 

And for my sake ? Either you love too dearly 
Or deeply you dissemble, sir. 

Aftix. I do so ; 


And, till I am more strengthened, so I must do: 
\et would my joy and wine had fashioned out 
ome safer lie ! —Can these things be. End 

And I dissemble ? can there be but goodness. 

And only thine, dear lady ; any end. 

Any imagination but a lost one, 

H hy I should run iliis hazard ? QIi, thou virtue ’ 
^ere it to do again, and Valentinian 
Once more to hol.i thee, sinful Valentinian, 
in whom thou wert set as pearls .-ire in salt msters. 
As roses are in rank weeds, I would find 
y et to thy sacred self a <Iearer danger : 
e gods know how I lionour thee ? 

■Eud. W^hat love, sir. 

Can I return for this, but my obedience ? 
y »e, if so you please, and ’tis too little. 


oxia, 







Wife 


L 1, 





514 


VA JLENTINfA . V. 


[act V. 


Afax. ’'I'is too much to redeem the world. 

£ud. From this hour, 

I'he sorrows for my dead lord, fare ye well ! 

.My living lord has dried ye. And, in token 
.As Kmperor this day I honour you, 

And the great caster-new of all my wishes, 

The wreath of living laurel, that must compass 
'I'hat sacred head, Eudoxia makes for Caesar. 

I am methinks. too much in love with fortune ; 

But with you, ever royal sir, my maker, 
rhe oncc-more-summer of me, mere in iove 
Is poor expression of my doting, 

Alax, Sweetest ! 

Umi. Now, of my troth, you have bought me dear. 
Max. No, 

Had I at loss of mankind. 

EnUr a Messenger. 

End. Now you flatter. 

A^^ss. The senate waits your grace. 

A/ax. Let ’em come on. 

And in a full form bring the ceremony.— 

This day I am your servant, dear, and proudly 
I’ll wear your honoured favour 

yrW. May it prove so ! \^Ex^unf. 



SCE N E VII. — The Court of the Palace. 
Itnier Paulus and LiciPPUS. 

Ucip. Is your Clrace done ? 

/\iu. ’ Pis <loni!. 

Idctp. Who speaks ? 

Pau. i\ boy. 

dietp. .V dainty blue boy', I’aulus ? 
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Eau. Yes. 

Ltcip, Have you viewed 
'I'he work above ? 

JPau. Yes ; and all up and ready. 

Einp. The Empress does you simple honour, Paultis ; 
The nTeath your blue Grace must present she made. 

But hark you,—for the soldiers ? 

Eau. ThaPs done too : 

I'll bring ’em in, I’ll warrant you. 

Z.ict'p. A Grace too ? 

JPau. The same Grace serves for both. 

Licip, About it, then ;— 

1 must to the cupboard ;—and be sure, good Paulus, 
Your Grace be fasting, that he may hang cleanly. 

If there should need another voice, what then ? 

JPt3u. I'll hang another Grace in. 

Eicip. Grace be with you ! \JExeunt severaUy. 



SCENE VIII.— The Pr€SCfiC£~ Chamber in //u Palace. 

A Panquet laid out. A Synnet^ 'iviih 7'rufnpets. 

Enter, in state, Maximus, Eudoxia, Gentlemen and 
Soldiers, t/un Fui.vius, I.ucius, Sempronius, ana 
other Senators, Lictors bearing rods and axes bi-fort 
them. 

Semp. Hail to thy imperial honour, sacred Ca;sar ! 

And from the old Pome take these wishes : 

You holy gods, that hitherto have held. 

As Justice holds her balance, equal poised, 

I his glory of our nation, this full Homan, 

And made him fit for what he is, confirm him ! 

Look on this son, oh, Jupiter, our helper ■ 

‘ A particular set of musical notes, on either the cornet or the 
trumpet. 
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And Romulus, the father of our honour, 

Preserve him like thyself, just, valiant, nohle, 

A lover and cncreaser of his people ! 

I him bc^n with W^uma, stand with Oato, 

The first five years of Nero be his wishes, 

Give him the age and fortune of Emylius, 

And his whole reign renew a great Augustus ! 

[ A Boy descends from the c/ouds, habited Hke one qf 
the Graces, and sings. 

Honour, that is ever living. 

Honour, that is ever giving. 

Honour, tliat secs all, and knows 
Both the el>bs of man and flows ; 

Honour, that rewards the best. 

Sends thee thy rich labour’s rest ; 

Thou hast studied still to please her, 

Therefore now she calls thee Caesar. 


Ciiorus. Hail, hail, Caesar, hail and stand. 

And thy name outlive the land ! 

NoVilc fathers, to his brows 

Bind this wreath with thousand vows! 


f The Boy gives a 7 oreath, which the Senators piace 
on the head of Maximus. 

AiL Stand to eternity ! 

Afax. I thank ye, fathers ; 

And, as 1 ndo, may it still grow or wither ! 

Now to the banquet ; ye arc all my guests ; 

I'his day be liberal, friends ; to wine we give U, 

\nd smiling pleasures.—Sit, my queen of boaul>^ 

I'athcrs vour places. —rhese are fair wars, soldiers, 

And th:.s I give the first charge to yc all.- \Drinks. 
You arc my second, sweet.— lo every cup, 

I a<id unto the senate a new honour, 

An<l the sons ol Mars a donative ^ 
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Boy sings, 

God l^yneus, ev-er young, 

Ever honoured, ever sung, 

Stained with blood of lusty grapes, 
In a thousand lusty shapes. 

Dance upon the mazer’s ‘ brim, 

In the crimson liqvior swim ; 

From thy plenteous hand divine, 
Let a river run with unne. 

God of youth, let this day here 
Enter neither care nor fear! 


Bellona’s seed, the glorj' of old Rome, 

Envy of conquered nations, nobly come. 

And to the fulness of your warlike noise, 

Let your feet move ; make up this hour of joys : 

Come, come, I say ; range your fair troop at large, 

And your high measure turn into a charge. 

marital dance hy the Soldiers, daring ttdiich 
Maximus /alls back upott his coach. 

Semp. The Emperor’s g^o\^'n heavy with his wine. 

Afr. The senate stays, sir, for your thanks. 

Setnp. Great Caesar ! 

Ead. I have my wish. \^Asai''. 

Afr. Will’t please your grace speak to him ? 

Eud. Yes ; but he will not hear, lords. 

Semp. Stir him, Lucius ; 

The senate must have thanks. 

Tuc. Your grace ! sir ! Csesar I 

Eud. Did I not tell you he was well ? hc*s rlcad. 

Semp. Dead !—Treason ! guard the court! let no man 
pass. 

Soldiers, your Caesar’s murdered. 

Ead, Make no tumult. 

Nor arm the court ; ye have his killer with yc, 

^ ijvw r.s. 
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And the just cause, if ye can stay the hearing : 

I was his death ; that wreath, that made him Caesar, 

Has made him earth. 

So/d. Cut her in thousand pieces ! 

\^£)rau’tng their stvords. 

Eitd. Wise men w'ould know the reason first To 
die 

Is that I wish for, Romans, and your swords 
'I'he easiest way of death : yet, soldiers, grant me 
(That >vas your Empress once, and honoured by ye) 

But so much time to tell ye why I killed him. 

And weigh my reasons well, if man be in you ; 

'I'hen, if yc dare do cruelly, condemn me. 

Afr. Hear her, ye noble Romans ! 'tis a woman ; 

A subject not for s\vords, but pity. Heaven, 

If she be guilty of malicious murder. 

Has given us laws to make e.xamplc of her j 
If only of revenge, and blood hid from us, 

Ret us consider first, then execute. 

Semp. Speak, bloody woman ! 

End, Vcs. 'rhis Maximus, 

That was your Ciesar, lords and noble soldiers, 

(And if I wrong the dead, Heaven perish me, 

Or speak, to win your favours, but the truth !) 

Was to his country', to his friends, and Cicsar, 

A most malicious traitor. 

Sentp. 'I'aJve heed, woman. 

Eud. I speak not for compassion. Brave Aecius, 
(Who^c blcsse<l soul, if I lie, shall aftlicl me,) 

The man that all the world loved, you adored, 

That was the mnslcr-i>iecc of arms and bounty, 

(Mine own grief shall cotne last,) this friend of his. 

This soldier, this your riglit arm, noble Romans, 

Ity a base Idler to the Emi>eror. 

Stuffed full of fears anti poor suggeslious, 

.\nd by himself unto liiniself directeth 
\Vas cut off basely, basely, cruelly 



SCENE VIII.] 


VA LILNTIXIA N, 


5*9 


Oh, loss ! oh, innocent! can ye now kill me ?— 

And the poor stale,' my noble lord, that knew not 
More of this villain than his forced fears, 

I.,ike one foreseen to satisfy, died for it : 

'rhere was a murder too, Rome would have blushed at: 
Was this worth being Cajsar ? or my patience, 

Nay his wife- 

By Heaven, he told it me in wine and joy, 

And swore it deeply-he himself prepared 

To be abused \ how, let me grieve, not tell ye, 

And weep the sins that did it : and his end 
Was only me and Caesar : but me he lied in. 

These are my reasons, Romans, and my soul 
Tells me sufficient; and my deed is justice : 

Now, as I hav'e done well or ill, look on me. 

Afr. What less could nature do ? what less had we 
done. 

Had we known this before? Romans, she is righteous ; 
And such a piece of justice Heaven must smile .on : 

Bend all your swords on me, if this displease ye ; 

For I must kneel, and on this virtuous han<l 
Seal my new joy and thanks.—Thou hast done truly. 
Semp, Up with your arms ; ye strike a saint else, 
Romans.- 

Mayst thou live ever spoken our protector !— 

Rome yet has many noble heirs : lct*s in, 

And pray before we choose ; then plant a Cajsar 
Above the reach of envy, blood, and murder. 

Afr. lake up the body nobly’ to his urn ; 

And may our sins and his together burn ! 

toiih t/tc body : a dead march. 



\Vk would fain please j'e, and as fain be pleased ; 

’'I'ls but a little liking, both are eased : 

We have your money, and you have our ware. 

And, to our understanding, good and fair. 

For your own wisdom’s sake, be not so mad 
Xo acknowledge ye have bought things dear and bad. 
Fct not a brack * i’ the stuff, or iiere and there 
The fa<ling gloss, a general loss apjxiar ; 

Wc know ye take up worse commodities. 

And dearer pay, yet think your bargains wise ; 

We know, in meat and wine ye fling away 
^lorc time and wealth, which is but dearer pay. 

And with the reckoning all the pleasure lost. 

We bid ye not unto repenting cost : 

The price is easy, and so light the play, 

'rhat ve mav new-digest it cverv dav. 

Then, noble friends, as ye would choose a miss, 

Only to please the eye a while and kiss, 

’Till a gt> 0 (.i wife be got ; so let this play 
Hold ye awhile, until a better may. 



ii'iirtp iiir likciM! \vc*k'isi; ani* i.osikjn*- 
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